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INTRODUCTION:
In this literature project, you will learn about two wars in the 20th century. The first is World War I (WWI) from 1914-1918 and the second is the Vietnam War from 1959-1975. These wars have contributed significantly to war literature, music and film. You will first be introduced to some background information about both wars, so you will know something about them before you start on the assignments related to the song lyrics, poems, short stories and film. 

Your Literature test in test week 3 will contain questions about:

- the background information

- the song lyrics

- the WWI poets and poetry and an analysis of a new poem

- the literary terms

- the short stories

- the film
so make sure you take notes during class. If you are absent, it is your own responsibility to get hold of the notes from the lesson you missed out on. Finally, the more work you put into the assignments, the better your preparation will be for the test.
Background information about World War I (WWI):

When did it start and why?

The assassination on 28 June 1914 of Archduke Franz Ferdinand of Austria, the heir to the throne of Austria-Hungary, is seen as the immediate trigger of World War I. The conflict, however, did not start until Austria-Hungary, supported by Germany, declared war on Serbia on July 28, 1914. WWI ended at 11 a.m. on 11 November 1918, also referred to as Armistice Day.
At first, the war was seen as adventurous and a great opportunity for heroism and patriotism. It was expected to be short, even to end before Christmas that same year. World War I is called thus because it was the first time in the history of man that so many countries from all over the world were involved in a war. There had been large wars before, but nothing on a scale as seen in WW I. 
Warfare
One of the reasons so many people were killed was the old-fashioned way of attacking the enemy. Once the two armies reached a stalemate in Belgium and Northern France they started to dig trenches and were immobilised. The old way of fighting was characterised by waves of attacks and counter-attacks. Say you were attacked by the enemy (who would come walking towards your positions), you would try and fight them off. If you were successful, it would then be your turn to attack. You would walk towards their positions and attack them. Before WW I this was a relatively safe way of fighting a war, simply because the weapons available at the time were incapable of killing many people over a long distance or in a short space of time. But WW I changed all that because of a number of inventions which radically altered the outcome of such battles. 
For example, the invention of the machine-gun enabled both sides to mow down advancing soldiers from quite a distance. Basically, this meant that the fighting turned into a kind of shooting contest. The generals didn’t change their tactics until late into the war because they thought this was an honourable way of fighting a war and because they were altogether ignorant about what was really going on at the front. Men were killed by the tens of thousands a day because of this (Battle of Ypres [1914]: 500,000 British casualties; Battle of the Somme [1916]: 400,000 British casualties; Battle of Passchendael [1917]: 400,000 British casualties).

Other scientific inventions further altered the way of fighting, like barbed wire, poison gas (e.g. chlorine and phosgene), heavy bombardments, tanks, airplanes, and bombs dropped from the air. You can therefore conclude that a whole generation of young men was massacred thanks to these new and improved means of killing one’s enemy.

Casualties
In total some 65 million men were mobilised of whom about 8.5 million were killed and another 21 million wounded. These two taken together with the overall number of prisoners and missing persons brings the total number of casualties to about 37.5 million (that’s 58% of all the men mobilised!!!). So many young men were either wounded, went missing or were killed on the battlefields that you could say that a whole generation was virtually destroyed. 
Among all those young men killed in battle were a great number of poets, novelists and playwrights (many of them were [under]graduates from Oxford and Cambridge University). Making a complete list of all the literary men who died as a result of WW I is an impossible task of course, but Tim Cross, the writer of the anthology entitled The Lost Voices of World War I: An International Anthology of Writers, Poets & Playwrights, has compiled a list of approximately 750 names. This list only includes people who had already accomplished something in the literary world. 

Given the total number of people killed in WW I, a handful of writers might not seem significant. But together with the writers who did survive the carnage of WW I,  these relatively few men shared with us in their work their views, thoughts, feelings, hatred and fears and in doing so deeply influenced the literature of the twentieth century. For them this was not always easy. They had to find new ways of expressing what nobody had ever seen or been through. How to describe the desolate, war-scarred landscape of the western front: the mud, the trenches half-filled with rain, the rats, the lice and other vermin, the sense of a permanent living hell, the useless but ever so costly attacks and counter-attacks, the long-continued massive bombardments, the shell-shocked soldiers and friends dying. But, thankfully, they did and left for us to read and study a vast body of work.

Media coverage 
Propaganda was used in WWI as in any war - and the truth suffered. In World War One, the lengths to which governments would go to in an effort to blacken the enemy’s name reached a new level. To ensure that everybody thought in the way the government wanted, all forms of information were controlled. Newspapers were expected to print what the government wanted the reader to read. In fact, though this would appear to be a form of censorship, the newspapers of Britain, effectively controlled by the media barons of the time, were happy to play ball. They printed headlines that were designed to stir up. British newspapers published casualty figures that were acceptable to the government but less than accurate. British success in battles was emphasised as opposed to the minimal gains actually made. Anybody caught spreading the truth was liable for arrest as an agent provocateur. A good example of such propaganda is the following extract from a British newspaper in 1915.
	“To the north of Ypres our progress has been continued, especially on our left. We have taken six quick-firers, two bomb-throwers, and much material; and made several hundred prisoners, including several officers.
The losses of the enemy were extremely high. At a single point on the front, in the proximity of the canal we counted more than six hundred German dead.
On the heights of the Meuse, on the front Les Eparges-St Remy-Calonne trench, we have continued to gain ground, about one kilometre, and have inflicted on the enemy very severe losses.”


