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CHARTER IV

SA5500N, MANNING AND OWEN: THEIR TECHWIQUES ARD STYLES

Sassoon's first collection of poems, the 01d Huntsman,

contains war péems written beiween early 1915 and early 191%. His
eérly verses, gome wrought ocut before he went to Frange, were typically
Georgian both in dietion and in sentiment. There is no attempt to deal
with the physicel effects of the battle.
Return to greet me, colours that were my jor, :
Not in the woeful crimsen of men slain, .-

But shining ag a garden; come with the streaming
Banners of dawn and sundown after pain.

,
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I am not ged;j only I long for lustrs.

I ag tired of the greye and browns and the leafless ash.
I would kave hours that move like a glitier of dancers
Far from the angry guns that boom and flash.

"(To_Victory)"

In thia poem, Sassoon has had a glimpse of the reality, but
his pastoral wind hesitetes to spemk it out. Deliberately, he turnas
:away from the contemporary sitvation, from .'the lies, the truths and
painig;in'favour of what hig Georgian imsgination provides.

Sasscon was soon to react agelnst the nature and the conduct
of the War. BHie satirie realism is due to the sense of an chligation
to volce the cbange and the condition that bfuught it about. To be
sure, he wag not impulsively aggressive; he wrs forced by circumstances.
Sassoon was too honest and too sensitive to go on living in the world
of rﬁmantic fantasy. “ﬁp;gpgygjﬁwith its "mirthless laughter!" end
"brown rats, the humble scavengers", 15 8 gradual change in his
éarly idealistic attitude, The poet adopited a marrative form in

"A_ Working Party,mwhich relates the death of an ordinary soldier:
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He was a young man with a8 meagre wife

And two small children in a Midland town;

He showed their photographs to all his mates,
~ And they considered him 2 deceni chap

Who did his work angd had not much teo say,

And always laughed at other people's jokes

Because he did not hawe any of his.own.

whose ordeal is such that, o reverse the hercic theme, Sasscon

excludes "all possibilities of tragic interpretatiunﬂl The man does

not understand the nature of the fighting; he does not even know
what he is fighting for. FPassive suffering, Jobnston cbserved, is
not a theme for tragedy. Gassoon, moreover, was the first war poet

to use ¢olloguial tone.
Deep in water I splashed my way
Up the trench to our bogged front line.
Rain had fallen the whofe damned night.
¢ Jesus, send me a wound teoday,
And T will bmelieve in Your bread and wine,
And get my bloody old 3ins washed out!
"($tand-to: Good Friday Morming)"
1n his post-Somme poems, Sassoon makes full wse of his ability
to compose" two or three harsh, peremptory, &nd colloquial stanzas
with a knockout blow in the last linea'?
Cf a soldier returning home, he writes:
But wae he back in Blighty? B5low he turned,
Till in his heart thanksgiving lespt and burned.
There shone the blue serens, the prosperous land,
Trees, cows and hedges; skipping these, he scanned
large, friendly pames, that change not with the year,
Iung Tonic, Musterd, “iver Pills and Beer.
it : It
(Stretcher Case)
Sassoon spent his pre-war life in a "gentlemanly paradisaJﬁy

and even in his pre-war work, reveals a sympathy for the men execluded

from it. As s war poet, he was g8lso at his best when he combined pity
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with ironic realism and satire.

The Hero begins with a mother learning proudly that her son
has "died 2 man's deaths.,” Sorry she is, but she would have been all
the more so, if he had been shot for cowardice or cotherwise falled
to carry out his duty. The officer who has brought her the news

quietly poes out,

He'd told the poor old dear some gallant lies
That she would nourish all her days, no doubt.
For while he coughed and mumbled, her weak eyes
Had shone wmith gentle triumph, brimmed with joy,
Because he'd been so brave, her gloriocus boy.

He thuught-hcw 'Jack', cold-footed, useless swine,
Had panicked down the trepch that night the mins
W¥ent up at Wicked Corner; how he'd tried

To get sent home, and how, at 1East, he died,
Hlown to small bits. And ne one seemed to care
Except that lonely woman with white hair.

Sassoon was very temperamental. He passionately speaks out
against the War because he has been optimistic about it. In his
memoirs, Sassoon gives every possible detail of physical diecomforts,
believing that only these details constitute the humanity of ar in-~
fapntrynan's existenge.

Saseoon is known especially for his realism and satire. His
intention was corrective: thait such s warfare, which utilized to the
maximum every specles of scientific violence, should be du<ly avoided.
Nothing could have been better than puttipg down the demoralizing
horrors of the War, the despondency of its victims regardless of
nationality, in the most realistic manner possible.

