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Tasksheet

The time table is suitable for one lesson in an upper school class.

	Time
	Content
	Materials

	5min
	1. Introduction: 

Show a poem about war on the Overhead projector (e.g. Frosts Not to keep).

Let the pupils guess the theme of the poem.


	· Overhead

· One Poem on foil

	15min
	2. Pick a poem: 

Hang the poems and lyrics about war on a clothes line. Pupils walk around and read those texts. They can chose their favourite text and take it off the line. There have to be enough copies of course.


	· Clothing line

· Pegs

· Poems and songs printed out on paper

	10min
	3. Discussion: 

Pupils discuss the texts with their partners. 


	

	15min
	4. Painting a poem: 

Express the idea of the poem/song on a painting.
	· Watercolors

· Way crayons

· Paper

· Brushes




5. Homework: 

Pupils should write a text or an essay about their interpretation of the poem. They should hand in the text together with their picture in the next session.

Poetry about War

Instructions

The aim of this unit is to show pupils the theme of war in poetry as well as in song lyrics. As it is not always easy to make pupils attracted to poetry, I have chosen a topic which might be interesting for them at this age. By comparing the poems with the lyrics, the pupils might realise that there are quite a few similarities between pop/rock songs and poetry. Hence poetry is not only about love and nature but about serious topics and current affairs as well (which does not mean that love can not be a serious topic as well ().

1. Introduction

Do not tell the pupils the theme of this unit. Show one poem on the overhead projector and let pupils guess the theme of the poem (I would use Robert Frost – Not to keep as an example). Tell them what this lesson is going to be about. The focus is on dealing with war in poetry and music. Ask them if they know any poems or song lyrics that deal with war.

2. Pick a poem

Make sure to bring something like a clothing line into class. A simple string would fit as well. Do not forget to bring some pegs to fix the poems on the string. Hang lots of poems on the string and make sure that there is enough space between them so that many pupils can read one poem at the same time. Pupils walk around and read those poems and than pick one they like.

This activity should make the pupils read different poems. As they have to pick their favourite poem and work with it later, they have to be attentive and read the poems carefully. Nobody wants to work with a text which they actually do not like. The lyrics are probably more attractive for the pupils, still there should be some who pick one of the poems too. The poems often deal with the theme of death too, which could make them interesting to put on a painting.

3. Discussion

Now pupils should be able to talk about their poem. They should go together with a partner and ask each other questions about their text:

· Why did you chose this poem/lyric?

· What do you think is it all about? What is your interpretation?

· What do you think is the message of the author/songwriter? What does he/she want to say with it? What is his/her position?

· Does the text refer to anything in real life, e.g. a specific war in history or is it a general message about war?

· Do you know any poems or song texts which are similar to the one you chose?

4. Painting a poem

The pupils should now paint their poem or song text. They should try to express the same idea on a painting. They can use whatever they want. make sure to bring watercolours, wax crayons, papers and brushes with you. You could also walk around in class and ask them questions about their paintings. 

5. Homework

Ask the pupils to write a text or an essay about their poem. They can also write about their picture in the text. It does not have to be an analysis of the poem, it can also be a personal interpretation. They should include what they like or do not like about the poem and what they think is important.

They should hand in their text together with the painted picture in the next unit.

T.S. Eliot – The Waste Land (1922)


Abstract from Part I: The Burial of the Dead

April is the cruelest month, breeding

Lilacs out of the dead land, mixing

Memory and desire, stirring

Dull roots with spring rain.

Winter kept us warm, covering

Earth in forgetful snow, feeding

A little life with dried tubers.

Summer surprised us, coming over the Starnbergersee

With a shower of rain; we stopped in the colonnade,

And went on in sunlight, into the Hofgarten,

And drank coffee, and talked for an hour.

Bin gar keine Russin, stamm' aus Litauen, echt deutsch.

And when we were children, staying at the arch-duke's,

My cousin's, he took me out on a sled,

And I was frightened.  He said, Marie,

Marie, hold on tight.  And down we went.

In the mountains, there you feel free.

I read, much of the night, and go south in the winter.

What are the roots that clutch, what branches grow

Out of this stony rubbish? Son of man,

You cannot say, or guess, for you know only

A  heap of broken images, where the sun beats,

And the dead tree gives no shelter,  the cricket no relief,

And the dry stone no sound of water.  Only

There is shadow under this red rock,

(Come in under the shadow of this red rock),

And I will show you something different from either

Your shadow at morning striding behind you

Or your shadow at evening rising to meet you;

I will show you fear in a handful of dust.

Robert Frost – Not to keep (1917)

They sent him back to her. The letter came

Saying... And she could have him. And before

She could be sure there was no hidden ill

Under the formal writing, he was in her sight,

Living. They gave him back to her alive-

How else? They are not known to send the dead-

And not disfigured visibly. His face?

His hands? She had to look, and ask,

"What was it, dear?" And she had given all

And still she had all-they had-they the lucky!

Wasn't she glad now? Everything seemed won,

And all the rest for them permissible ease.

She had to ask, "What was it, dear?"

"Enough,

Yet not enough. A bullet through and through,

High in the breast. Nothing but what good care

And medicine and rest, and you a week,

Can cure me of to go again." The same

Grim giving to do over for them both.