In World War One not only the soldiers lost their innocence, but the world as a whole did. Nobody had been prepared for the atrocities, the huge number of casualties and the sheer horror of modern trench warfare they got to know about after the war. Many people therefore felt as if the basis of civilisation had been destroyed. World War One thus became the last time people glorified in war, either by going off themselves or sending sons, brothers, husbands and fathers to gain a glorious victory.

Background information on the Vietnam War:

When and why did it start?
Officially, the Vietnam War started on September 26, 1959 and ended on April 30, 1975. After WWII, President Truman
 (and the other western allies) viewed Communism (in the form of the Soviet Union) as the greatest post-war threat. The turning point for Asia came in Dec. 1949 when Chinese communist forces won the civil war in China. The US saw Vietnam as Korea all over again, and feared that the entire Southeast of Asia (Vietnam, Laos, Cambodia, Thailand) would be lost to the Communist block, much as Eastern Europe had. 
France had attempted to regain control of its Southeast Asian colonies (including Vietnam) after WWII in 1945. When France pulled out of Vietnam in 1955-56, the U.S. basically felt it had to fill the void in order to prevent Ho Chi Minh from unifying Vietnam under communist rule (the 1956 peace accords with France had divided Vietnam in half). So in 1955, the U.S. started sending military advisors to assist the South Vietnamese Army. The conflict continued to escalate as communist rebels in the South gained more control of the countryside, which required more and more U.S. military advisors and equipment to support the South Vietnamese army. U.S. involvement escalated in the early 1960s, with U.S. troop levels tripling in 1961 and tripling again in 1962. On 8 March 1965, 3,500 United States Marines were dispatched to South Vietnam. This marked the beginning of the American ground war.  

The Viet Cong, a communist-controlled common front, largely fought a guerrilla war against anti-communist forces in the region. The North Vietnamese Army engaged in a more conventional war, at times committing large units into battle. U.S. and South Vietnamese forces relied on air superiority and overwhelming firepower to conduct search and destroy operations, involving ground forces, artillery and airstrikes. U.S. involvement peaked in 1968.
U.S. ground forces were withdrawn as part of a policy called Vietnamization. President Richard Nixon
 had campaigned in the 1968 presidential election under the slogan that he would end the war in Vietnam and bring "peace with honor." However, there was no plan to do this, and the American commitment continued for another five years. The goal of the American military effort was to buy time, gradually building up the strength of the South Vietnamese armed forces, and re-equipping it with modern weapons so that they could defend their nation on their own. This policy became the cornerstone of the so-called Nixon Doctrine. As applied to Vietnam, it was labeled Vietnamization. Despite the Paris Peace Accords, signed by all parties in January 1973, fighting continued.

The Case-Church Amendment, passed by the U.S. Congress in response to the anti-war movement, prohibited direct U.S. military involvement after August 15, 1973. U.S. military and economic aid continued until 1975. The capture of Saigon by North Vietnamese army in April 1975 marked the end of Vietnam War. North and South Vietnam were reunified the following year.

Warfare
The jungle terrain proved to be a major difficulty for the U.S. The terrain made it very hard to deploy armored forces, or any other kind of forces on any large scale. Supply and transport were extremely difficult, which in turn placed a premium on air mobility. Furthermore, various tropical diseases had to be prevented or treated by medical services. Successful jungle fighting emphasizes effective small-unit tactics and leadership.

Throughout the course of the war, the tunnels in and around Củ Chi proved to be a source of frustration for the U.S. military in Saigon. The tunnels were often rigged with explosive booby traps or punji stake pits. The two main responses in dealing with a tunnel opening were to flush the entrance with gas or water to force the guerillas into the open, or to toss a few grenades down the hole and “crimp” off the opening. A different approach was the training of an elite group of volunteers in the art of tunnel warfare, armed only with a gun, a knife, a flashlight and a piece of string. These specialists, commonly known as “tunnel rats”, would enter a tunnel by themselves and travel inch-by-inch cautiously looking ahead for booby traps or cornered PLAF
. The U.S. also launched several major campaigns to destroy the tunnel system. Operation Crimp (January 7, 1966) involved eight thousand ground troops and B-52 bombers dropping 30-ton loads of high explosive onto the region of Củ Chi, effectively turning the once lush jungle into a pockmarked moonscape. Operation Cedar Falls (January 8, 1967) was more or less a repetition of Operation Crimp, only 30,000 troops were involved. Most senior officers involved in planning and executing the operation later evaluated it as a success. Most journalists and military historians, however, do not agree.

Despite all U.S. approaches to demolish the tunnels, the Viet Cong were in the unique position of locally being able to control where and when battles would take place. By helping to covertly move supplies and house troops, the tunnels of Củ Chi allowed guerrilla fighters in their area of South Vietnam to survive and help prolong the war and increase American costs and casualties until their eventual withdrawal in 1972, and the final defeat of the republic of Vietnam in 1975.