In some places it was only a foot deep, and already men
were lying wounded and killed by sniping. There were high
booted German beodies, toc, and in the blear beginning of
daylight they scemed so much the victims of a catastirophe
as the men who had attacked them. As 1 stepped over one

of the Germans an impulse made me 1ift him up from the
miserable ditch. Propped against the bank, his blonde face
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was undisfigured except by the wud which I wiped from his
eyes and mouth with my ¢oat sleeve. He'd evidently been
killed while digping, for his tunic was knotted loosely
about his shoulders. He did not look $o be more than
eighteen. Hoisting him a little higher, I thought what a
gentle face he had, and remembered that this was the first
time 1'd ever touched ones of our enemies with my hands.
Perhaps I had some dim semse of futility, which had put

an end to this good-looking yuuth...*

Hot long after this incident; while he and Lance=Corporel
Kendle, whe joined his exploration with an adventurocus spirit, were
having great fun together over an attempt to take over an enemy's
seniper-post!

Kendle was half kneelinz against some broken ground; I
remember seeing him push his tin hat back from his forehend
and then raised himself g few inches tc take aim. After
firing ohce he lowuked at me with & lively smile; & second
latar he fell sideways. A blotchy mark showed vhere the
bullet had hit him just above the eyes.d

In such e¢ircumstances, he had no justification for freling
either shocked or astonished by this sudden extinction, Kendle and
the dead German he had met had cancelled one apother out in the
process called "mttrition of man-~powerd They now lost all touch

with life and became part of the wastage of war.

Sassoon's satiric "bites'" are directed against the Chursh,
the civiliansg.the officers and especially the Government.

As I walked away from Markington my mind was clamourous

with confused ideas and phrases. It seemed as if, until
today, I bad been viewing the ¥ar through the loop-hols

of a trench parapet. Now I felt so much 'in the know' that

X wanﬁfto stop strangers in the street and asht them whether
they reclized that we ought to state our War Aims, People
ought to be warned that there was {as I would have expressed
it) some dirty work going on behind their becks. I remembered
how sceptical old Lord Asterisk had been about the redemption
of Tgpallant little Belgium' by the 4llies. And now Murkington
had gloomily infeormed me that our Aims were essentially ae-
quisitive, what we were fighting for was the Mesopotanian 0il
wells. A jolly fine swindle it would have been for me, if I'd
been killed in April for an ©i) Welll
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Sassoon found it hard to revoke "the laughter of war"™. If
there is any humecur at all in his work it is very bitter and
mostly sarcastic. His close friend'§, Robert Graves', is far from
thats ‘hen billeted in an undamageﬁ village behind-the line,
Graves finds the deserted gardens there very pleasant to walk int

One garden has currant bushes in it. I and the company
sergeant-major started eating along the line from the
opposite ends without noticing each other. When we did,

we both remembered our dignity, he as & company sergeant-ms jor,
and I as an officer. He saluted, I acknowledged the salute,
we both walked away. 4 minuta or two later, we both came
back, hoping that the cocast was cl#ar and again, after an
exchange of salutes, had toc lsave ihe currantz and prefeand
that we were merely admiring the flowers. I don't guite
know why 1 behaved like that. The C.5.¥. is a regular,

and therefore obliged to stop eating in the pre:!sence

of an officer. 8o, I suppese, courtesy to his scruples made
me stop, too. Anyhow, along came a couple of privates and
stripped the bushes eclean,

Sassoon is ocutspoken in his malism bhecause of his strong
corrective purpose. He wanted to disturb civil "complacemcy:™.
Manning is reticent, comparatively; nevertheless, in a few werds,
he makes his attitude and viewpoint of the War clearly understood,

Men had reverted to & more primitive stage in their
development, and had become nogturnal beasts of prey,
hunting each other in packsj this was the uriformity,
quite distinct frem the effect of military discipline,
which their owh nature had imposed on them. There is an
extraordinary veracity in war, which strips man ol every
conventional eovering he has, and leaves him to face &
fact as naked and as inexcrahle as himself...®

Manning is more imteresting in his dealing with psychology.
He is much concerned with mental reaction upon warfare speculations.
En route to a battle on the Somme, For instance;
Beurne felt & kind of melancholy, a kipd of home-sickness,

stilling the excitement which filled him & littie while
ago. He watched the colour draining out of earth, leaving
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all its contours vague and grey, except where the shadowy
woods and downs took 8 sharper outline against the sky as
luminous and green as water flowing over 1imﬁﬁnﬂt. Some
stars, pallid as yet, hung in it. BHe had the feeling that
he had relinguished everything. It was not that silly
feeling of sacrifice, the sense of being a vicarigus
atonement for the failure of others:ithe wind with which
some men puff out an idle vanity. Memory drifted up on the
verge of his thought a phrase:'la resignation, c'est la
defaite de l'ame; but it was not quite that, for there was
no sense of defeat. He had ceased, in some curicus way, to
have any self-consciousaess at all; it was as though his
mind were brimmed up with peace, with a peace that still
trembled a little on its surface, as theough a breath would
suffice to spill it; though he had the certainty in his
heart thai presently it would bscome still, and mirror only
the emptiness of the night.”