She dared no more than ask him with her eyes

How was it with him for a second trial.

And with his eyes he asked her not to ask.

They had given him back to her, but not to keep.
William Butler Yeats – Death

Nor dread nor hope attend

A dying animal;

A man awaits his end

Dreading and hoping all;

Many times he died,

Many times rose again.

A great man in his pride

Confronting murderous men

Casts derision upon

Supersession of breath;

He knows death to the bone --

Man has created death.

Thomas Hardy – Channel Firing (1914)

That night your great guns, unawares,

Shook all our coffins as we lay,

And broke the chancel window-squares,

We thought it was the Judgment-day

And sat upright. While drearisome

Arose the howl of wakened hounds:

The mouse let fall the altar-crumb,

The worms drew back into the mounds,

The glebe cow drooled. Till God called, “No;

It’s gunnery practise out at sea

Just as before you went below;

The world is as it used to be:

“And all nations striving strong to make

Red war yet redder. Mad as hatters

They do no more for Christés sake

Than you who are helpless in such matters.

“That this is not the judgement-hour

For some of them’s a blessed thing,

For if it were they’d have to scour

Hell’s floor for so much threatening. . . .

“Ha, ha. It will be warmer when

I blow the trumpet (if indeed

I ever do; for you are men,

And rest eternal sorely need).”

So down we lay again. “I wonder,

Will the world ever saner be,”

Said one, ‘than when He sent us under

In our indifferent century!”

And many a skeleton shook his head.

“Instead of preaching forty year,”

My neighbour Parson Thirdly said,

“I wish I had stuck to pipes and beer.”

Again the guns disturbed the hour,

Roaring their readiness to avenge,

As far inland as Stourton Tower,

And Camelot, and starlit Stonehenge
Bob Dylan – Blowin’ in the Wind

How many roads must a man walk down

Before you call him a man ?

How many seas must a white dove sail

Before she sleeps in the sand ?

Yes, how many times must the cannon balls fly

Before they're forever banned ?

The answer my friend is blowin' in the wind

The answer is blowin' in the wind.

Yes, how many years can a mountain exist

Before it's washed to the sea ?

Yes, how many years can some people exist

Before they're allowed to be free ?

Yes, how many times can a man turn his head

Pretending he just doesn't see ?

The answer my friend is blowin' in the wind

The answer is blowin' in the wind.

Yes, how many times must a man look up

Before he can see the sky ?

Yes, how many ears must one man have

Before he can hear people cry ?

Yes, how many deaths will it take till he knows

That too many people have died ?

The answer my friend is blowin' in the wind

The answer is blowin' in the wind.

Bruce Springsteen – Born in the USA

Born down in a dead man's town

The first kick I took was when I hit the ground

You end up like a dog that's been beat too much

'Til you spend half your life just covering up

Born in the U.S.A.

I got in a little hometown jam

And so they put a rifle in my hands

Sent me off to Vietnam

To go and kill the yellow man

Come back home to the refinery

Hiring man says "Son if it was up to me"

I go down to see the V.A. man

He said "Son don't you understand"

Born in the U.S.A.

I had a buddy at Khe Sahn

Fighting off the Viet Cong

They're still there, he's all gone

He had a little girl in Saigon

I got a picture of him in her arms

Down in the shadow of the penitentiary

Out by the gas fires of the refinery

I'm ten years down the road

Nowhere to run, ain't got nowhere to go

I'm a long gone Daddy in the U.S.A.

Born in the U.S.A.

I'm a cool rocking Daddy in the U.S.A.

Born in the U.S.A.
Guns N’ Roses – Civil War

Look at your young men fighting

Look at your women crying

Look at your young men dying

The way they've always done before

Look at the hate we're breeding

Look at the fear we're feeding

Look at the lives we're leading

The way we've always done before

My hands are tied

The billions shift from side to side

And the wars go on with brainwashed pride

For the love of God and our human rights

And all these things are swept aside

By bloody hands time can't deny

And are washed away by your genocide

And history hides the lies of our civil wars

D'you wear a black armband

When they shot the man

Who said "Peace could last forever"

And in my first memories

They shot Kennedy

I went numb when I learned to see

So I never fell for Vietnam

We got the wall of D.C. to remind us all

That you can't trust freedom

When it's not in your hands

When everybody's fightin'

For their promised land

I don't need your civil war

It feeds the rich while it buries the poor

Your power hungry sellin' soldiers

In a human grocery store

Ain't that fresh

I don't need your civil war

Look at the shoes your filling

Look at the blood we're spilling

Look at the world we're killing

The way we've always done before

Look in the doubt we've wallowed

Look at the leaders we've followed

Look at the lies we've swallowed

And I don't want to hear no more

My hands are tied

For all I've seen has changed my mind

But still the wars go on as the years go by

With no love of God or human rights

'Cause all these dreams are swept aside

By bloody hands of the hypnotized

Who carry the cross of homicide

And history bears the scars of our civil wars

Poetry project for upper school. The following pages include ideas for one unit about poetry, dealing with the theme of war in poems as well as in song lyrics.
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