POETRY
                                  LECTURE FIVE 
The general duty does not come from loving the soldiers and caring for them but from the sense of responsibility towards them , but his plan did not care for the children , it sent them to death.
The poet provides us with the image and scenery of the morning, by saying good morning , but all the soldiers he is greeting are dead, there is irony here he was greeting them with good morning and now after 2 hours its good bye .
The poet is very keen on drawing satirical lines , when we find irony, paradox and satire in a very short poem this shows that he is very keen on drawing satirical lines on war and clever and unique in approaching the method of war , and this is to be found in his influence on Owen later on.
The boys came back not the same said one of the soldiers and this was also said by the bishop, we agree with the soldier that they will return not the same but in 2 different ways :
The bishop is trying to idealize words , through speaking about the changes that happened to the soldiers , while the soldier is exposing and clarifying the truth behind the war and the ugliness of war . the boys were deceived by the bishop's preaching , they were used as tools and abused, misled by the bishop and his words.
Owens's poetry is a continuation of the anti-war poetry, in what way??? Even Owen asks is love of god leads to death, is because we love god we must die in the war!!?
Wilfred Owen was an English poet and soldier, one of the leading poets of the First World War. His shocking, realistic war poetry on the horrors of trenches and gas warfare was heavily influenced by his friend Siegfried Sassoon and stood in stark contrast to both the public perception of war at the time, and to the confidently patriotic verse written earlier by war poets such as Rupert Brooke.
 His destiny did not change by the friendship of Sassoon he was a soldier and he died as a soldier. We find in his poetry lots of questioning about the benefit of dying in war.
He had 2 injuries but one was severe so he was hospitalized and there he met Sassoon , Owen was a well known poet as he started writing at the age of 10, he was known to be a lenient poet , he has some of the characteristics of the romantics , he was in love with the beauty of the language and the beauty in nature around him, he was ready to change he has already the romantic features in his poetry.
When his relation started with Sassoon he was in a very bad situation mentally and physically and he was going under therapy to heal from his wounds especially psychological, one of his doctors advised him to concentrate on poetry to write and let things out of his heart , to get rid of his suffering from the bad experience of war , and this idea was emphasized on him by Sassoon himself, the book about interpretations of dreams by Freud was well known at that time and Sassoon used to read it.
One of the ideas the Sassoon suggested to Owen is not to write about war but to expose war to the readers because the soldiers were sent to war outside of England, the war was not on the lands of England , even the public reader of England used to know very little about the reality of war, it is the duty of the poet to uncover the truth and to show the reality to people.
The new strategy of poetry was not crying over the dead soldiers or pitying the injured , but to expose and draw a real picture of what is going on there in the battle field , away from their families = alienation .
The poetry of Sassoon was more and widely read more than Sassoon's, is it because  the romantic touch in his poetry that attracted the readers.
 ANTHEM1 FOR DOOMED YOUTH 
	


What passing-bells2 for these who die as cattle?  
Only the monstrous anger of the guns.  
Only the stuttering rifles' rapid rattle  
Can patter out3 their hasty orisons.4 
No mockeries5 now for them; no prayers nor bells;  
Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs, – 
The shrill, demented6 choirs of wailing shells;  
And bugles7 calling for them from sad shires.8 
What candles9 may be held to speed them all?  
Not in the hands of boys but in their eyes  
Shall shine the holy glimmers of goodbyes.  
The pallor10 of girls' brows shall be their pall;  
Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds,  
And each slow dusk11 a drawing-down of blinds.12