Although it was successful, the life in the tunnels was difficult for the Viet Cong. Air, food and water were scarce and the tunnels were infested with ants, poisonous centipedes, spiders and mosquitoes. Guerrillas spent the day in the tunnels, working or resting, and came out only at night to scavenge for supplies, tend their crops or engage the enemy in battle. Sometimes, they would be forced to remain underground for many days at a time. Sickness was rampant among the people living in the tunnels; especially malaria, which accounted for the second largest cause of death next to battle wounds. 
The US also used napalm during the Vietnam War. Napalm cause severe burns (ranging from superficial to sub dermal) to the skin and body, asphyxiation, unconsciousness, and death. Images of napalm igniting in jungles, in villages, and on the people of Vietnam are still cultural icons of the era. Nearly 400,000 tons of napalm were dropped on targets in Vietnam. 

Casualties
The war exacted a huge human cost in terms of fatalities, including 3 to 4 million Vietnamese from both sides, 1.5 to 2 million Laotians and Cambodians, and 58,159 U.S. soldiers. The names of the killed U.S. soldiers are all inscribed on the Vietnam Veterans Memorial in Washington D.C.

Media coverage 
For the first time in American history, the media were privileged to dispense battlefield footage to public. Graphic footage of casualties on the nightly news eliminated any myth of the glory of war. With no clear sign of victory in Vietnam, the media images of American military casualties helped to stimulate the opposition of the war. Protest marches were organized and singers wrote and composed protest songs. Poems, short stories and novels were written about or against the war and numerous films have been made and are still being made about the Vietnam War. 
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Kim Phuc, who is forever captured in time as the naked young girl fleeing 

her village after a Napalm bombing.  
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Belleau Wood by Garth Brooks: 

Oh the snow flakes fell in silence
Over Belleau Wood that night 
For a Christmas truce had been declared
By both sides of the fight 
As we laid there in our trenches
The silence broke in two 
By a German soldier singing 
A song that we all knew 

Though I did not know the language
The song was Silent Night 
Then I heard my buddy whisper 
"All is calm, all is bright" 
Then the fear and doubt surrounded me
Cause I'd die if I was wrong 
But I stood up in my trench 
And I began to sing along 

Then across the frozen battlefield
Another's voice joined in 
Until one by one each man became 
A singer of the hymn 

Then I thought I was dreaming
For right there in my sight 
Stood the German soldier 
Beneath the falling flakes of white
And he raised his hand and smiled at me
As if seemed to say 
Here's hoping we both live to see
Us find a better way 

Then the devils clock struck midnight
And the skies lit up again 
And the battlefield where heaven stood 
Was blown to hell again 

But for just one fleeting moment
The answer seemed so clear 
Heaven's not beyond the clouds 
Its just beyond the fear 

No heaven's not beyond the clouds
It's for us to find here

Born in the USA by Bruce Springsteen: 

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
Till you spend half your life just covering up

Born in the U.S.A.
I was born in the U.S.A.
I was born in the U.S.A.
Born in the U.S.A.

Got in a little hometown jam
So they put a rifle in my hand
Sent me off to a foreign land
To go and kill the yellow man

Born in the U.S.A.
I was born in the U.S.A.
I was born in the U.S.A.
I was born in the U.S.A.
Born in the U.S.A.

Come back home to the refinery
Hiring man says "Son if it was up to me"
Went down to see my V.A. man
He said "Son, don't you understand"

I had a brother at Khe Sahn fighting off the Viet Cong
They're still there, he's all gone

He had a woman he loved in Saigon
I got a picture of him in her arms now

Down in the shadow of the penitentiary
Out by the gas fires of the refinery
I'm ten years burning down the road
Nowhere to run ain't got nowhere to go

Born in the U.S.A.
I was born in the U.S.A.
Born in the U.S.A.
I'm a long gone Daddy in the U.S.A.
Born in the U.S.A.
Born in the U.S.A.
Born in the U.S.A.
I'm a cool rocking Daddy in the U.S.A.
Goodnight Saigon by Billy Joel 

We met as soul mates on Parris Island
We left as inmates from an asylum
And we were sharp, as sharp as knives
And we were so gung ho to lay down our lives

We came in spastic like tame less horses
We left in plastic as numbered corpses
And we learned fast to travel light
Our arms were heavy but our bellies were tight

We had no home front, we had no soft soap
They sent us Playboy, they gave us Bob Hope
We dug in deep and shot on sight
And prayed to Jesus Christ with all our might

We had no cameras to shoot the landscape
We passed the hash pipe and played our Doors tapes
And it was dark, so dark at night
And we held on to each other
Like brother to brother
We promised our mothers we'd write

And we would all go down together
We said we'd all go down together
Yes we would all go down together

Remember Charlie, remember Baker
They left their childhood on every acre
And who was wrong? And who was right?
It didn't matter in the thick of the fight

We held the day in the palm of our hand
They ruled the night, and the night
Seemed to last as long as six weeks...

...On Parris Island
We held the coastline, they held the highlands
And they were sharp, as sharp as knives
They heard the hum of our motors
They counted the rotors
And waited for us to arrive

And we would all go down together
We said we'd all go down together
Yes we would all go down together

1900 - WORLD WAR ONE: literature.