Private Bourne is the author's mouthpiece. Thus in making
each point, he dees well by showing rather than by just telling.
Manning approximates Owen in viewing all the sufferings as the

' . " 1]
effect of sin and guilt. (cf.Owen's Mental Cases).
s+ =the company marched off to fheir drills, and the specialists
to their duties, well aware that presently there would be
another big killing of men. They marched out ::Jnfﬂt-‘::i.lilu'a.g;e{,I
past the stone calvary at the end of it, and men whe hagd
known all the sins of the world lifted, to the agony of the
figure on the crossy eyes that had probed and understood
the misery of suffering, ’°

Hﬁnning believes that "partialities™and "prejudices' provide
most of the "driwing power™ of life. All throuéh the story, he
emphasizes that this is always true. After briefly faking a com-
mission a5 a lance-Corporal, Bourne is ordered to join & raid in
which he iz killed, His wew captain does not like him tec well.

2o the order ie purely an asct of gpite. In peacetime seciety, when
there are morsé opportunities for rivalry, it is all the more certain

that Manning's opinion holds good.

Hanniﬁg shows much onderstending of human nature. Men are so
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quick to forget; no matter how impressed they might be by anything,
time will obliterate all before long. He knows that the soldiers
gelng to war can stand a desperate prospect or actual suffering
better than a little touch of genilemess or kindliness, which
"struck them with a hand harsher than death's.”

Ho mortal is fearless. The difference between a coward and
é brave man is that the latter knows how fo suppress his fear.
Miller, the deserter in the book, is ruined because he lets his
fear get the better of him.

Manning is a prose~writer of acute sensibility.

In the distance, a star-shell would rise, and as its light
dilated, wavered and failed, one saw against it the shattered
trunks and boughs of trees, lunatic arms uplifted in
imprecation, and as though petrified in & moment of shrieking
agony. The commupication trench was deep, and one leoked up
out of it to a pow tranquil sky, against which the same stark
boughs were partly visible. Then on the right appeared the
ruins of a shattered farm, an empty corpse of a bullding.
There was for Bourns an inexplicable fascination in that
melancholy landscape:lt was still, so peaceful, and so
extracrdiparily tense. One heard a shell travel overhead, or
the distant rattle of a machine-gun, but these were merely
interruptions of a silence which seemed to touch the heart
with a finger of iceass

The atmosphere of Her frivates We is that of resignation.

After all, the dead are gquiet. WNothing in the world is more
5till than a dead man. One sees men living, living as it were,
desperately, and then suddenly emptied of 1iferas’

In his introduction te Her Privates We, Edmund Blunden

comments:

Among war books of its periocd, Frederic Manning's has a
time-scheme which assists in its powerful unity of moverent.
It 211 belongs to the Somme Offensive of 1916, and a few
diversions %o places a 1ittle away from the Somme hattlefield
de not alter the sense of a current of destiny, in which
Bourne and his companions were plunged that July.
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Owen is not a satirist like Sasscon; he was more of a prophet.
There is a prophetic power in The Seeds, despite the poet's lack of
experience when it was written. Already in 1914, he saw fhe War
not as a "heroi¢ deliverance,” but as & terrible international
disaster, "the winter of the world.M

Cwen's poems on war expresses many aspects, but perhaps pitfy
i the one he felt most. In the Preface to his projected volume of
war poems, he wrote!

Above all I am not concerned with Poetry.
My subject is War, and the Pity of War.
The Poetry is in the Pity.

The first "poetry' seems fo mean "“poetry" in the conventional,
romantic sense of the word. His "poetry" 1s not te be found in
beauty of rhywes or images. I{ is in the "Pity". Like any writers
of the War, Owen felf himself under the compulsion to report, inform
and warn. BSubject-matter is that which charactérizes the literature
of this period. Owen did not let it determine his styles. Iis
;tyle, te be exact, is in the subject—ﬁatter. His poetry is originated
in anger and bitternessi but the "positive" emotions of lowe, pity,
ahd admiration zre also present. The ceoexistence strenpgthens the
poetry.

No wockeries for them from yrayers or bells,
Hor any voice of mourning save the cheoirs,--

The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells;
And bugles calling for them frouw sad shires.



	CHAPTER IV  SASSOON, MANNING AND OWEN : THEIR TECHNIQUES AND STYLES