Examining the title of this poem is a way to look at the contrasts and themes which this poem explores.  An anthem is usually a song of praise, but this poem, which is has the solemn style of an anthem, is about the death of the thousands of doomed youth in war.  The use of the word youth in the title adds to the theme of the pity of war.  The poem is written in sonnet form.  The first 8 lines (the octet) lament the horror of the loss of these young men “who die as cattle”.  The simile comparing the soldiers’ deaths to the slaughter of animals is one the audience can relate to.  The first section poses the question of how do we most appropriately bury our war dead?  The answer is in the sounds of battle.  Owens's use of alliteration and onomatopoeia in this section artfully create the sounds of battle.
Wilfred Owens's “Anthem for Doomed Youth” asks what burial rites will be offered for the soldiers who die on the battlefields of World War I (1914-1918) and argues that, in place of a normal funeral, these men “who die as cattle” will receive, initially, a parody of funeral rites, enacted by the noise of guns, rifles, and “wailing shells,” and later the more authentic rites of mourning supplied by the enduring grief of family and friends at home. The poem thus begins in a mood of bitterness and irony.
Here the sestet (the next 6 lines) moves away from the sounds of war to the stillness of the home front, where the men are being mourned by their loved ones.  These men, by the nature of war, have been left to lonely graves away from home and denied a burial service attended by their family and loved ones.  This section acknowledges their grief and shows empathy for their loss. Their children are deprived from an honorable burial.
The poem has bitterness, as it examines the brutality of war, and poignancy, as it examines the grief of the soldiers’ loved ones.
 Candles9= refer to the soldiers they were alive like the candle when it is lit but now the are cut and put out forever, there is not enough candles for the funeral because there are thousands of dead soldiers.
Structure : إضافة مني 
Anthem for Doomed Youth’ is a 14 line poem with usually 10 syllables per line – a sonnet. A sonnet is a lyrical poem usually associated with romance. However, this poem is the complete opposite – it underlines the psychological trauma of the war and the poor treatment the soldiers receive. The sorrow and bitterness expressed in the poem is vivid and it is clear that the soldiers deserve the upmost pity. 
 All the lines except 2&3 are in iambic pentameter (10 syllables a line, emphasis on every other syllable). There are two really big themes here and they are: the senseless devastation this war created for civilians and the loss of identity soldiers endured. They were no longer people, but numbers. There is a lot of sound images ex. Guns in the first stanza simulating the battlefield. \"wailing shells\" is a little ironic that the killer is also personified as a mourner. In the second stanza, it is full of metaphors reinforcing the sorrow the families at home endure. Also, the rhyme scheme is different than the first stanza here, now ABBACC as opposed to ABAB in the first stanza. 
Strange Meeting  
	


It seemed that out of the battle I escaped
Down some profound dull tunnel, long since scooped
Through granites which Titanic wars had groined.
Yet also there encumbered sleepers groaned,
Too fast in thought or death to be bestirred.
Then, as I probed them, one sprang up, and stared
With piteous recognition in fixed eyes,
Lifting distressful hands as if to bless.
And by his smile, I knew that sullen hall;
With a thousand fears that vision's face was grained;
Yet no blood reached there from the upper ground,
And no guns thumped, or down the flues made moan.
"Strange, friend," I said, "Here is no cause to mourn."
"None," said the other, "Save the undone years,
The hopelessness.  Whatever hope is yours,
Was my life also; I went hunting wild
After the wildest beauty in the world,
Which lies not calm in eyes, or braided hair,
But mocks the steady running of the hour,
And if it grieves, grieves richlier than here.
For by my glee might many men have laughed,
And of my weeping something has been left,
Which must die now.  I mean the truth untold,
The pity of war, the pity war distilled.
Now men will go content with what we spoiled.
Or, discontent, boil bloody, and be spilled.
They will be swift with swiftness of the tigress,
None will break ranks, though nations trek from progress.
Courage was mine, and I had mystery;
Wisdom was mine, and I had mastery;
To miss the march of this retreating world
Into vain citadels that are not walled.
Then, when much blood had clogged their chariot-wheels
I would go up and wash them from sweet wells,
Even with truths that lie too deep for taint.
I would have poured my spirit without stint
But not through wounds; not on the cess of war.
Foreheads of men have bled where no wounds were.
I am the enemy you killed, my friend.
I knew you in this dark; for so you frowned
Yesterday through me as you jabbed and killed.
I parried; but my hands were loath and cold.
Let us sleep now . . ."