WW I poets had a great problem: how to express going through something nobody had ever before experienced. People were wholly unprepared for the horrors of modern trench warfare. WW I broke out on a largely innocent world, a world that still associated warfare with glorious cavalry charges and the noble pursuit heroic ideals.
The first poet you will learn something about is Rupert Brooke. He is well known for his poems which generally idealize warfare, the way the world knew war before WWI. He actually never fought in battle, because he died of blood poisoning and dysentery on a troopship destined for Gallipoli (Turkey). He was buried on a Greek island. His poem “The Soldier” is on p. 14 of this hand-out.
Rupert Brooke    
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    1887 – 1915
*
1915: died of blood poisoning & dysentery on a troopship destined for Gallipoli.

 *
Often taken as representative of the golden world of liberal culture shattered by the Great War. His early death was symbolic of the death of a whole generation of patriotic Englishmen: intelligent, cultured, witty, athletic, lively, charming, handsome, fearless, and educated.

The following two poets tried to fulfil the difficult task of describing what really went on at the front, in the trenches and during battle. One could certainly say they succeeded tremendously in their task. Siegfried Sassoon and Wilfred Owen, who became friends when hospitalized during the war, have written some of the most shocking poems with detailed descriptions of the atrocities of World War I. Unfortunately, only Sassoon survived the War. Owen died only one week before the War was over.
Siegfried Sassoon
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1886 – 1967
*
Education: Marlborough Grammar School; Claire College, Cambridge

*
From rich Jewish family

*
Nicknamed ‘Mad Jack’ for his courage

*
Won Military Cross for bravery

*
After being wounded (1917) he wrote a courageous, defiant and shocking pacifist manifesto stating he thought the war was deliberately prolonged and should be ended as soon as possible thereby ending the useless slaughter of men

*
Sent to hospital to recover in Craiglockhart in 1917 (where he met Wilfred Owen) which prevented him from being court-martialled

*
Went back to France in 1918, was wounded again, and again invalided home.

*
Continued to write poetry until his death

Wilfred Owen
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1893 - 1918 

*
Education: Birkenhead Institute; London University

*
early 1914, Owen realised that war was nothing but an international disaster

*
invalided home with shell shock, he was sent to Craiglockhart where he met Sassoon

*
in hospital he suffered terrible nightmares which also affected his poetry
*  killed on Nov 4, 1918, one week before the Armistice
*
Owen’s poems were published posthumously, edited by Sassoon

*
Owen’s poetry: a combination of irony and pity 
*
Owen is by many considered the most gifted of the War Poets
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THE SOLDIER






If I should die, think only this of me:
That there's some corner of a foreign field
That is for ever England. There shall be
In that rich earth a richer dust concealed;
A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware,
Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam,
A body of England's, breathing English air,
Washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home.

And think, this heart, all evil shed away,
A pulse in the eternal mind, no less
Gives somewhere back the thoughts by England given;
Her sights and sounds; dreams happy as her day;
  And laughter, learnt of friends; and gentleness,
  In hearts at peace, under an English heaven.

Rupert Brooke 1914
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DULCE ET DECORUM EST
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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 tired, outstripped Five-Nines that dropped 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.

Wilfred Owen 1917
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THE GENERAL

"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.

Siegfried Sassoon 1917
[image: image10.jpg]



POETRY ANALYSIS:

Poetry analysis is the process of investigating a poem's form, content, and history in an informed way, with the aim of heightening one's own and others' understanding and appreciation of the work. You will now learn how to do this. 
Content:
describe WHAT the poem is about in your own words. What is being said? What is ‘the story’?

Theme:
What is the poet’s message to the reader? WHY does he tell you ‘the story’? Give examples from the poem.

Mood:
What sort of emotions and atmosphere does the poem call forth? Does it make you feel happy, sad, optimistic, elated, exhilarated, etc.? Explain how and why. Give examples from the poem.

Structure:
comment on how the poem is put together (stanza form, rhyme, rhythm, etc.). Give examples from the poem.

Language:
comment on the words, phrases, expressions and images the poet uses. 




(Positive/negative, simple/complex, metaphor, alliteration, simile, 




repetition, references, connotations, symbols, verbs, adjectives, adverbs, 




etc.) Give examples from the poem. Don’t forget the title is also part of 



the poem!
And to help you even more, we have added a list of literary terms which will come in handy when you have to read and analyse a poem.
LITERARY TERMS:

Poetry:

Sonnet [sonnet] 

A lyric poem of fourteen lines whose ryhme scheme is fixed. The rhyme scheme in the Italian form as typified in the sonnets of Petrarch is abbaabba cdecde. The Petrarchian sonnet has two divisions: the first is of eight lines (the octave), and the second is of six lines (the sestet). The rhyme scheme of the English, or Shakespearean sonnet, is abab cdcd efef gg. The change of rhyme in the English sonnet is coincidental with a change of theme in the poem. 
Stanza [strofe] 

A major subdivision in a poem. A stanza of two lines is called a couplet; a stanza of three lines is called a tercet; a stanza of four lines is called a quatrain.

Couplet [(tweeregelige) strofe]  

A stanza of two lines, usually rhyming.

Example: from Andrew Marvell: 

      Had we but world enough and time,

      This coyness, lady, were no crime.

