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Tour Itinerary 

 

Lijssenthoek CWGC Cemetery 

Bayernwald trench system 

The Menin Gate 

Sunken Lane, The Somme 

Newfoundland Memorial Park 

Ulster Tower  

Lochnagar Crater 

Thiepval Memorial to the Missing 

Messines Ridge 

Hill 60 

Polygon Wood 

Langemarck Germany Cemetery  

Tyne Cot CWGC Cemetery 
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Who’s for the Game? 

Jessie Pope (1868-1941) 

 

 

Who’s for the game, the biggest that’s played,  

The red crashing game of a fight?  

Who’ll grip and tackle the job unafraid?  

And who thinks he’d rather sit tight?  

Who’ll toe the line for the signal to ‘Go!’?  

Who’ll give his country a hand?  

Who wants a turn to himself in the show?  

And who wants a seat in the stand?  

Who knows it won’t be a picnic – not much – 

Yet eagerly shoulders a gun?  

Who would much rather come back with a crutch  

Than lie low and be out of the fun?  

Come along, lads –  

But you’ll come on all right –  

For there’s only one course to pursue,  

Your country is up to her neck in a fight,  

And she’s looking and calling for you.  
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In Flanders Fields 

John McCrae  (1872-1918) 

 

 

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. 

  

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/john-mccrae
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1914: The Dead 

Rupert Brooke (1887 – 1915) 

 

 

These hearts were woven of human joys and cares, 

Washed marvellously with sorrow, swift to mirth. 

The years had given them kindness. Dawn was theirs, 

And sunset, and the colours of the earth. 

These had seen movement, and heard music; known 

Slumber and waking; loved; gone proudly friended; 

Felt the quick stir of wonder; sat alone; 

Touched flowers and furs and cheeks. All this is ended. 

 

There are waters blown by changing winds to laughter 

And lit by the rich skies, all day. And after, 

Frost, with a gesture, stays the waves that dance 

And wandering loveliness. He leaves a white 

Unbroken glory, a gathered radiance, 

A width, a shining peace, under the night. 
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Break of Day in the Trenches 

Isaac Rosenberg (1890-1918) 

 

 

The darkness crumbles away. 

It is the same old druid Time as ever, 

Only a live thing leaps my hand, 

A queer sardonic rat, 

As I pull the parapet’s poppy 

To stick behind my ear. 

Droll rat, they would shoot you if they knew 

Your cosmopolitan sympathies. 

Now you have touched this English hand 

You will do the same to a German 

Soon, no doubt, if it be your pleasure 

To cross the sleeping green between. 

It seems you inwardly grin as you pass 

Strong eyes, fine limbs, haughty athletes, 

Less chanced than you for life, 

Bonds to the whims of murder, 

Sprawled in the bowels of the earth, 

The torn fields of France. 

What do you see in our eyes 

At the shrieking iron and flame 

Hurled through still heavens? 

What quaver – what heart aghast? 

Poppies whose roots are in man’s veins 

Drop, and are ever dropping; 

But mine in my ear is safe – 

Just a little white with the dust. 

 

  

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/isaac-rosenberg
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Suicide In the Trenches 

Siegfried Sassoon (1886-1967) 

 

 

I knew a simple soldier boy 

Who grinned at life in empty joy, 

Slept soundly through the lonesome dark, 

And whistled early with the lark. 

 

In winter trenches, cowed and glum, 

With crumps and lice and lack of rum, 

He put a bullet through his brain. 

No one spoke of him again. 

 

You smug-faced crowds with kindling eye 

Who cheer when soldier lads march by, 

Sneak home and pray you’ll never know 

The hell where youth and laughter go. 
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Anthem for Doomed Youth 

Wilfred Owen (1893-1918) 

 

 

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 their hasty orisons. 

No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor 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 goodbyes. 

 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. 

  

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/wilfred-owen
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The General 

Siegfried Sassoon (1886-1967) 

 

 

“Good-morning, good-morning!” the General said 

When we met him last week on our way to the line. 

Now the soldiers he smiled at are most of ’em dead, 

And we’re cursing his staff for incompetent swine. 

“He's a cheery old card,” grunted Harry to Jack 

As they slogged up to Arras with rifle and pack. 

 

But he did for them both by his plan of attack. 

 

  

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/siegfried-sassoon
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Dulce et Decorum Est 

Wilfred Owen (1893-1918) 

 

Bent double, like old beggars under sacks, 

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

Till on the haunting flares we turned our 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 flound’ring 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, 

Obscene as cancer, 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 desperate glory, 

The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est 

Pro patria mori. 

  

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/wilfred-owen
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Reconciliation 

Siegfried Sassoon (1886-1967) 

 

 

When you are standing at your hero’s grave, 

Or near some homeless village where he died, 

Remember, through your heart’s rekindling pride, 

The German soldiers who were loyal and brave. 

 

Men fought like brutes; and hideous things were done; 

And you have nourished hatred, harsh and blind. 

But in that Golgotha perhaps you’ll find 

The mothers of the men who killed your son. 
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Aftermath 

Siegfried Sassoon(1886-1967) 

 

 

Have you forgotten yet?... 

For the world's events have rumbled on since those gagged days, 

Like traffic checked while at the crossing of city-ways: 

And the haunted gap in your mind has filled with thoughts that flow 

Like clouds in the lit heaven of life; and you’re a man reprieved to go, 

Taking your peaceful share of Time, with joy to spare. 

But the past is just the same – and War’s a bloody game... 

Have you forgotten yet?... 

Look down, and swear by the slain of the War that you’ll never forget. 

 

Do you remember the dark months you held the sector at Mametz— 

The nights you watched and wired and dug and piled sandbags on parapets? 

Do you remember the rats; and the stench 

Of corpses rotting in front of the front-line trench – 

And dawn coming, dirty-white, and chill with a hopeless rain? 

Do you ever stop and ask, ‘Is it all going to happen again?’ 

 

Do you remember that hour of din before the attack – 

And the anger, the blind compassion that seized and shook you then 

As you peered at the doomed and haggard faces of your men? 

Do you remember the stretcher-cases lurching back 

With dying eyes and lolling heads – those ashen-grey 

Masks of the lads who once were keen and kind and gay? 

 

Have you forgotten yet?... 

Look up, and swear by the green of the spring that you’ll never forget. 
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The Superfluous Woman 

By Vera Brittain (1893 – 1970) 

 

Ghosts crying down the vistas of the years, 

Recalling words 

Whose echoes long have died, 

And kind moss grown 

Over the sharp and blood-bespattered stones 

Which cut our feet upon the ancient ways. 

 

But who will look for my coming? 

 

Long busy days where many meet and part; 

Crowded aside 

Remembered hours of hope; 

And city streets 

Grown dark and hot with eager multitudes 

Hurrying homeward whither respite waits. 

 

But who will seek me at nightfall? 

 

Light fading where the chimneys cut the sky; 

Footsteps that pass, 

Nor tarry at my door. 

And far away, 

Behind the row of crosses, shadows black 

Stretch out long arms before the smouldering sun. 

 

But who will give me my children? 