This poem begins with an assumption about the state of consciousness in which the speaker, perhaps a soldier, finds himself. This is brought out by the words "strange" and  "it seemed." The soldier feels that he has escaped the reality of the fighting above ground by disappearing into a tunnel under the ground, only to find that the horrors there are worse than those above. At least the people up there are still alive.
 He finds that even under the ancient earth, there are bodies everywhere, some groaning, some already dead. The repetition of sound in the words "granite, groined and groaned" is effective in portraying images of pain and suffering.
Some "sleepers" are too fast asleep, comatose or dead to be wakened, but those who respond to the speaker's probing are worse, for they are the walking dead. More horrific still,  a dead soldier responds, but appears to bless the speaker, who responds not with fear but with a reassurance that things are better down under the ground. 
Yet the dead soldier mourns the wasted years and the opportunities he would now never have. He talks of "the pity of war," a theme very close to Owens's heart. He despairs of a spoiled world which future generations might not bother to improve.
 The dead soldier appears to grieve for the good he might have done for the world, after all the lessons the bitter war had taught him about global conflict. 
Then, with horror, the speaker realizes that it is his own act that has taken this man's bright future away – he is speaking to the soldier he killed yesterday with such concentration and determination. Yet, any "fault" is out of their hands – they were put into the arena, to fight for self-preservation, by others. The poem ends with an invitation from the other soldier "let us sleep." We realize that the speaker too takes his turn under the ground and is perhaps dead after all.

Wilfred Salter Owen is greatly revered as an accomplished World War I poet. He was moved and motivated by the bloody and harrowing scenes of grief and suffering on the French battle lines. Owen began to see the whole concept of war as futile and absurd.
It seemed that out of the battle I escaped
Down some profound dull tunnel, long since scooped
Through granites which Titanic wars had groined.

 Owen sets the scene. Holes, caverns, tunnels - these form a recurring image in his mind and find their way into the poems. "Titanic Wars" imply not just Owens's war but conflicts throughout history on a gigantic scale. At the outset we are made to realize that past and present interfuse as, later in the poem, will the future also. This is Owen reaching out to an altogether new dimension.
Lines 4 - 10. "Encumbered" by their uniform and kit but also they carry with them the burden of suffering. "Sleepers". More ambiguity here, for although one man springs up and lifts his hands his smile is dead while others are "fast in thought or death….." So often in this poem we find ourselves on the edge of certainty. The two men had already shared one terrible, intimate moment - the moment of killing. Now comes recognition. "Piteous" - not pitying of course but calling for pity which explains why ambiguity attaches to why the distressful hands are lifted.
Lines 11 - 13. Those "thousand pains" are the legacy of war inflicted in life not after-life. In this hell there is relief, "no blood", "no guns thumped or….made moan". War - hell. In what relation to each other do they stand?
Line 14. The narrator introduces their one-sided dialogue with a paradox - "strange friend".
Lines 15 -29. Whereupon there ensues a homily on the true purpose of poetry. Whatever hopelessness of the "undone years" it is a purpose they both share.
Whatever hope is yours Was my life also; A shared purpose. A shared identity also? Is the doppelganger theory valid here? Yes or no the "hunting wild after the wildest beauty in the world" corresponds to Owens's high-sounding quest for beauty and truth which in former days he believed he had inherited from Keats and Shelley but which was really a substitute for thought and experiences he had not yet undergone. A continuation along these lines might have achieved something but not what was to be the core of his short life's work: The pity of war, the pity distilled.
 The pure essence. Pity without any emotional by-products. Meanwhile the poet-prophet faces a probable future when a world shattered by war is accepted as the norm and endures a further regression into "this retreating world" - a frightening, and accurate, prediction of events.
Lines 30-39. Here the two strands - the aim and rationale of poetry and the predicted course of events come together in a movingly expressed blueprint for the cleansing of the human spirit. As poetry's disciple Owen is able to claim the courage, mystery, wisdom, mastery to combat the march from progress and finally when the retreat can go no further, "when much blood had clogged their chariot wheels", to bring life-giving,
I would go up and wash them from sweet wells,
 water from "sweet wells" referring to the holly water of the last supper of Christ and reveal "truths that lie too deep for taint". To this end, says Owen, I would have poured my spirit without stint. Is our country or Christ is benefiting from our death??!
 I am the enemy you killed, my friend.
I knew you in this dark; for so you frowned
Yesterday through me as you jabbed and killed.
I parried; but my hands were loath and cold.
Let us sleep now . . ."
لم يتم شرحها تم الوقوف عندها 