Metaphor [beeldspraak] 

A figure of speech wherein a comparison is made between two unlike quantities without the use of the words "like" or "as." 
Example: “Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines” (from Shakespeare’s sonnet 18) Here the sun is referred to as ‘the eye of heaven’

Simile [vergelijking] 

A figure of speech which takes the form of a comparison between two unlike quantities for which a basis for comparison can be found, and which uses the words "like" or "as" in the comparison.

Example: My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun (from Shakespeare’s sonnet 130)
‘My mistress’ eyes are being compared with the sun.
Rhyme [rijm] 

In poetry, a pattern of repeated sounds. 
End rhyme [eindrijm]: the last word of a line rhymes with the last word of the next/following line
A poem should be palpable and mute

      As a globed fruit


Eye rhyme [schijnbare/onzuiver rijm]: a form of rhyme wherein the look rather than the sound is important. "loved" and "proved" do not sound enough alike to constitute a rhyme
Alliteration [alliteratie/beginrijm]

A repetition of the initial sounds of several words in a group, used for poetic effect. 

Example: from Robert Frost's poem "Acquainted with the Night": “I have stood still and stopped the sound of feet." The repitition of the ‘s’ sound creates a sense of quiet, reinforcing the meaning of the line.

Assonance [assonantie/klinkerrijm]   

The repetition of vowel sounds in a literary work, especially in a poem, used for poetic effect.

Example: Edgar Allen Poe's "The Bells" contains numerous examples. Consider these from stanza 2: 

Hear the mellow wedding bells-

and 

From the molten-golden notes.

The repetition of the short ‘e’ and long ‘o’ sounds denotes a heavy, serious bell. 

Consonance [consonantie/medeklinkerrijm]  

The repetition of consonant sounds in words near each other in a line or lines of poetry.

Example: from William Wordsworth’s “Composed Upon Westminster Bridge” 
A sight so touching in its majesty

The consonant sound can be in the beginning (alliteration), middle or end of a word. 
Make sure it is the SOUND and not just the letter.  
Prose (for the short stories):
Character 

A person, or any thing presented as a person, e. g., a spirit, object, animal, or natural force, in a literary work.

Characterization 

The method a writer uses to reveal the personality of a character in a literary work: Methods may include (1) by what the character says about himself or herself; (2) by what others reveal about the character; and (3) by the character's own actions.

Flashback 

A reference to an event which took place prior to the beginning of a story or play. 

Foreshadowing 

A method used to build suspense by providing hints of what is to come. 

Plot 

The structure of a story. The sequence in which the author arranges events in a story. 

Short story:







* limited number of pages


* little opportunity to reveal character



* abrupt, surprise ending (compact)
* little passage of time

* limitation of story



* one plot only





* starts somewhere in the middle

* few characters
   of a story (‘in medias res’)

Point of View 

A piece of literature contains a speaker who is speaking either in the first person, telling things from his or her own perspective, or in the third person, telling things from the perspective of an onlooker. The perspective used is called the Point of View, and is referred to either as first person or third person. If the speaker knows everything including the actions, motives, and thoughts of all the characters, the speaker is referred to as omniscient (all-knowing). If the speaker is unable to know what is in any character's mind but his or her own, this is called limited omniscience.

Protagonist 

The hero or central character of a literary work. In accomplishing his or her objective, the protagonist is hindered by some opposing force either human,  animal or natural. 

Setting 

The time and place in which a story unfolds. 

Theme [thema]

The theme concerns itself with a work's message or the general idea. 

SOLDIER'S HOME (1925) by Ernest Hemingway

Krebs went to the war from a Methodist college in Kansas. There is a picture which shows him among his fraternity brothers, all of them wearing exactly the same height and style collar. He enlisted in the Marines in 1917 and did not return to the United States until the second division returned from the Rhine in the summer of 1919.

There is a picture which shows him on the Rhone with two German girls and another corporal. Krebs and the corporal look too big for their uniforms. The German girls are not beautiful. The Rhine does not show in the picture. 

By the time Krebs returned to his home town in Oklahoma the greeting of heroes was over. He came back much too late. The men from the town who had been drafted had all been welcomed elaborately on their return. There had been a great deal of hysteria. Now the reaction had set in. People seemed to think it was rather ridiculous for Krebs to be getting back so late, years after the war was over. 
At first Krebs, who had been at Belleau Wood, Soissons, the Champagne, St. Mihiel and in the Argonne did not want to talk about the war at all. Later he felt the need to talk but no one wanted to hear about it. His town had heard too many atrocity stories to be thrilled by actualities. Krebs found that to be listened to at all he had to lie and after he had done this twice he, too, had a reaction against the war and against talking about it. A distaste for everything that had happened to him in the war set in because of the lies he had told. All of the times that had been able to make him feel cool and clear inside himself when he thought of them; the times so long back when he had done the one thing, the only thing for a man to do, easily and naturally, when he might have done something else, now lost their cool, valuable quality and then were lost themselves. 

His lies were quite unimportant lies and consisted in attributing to himself things other men had seen, done or heard of, and stating as facts certain apocryphal incidents familiar to all soldiers. Even his lies were not sensational at the pool room. His acquaintances, who had heard detailed accounts of German women found chained to machine guns in the Argonne and who could not comprehend, or were barred by their patriotism from interest in, any German machine gunners who were not chained, were not thrilled by his stories. 

