excerpt from “War is Kind”  by Stephen Crane

I

Do not weep, maiden, for war is kind.

Because your lover threw wild hands toward the sky

And the affrighted steed ran on alone,

Do not weep.

War is kind.


Hoarse, booming drums of the regiment, 
Little souls who thirst for fight, 
These men were born to drill and die. 
The unexplained glory flies above them, 
Great is the battle-god, great, and his kingdom -- 
A field where a thousand corpses lie.
Do not weep, babe, for war is kind.

Because your father tumbled in the yellow trenches,

Raged at his breast, gulped and died,

Do not weep.

War is kind.


Swift blazing flag of the regiment, 
Eagle with crest of red and gold, 
These men were born to drill and die. 
Point for them the virtue of slaughter, 
Make plain to them the excellence of killing 
And a field where a thousand corpses lie.
Mother whose heart hung humble as a button

On the bright splendid shroud of your son,

Do not weep.

War is kind.
Come Up from the Fields Father

BY WALT WHITMAN
Come up from the fields father, here’s a letter from our Pete,

And come to the front door mother, here’s a letter from thy dear son.

Lo, ’tis autumn,

Lo, where the trees, deeper green, yellower and redder,

Cool and sweeten Ohio’s villages with leaves fluttering in the moderate wind,

Where apples ripe in the orchards hang and grapes on the trellis’d vines,   

(Smell you the smell of the grapes on the vines?

Smell you the buckwheat where the bees were lately buzzing?)

Above all, lo, the sky so calm, so transparent after the rain, and with wondrous clouds,   

Below too, all calm, all vital and beautiful, and the farm prospers well.

Down in the fields all prospers well,

But now from the fields come father, come at the daughter’s call,

And come to the entry mother, to the front door come right away.

Fast as she can she hurries, something ominous, her steps trembling,

She does not tarry to smooth her hair nor adjust her cap.

Open the envelope quickly,   

O this is not our son’s writing, yet his name is sign’d,

O a strange hand writes for our dear son, O stricken mother’s soul!

All swims before her eyes, flashes with black, she catches the main words only,

Sentences broken, gunshot wound in the breast, cavalry skirmish, taken to hospital,
At present low, but will soon be better.
Ah now the single figure to me,

Amid all teeming and wealthy Ohio with all its cities and farms,

Sickly white in the face and dull in the head, very faint,

By the jamb of a door leans.

Grieve not so, dear mother, (the just-grown daughter speaks through her sobs,

The little sisters huddle around speechless and dismay’d,)

See, dearest mother, the letter says Pete will soon be better.
Alas poor boy, he will never be better, (nor may-be needs to be better, that brave and simple soul,)

While they stand at home at the door he is dead already,

The only son is dead.

But the mother needs to be better,

She with thin form presently drest in black,

By day her meals untouch’d, then at night fitfully sleeping, often waking,

In the midnight waking, weeping, longing with one deep longing,   

O that she might withdraw unnoticed, silent from life escape and withdraw,

To follow, to seek, to be with her dear dead son.
My Father Leaves for Vietnam- By Leonard D. Moore

When my father let loose my mother
from his outstretched arms,
he stared into her eyes,
as if wanting to see his pain.
I had never seen him cry.
His eyes dammed the water.
I felt my mother's heart drumming in me.
He looked down and
whispered in my ear, "I'll be back,
don't be afraid,"
then he turned away.
He boarded the Greyhound.
I held my mother's hand and looked
at him climbing the steps.
He sat and hung his hand out the window,
I watched the bus fade.
I have never understood why he had to go,
although my mother cupped me in her arms,
as if she still could reach my father.
Name:  _____________________________________________________________
Period:  __________
Poetry of War

The general focus of war is on the battle itself and the people who are involved in the actual fighting. Casualties occur at the front, but the victims of any war would also include the loved ones left behind. Read these three poems for a look at this perspective:

“War Is Kind” by Stephen Crane
“Come Up From the Fields, Father” by Walt Whitman
“My Father Leaves for Vietnam” by Lenard D. Moore
1.  Who is the speaker in each poem? (There may be more than one.)

2.  What is the occasion for what is being described in “My Father Leaves for Vietnam”? For “Come Up From the Fields, Father”?  Research the poet/poem to answer correctly.
3.  Explain in 3-5 sentences the irony of Crane’s “War Is Kind”.

4.  What is the mood of each poem?  Provide 3 pieces of evidence (single words and/or small phrases no longer than 5 words) to support 
5.  How do lines 3 to 10 of “Come Up From the Fields, Father” contribute to the overall effect?  3-5 sentences.
6.  Provide one example of personification from “War is Kind” and explain its effect.

7.  Explain which of the poems uses apostrophe and how you know that.  3-5 sentences.

8.  Provide two examples of imagery from each poem, and explain the effect of that imagery on the reader.