Krebs acquired the nausea in regard to experience that is the result of untruth or exaggeration, and when he occasionally met another man who had really been a soldier and the talked a few minutes in the dressing room at a dance he fell into the easy pose of the old soldier among other soldiers: that he had been badly, sickeningly frightened all the time. In this way he lost everything. 

During this time, it was late summer, he was sleeping late in bed, getting up to walk down town to the library to get a book, eating lunch at home, reading on the front porch until he became bored and then walking down through the town to spend the hottest hours of the day in the cool dark of the pool room. He loved to play pool. 

In the evening he practiced on his clarinet, strolled down town, read and went to bed. He was still a hero to his two young sisters. His mother would have given him breakfast in bed if he had wanted it. She often came in when he was in bed and asked him to tell her about the war, but her attention always wandered. His father was non-committal. 

Before Krebs went away to the war he had never been allowed to drive the family motor car. His father was in the real estate business and always wanted the car to be at his command when he required it to take clients out into the country to show them a piece of farm property. The car always stood outside the First National Bank building where his father had an office on the second floor. Now, after the war, it was still the same car. 

Nothing was changed in the town except that the young girls had grown up. But they lived in such a complicated world of already defined alliances and shifting feuds that Krebs did not feel the energy or the courage to break into it. He liked to look at them, though. There were so many good-looking young girls. Most of them had their hair cut short. When he went away only little girls wore their hair like that or girls that were fast. They all wore sweaters and shirt waists with round Dutch collars. It was a pattern. He liked to look at them from the front porch as they walked on the other side of the street. He liked to watch them walking under the shade of the trees. He liked the round Dutch collars above their sweaters. He liked their silk stockings and flat shoes. He liked their bobbed hair and the way they walked. 

When he was in town, their appeal to him was not very strong. He did not like them when he saw them in the Greek's ice cream parlor. He did not want them themselves really. They were too complicated. There was something else. Vaguely he wanted a girl but he did not want to have to work to get her. He would have liked to have a girl but he did not want to have to spend a long time getting her. He did not want to get into the intrigue and the politics. He did not want to have to do any courting. He did not want to tell any more lies. It wasn't worth it. 

He did not want any consequences. He did not want any consequences ever again. He wanted to live along without consequences. Besides he did not really need a girl. The army had taught him that. It was all right to pose as though you had to have a girl. Nearly everybody did that. But it wasn't true. You did not need a girl. That was the funny thing. First a fellow boasted how girls mean nothing to him, that he never thought of them, that they could not touch him. Then a fellow boasted that he could not get along without girls, that he had to have them all the time, that he could not go to sleep without them. 

That was all a lie. It was all a lie both ways. You did not need a girl unless you thought about them. He learned that in the army. Then sooner or later you always got one. When you were really ripe for a girl you always got one. You did not have to think about it. Sooner or later it could come. He had learned that in the army. 

Now he would have liked a girl if she had come to him and not wanted to talk. But here at home it was all too complicated. He knew he could never get through it all again. It was not worth the trouble. That was the thing about French girls and German girls. There was not all this talking. You couldn't talk much and you did not need to talk. It was simple and you were friends. He thought about France and then he began to think about Germany. On the whole he had liked Germany better. He did not want to leave Germany. He did not want to come home. Still, he had come home. He sat on the front porch. 

He liked the girls that were walking along the other side of the street. He liked the look of them much better than the French girls or the German girls. But the world they were in was not the world he was in. He would like to have one of them. But it was not worth it. They were such a nice pattern. He liked the pattern. It was exciting. But he would not go through all the talking. He did not want one badly enough. He liked to look at them all, though. It was not worth it. Not now when things were getting good again. 

He sat there on the porch reading a book on the war. It was a history and he was reading about all the engagements he had been in. It was the most interesting reading he had ever done. He wished there were more maps. He looked forward with a good feeling to reading all the really good histories when they would come out with good detail maps. Now he was really learning about the war. He had been a good soldier. That made a difference. 

One morning after he had been home about a month his mother came into his bedroom and sat on the bed. She smoothed her apron.

"I had a talk with your father last night, Harold," she said, "and he is willing for you to take the car out in the evenings."

"Yeah?" said Krebs, who was not fully awake. "Take the car out? Yeah?"

"Yes. Your father has felt for some time that you should be able to take the car out in the evenings whenever you wished but we only talked it over last night."

"I'll bet you made him," Krebs said.

"No. It was your father's suggestion that we talk the matter over."

"Yeah. I'll bet you made him," Krebs sat up in bed.

"Will you come down to breakfast, Harold?" his mother said."

"As soon as I get my clothes on," Krebs said.

His mother went out of the room and he could hear her frying something downstairs while he washed, shaved and dressed to go down into the dining-room for breakfast. While he was eating breakfast, his sister brought in the mail.

"Well, Hare," she said. "You old sleepy-head. What do you ever get up for?"
Krebs looked at her. He liked her. She was his best sister.

"Have you got the paper?" he asked.

She handed him The Kansas City Star and he shucked off its brown wrapper and opened it to the sporting page. He folded The Star open and propped it against the water pitcher with his cereal dish to steady it, so he could read while he ate.

"Harold," his mother stood in the kitchen doorway, "Harold, please don't muss up the paper. Your father can't read his Star if its been mussed."

"I won't muss it," Krebs said.

His sister sat down at the table and watched him while he read. 

"We're playing indoor over at school this afternoon," she said. "I'm going to pitch."

"Good," said Krebs. "How's the old wing?" 

"I can pitch better than lots of the boys. I tell them all you taught me. The other girls aren't much good." 

"Yeah?" said Krebs.

"I tell them all you're my beau. Aren't you my beau, Hare?"

"You bet."

"Couldn't your brother really be your beau just because he's your brother?" 

"I don't know."

"Sure you know. Couldn't you be my beau, Hare, if I was old enough and if you wanted to?"

"Sure. You're my girl now."

"Am I really your girl?" 

"Sure." 

"Do you love me?"

"Uh, huh." 

"Do you love me always?"

"Sure."

"Will you come over and watch me play indoor?"

"Maybe."

"Aw, Hare, you don't love me. If you loved me, you'd want to come over and watch me play indoor."

Krebs's mother came into the dining-room from the kitchen. She carried a plate with two fried eggs and some crisp bacon on it and a plate of buckwheat cakes.

"You run along, Helen," she said. "I want to talk to Harold."

She put the eggs and bacon down in front of him and brought in a jug of maple syrup for the buckwheat cakes. Then she sat down across the table from Krebs.

"I wish you'd put down the paper a minute, Harold," she said.

Krebs took down the paper and folded it.

"Have you decided what you are going to do yet, Harold?" his mother said, taking off her glasses.

"No," said Krebs.

"Don't you think it's about time?" His mother did not say this in a mean way. She seemed worried.

"I hadn't thought about it," Krebs said.

"God has some work for every one to do," his mother said. "There can be no idle hands in His Kingdom."

"I'm not in His Kingdom," Krebs said.

"We are all of us in His Kingdom."

Krebs felt embarrassed and resentful as always.

"I've worried about you too much, Harold," his mother went on. "I know the temptations you must have been exposed to. I know how weak men are. I know what your own dear grandfather, my own father, told us about the Civil War and I have prayed for you. I pray for you all day long, Harold."

Krebs looked at the bacon fat hardening on his plate. 

"Your father is worried, too," his mother went on. "He thinks you have lost your ambition, that you haven't got a definite aim in life. Charley Simmons, who is just your age, has a good job and is going to be married. The boys are all settling down; they're all determined to get somewhere; you can see that boys like Charley Simmons are on their way to being really a credit to the community."

Krebs said nothing.

"Don't look that way, Harold," his mother said. "You know we love you and I want to tell you for your own good how matters stand. Your father does not want to hamper your freedom. He thinks you should be allowed to drive the car. If you want to take some of the nice girls out riding with you, we are only too pleased. We want you to enjoy yourself. But you are going to have to settle down to work, Harold. Your father doesn't care what you start in at. All work is honorable as he says. But you've got to make a start at something. He asked me to speak to you this morning and then you can stop in and see him at his office."

"Is that all?" Krebs said.

"Yes. Don't you love your mother dear boy?"

"No," Krebs said.

His mother looked at him across the table. Her eyes were shiny. She started crying.

"I don't love anybody," Krebs said. 

It wasn't any good. He couldn't tell her, he couldn't make her see it. It was silly to have said it. He had only hurt her. He went over and took hold of her arm. She was crying with her head in her hands. 

"I didn't mean it," he said. "I was just angry at something. I didn't mean I didn't love you." 

His mother went on crying. Krebs put his arm on her shoulder. 

"Can't you believe me, mother?" 

His mother shook her head. 

"Please, please, mother. Please believe me." 

"All right," his mother said chokily. She looked up at him. "I believe you, Harold."

Krebs kissed her hair. She put her face up to him. 

"I'm your mother," she said. "I held you next to my heart when you were a tiny baby." 

Krebs felt sick and vaguely nauseated. 

"I know, Mummy," he said. "I'll try and be a good boy for you." 

"Would you kneel and pray with me, Harold?" his mother asked. 

They knelt down beside the dining-room table and Krebs's mother prayed. 

"Now, you pray, Harold," she said. 

"I can't," Krebs said. 

"Try, Harold."

"I can't." 

"Do you want me to pray for you?" 

"Yes." 

So his mother prayed for him and then they stood up and Krebs kissed his mother and went out of the house. He had tried so to keep his life from being complicated. Still, none of it had touched him. He had felt sorry for his mother and she had made him lie. He would go to Kansas City and get a job and she would feel all right about it. There would be one more scene maybe before he got away. He would not go down to his father's office. He would miss that one. He wanted his life to go smoothly. It had just gotten going that way. Well, that was all over now, anyway. He would go over to the schoolyard and watch Helen play indoor baseball. 

Speaking of Courage 
Taken from the book "The Things They Carried"
By: Tim O'Brien

The war was over and there was no place in particular to go. Norman Bowker followed the paved road on its seven-mile loop around the lake, then he started all over again, driving slowly, feeling safe inside his father's big Chevy. Now and then he would look out onto the lake to watch the boats and water skiers and the scenery. It was Sunday and it was summer, and the whole town seemed pretty much the same. The lake lay flat and silvery against t the sun. Along the road, houses were low-slung and split-level and modern, with big porches and picture windows facing the water. The lawns were spacious. On the lake side of the road, where real estate was most valuable, the houses were handsome and set in deep, well kept and brightly painted, with docks jutting out into the lake, and boats moored and covered with canvas, and stone patios with barbecue pits, and wooden shingles saying who lived where. On the other side of the road, to his left, the houses were also handsome, though less expensive and on a smaller scale, with no docks or boats or gardeners. The road was sort of a boundary between the affluent and the almost affluent. To live on the lakeside was one of the few natural privileges in a town on prairie -- the difference between watching the sunset over cornfields or over water.

It was a graceful, good-sized lake. Back in high school, at night, he had driven around the lake with Sally Kramer, wondering if she'd want to pull into the shelter of Sunset Park. Other times, with friends, he would talk about urgent matters, worrying about the existence of God and the theories of causation. Then, there had not been a war. But there had always been the lake, which was the town's first cause of existence. Before the settlers were the Sioux, and before the Sioux were the vast open prairies, and before the prairies there was only ice. The lakebed had been dug out by the southernmost advance of the Wisconsin glacier. Fed by neither springs nor streams, the lake was often filthy and algaed, relying on fickle prairie rains for replenishment. Still, it was the only important body of water for 40 miles, a source of pride, nice to look at on bright summer days. Later that evening it would color up with fireworks. Now, in the late afternoon, it lay calm and smooth, a good audience for silence, a seven-mile circumference that could be traveled by a slow car in 25 minutes. It was not such a good Lake for swimming. After high school, he'd caught an ear infection that almost kept him out of the war. The lake had drowned his friend Max Arnold, keeping him out of the war entirely. Max has been one who liked to talk about the existence of God. "No, I'm not saying that," he'd argue against the drone of the engine. "I'm saying it is possible as an idea, even necessary as an idea, a final cause in the whole structure of causation." Now he knew, perhaps. Before the war, they'd driven around the lake as friends. But now Max was just an idea, and most of Norman Bowker's other friends were living in Des Moines or Sioux City, going to school somewhere or holding down jobs. The high school girls were mostly gone or married. Sally Kramer, whose pictures he had once carried in his wallet, was one who had married. Her name was now Sally Gustafson and she lived in a pleasant blue house on the less expensive side of the road. On his third day home he saw her out mowing the lawn. For a moment, he had almost pulled over, just to talk, but instead he'd pushed down hard agasint the gas pedal. She looked happy. She had her house and her new husband, and there was really nothing he could say to her. 

The town seemed remote somehow. Sally was married and Max was drowned and his father was at home watching baseball on national TV. 
Norman Bowker shrugged. "No problem." he murmured. 
Clockwise, as if in orbit, he took the Chevy on another seven-mile loop around the lake.
Even in the late afternoon the day was hot. He turned on the AC, the then radio, then he leaned back and let the cold air and music blow over him. Along the road, kicking stones in front of them, two young boys were hiking with knapsacks and toy rifles and canteens. He honked going by, but neither of them looked up. Already he passed them six times, 42 miles, nearly three hours without stop. He watched the boys recede in his rearview mirror. They turned a soft grayish color, like sand, before finally disappearing.
He tapped down lightly on the accelerator. 

Out on the lake a man's motorboat had stalled; the man was bent over the engine with a wrench and a frown. Beyond the stalled boat there were other boats, and a few water skiers, and the smooth July waters, and an immense flatness everywhere. Two mud hens floated stiffly beside a whit dock.
The road curved west, where the sun had now dipped low. He figured it was close to 5:00 - twenty after, he guessed. The war had taught him how to tell time without clocks, and even at night he could usually place it within 10 minutes either way. What he should do, he thought, is stop at Sally's house and impress her with this new time - telling trick of his. They would talk for a while, catching up on things, and then he'd say "Well better hit the road, its 5:34." Then she would say,"Hey how did you do that?" and he would giver her a casual shrug and tell her its one of those things you pick up. He'd keep it light. He wouldn't say anything about anything. "How's it being married?" he might ask, and he'd nod at whatever she answered with, and he would not say word about how he almost won the Silver Star for Valor.
He drove past Slater Park, and across the causeway and past Sunset Park. The radio announcer tired. The temperature in Des Moines was 81 degrees, and the time was 5:35, and "All you on the road, drive extra careful now on this fine Fourth of July." If Sally had not been married, or his father were not such a baseball fan, it would have been a good time to talk. 
"The Silver Star?" his father might have asked.
"Yes, but I didn't get it. Almost, but not quite."
And his father would have nodded, knowing full well that many brave men do not win medals for their bravery, and that others win medals for doing nothing. As a starting point, maybe, Norman Bowker might have listed the medal's he did win: the Combat Infantryman's Badge, the Air Medal, the Army Commendation Medal, the Good Conduct Medal, the Vietnam Campaign Medal, the Bronze Star, and the Purple Heart. He would have explained to his father that none of those medals were for uncommon valor, they were for common valor. The routine, daily stuff - just humping, just enduring - but that was worth something, wasn't it? Yes it was. Worth Plenty. The ribbons looked good on the uniform in his closet, and if his father were to ask, he would have explained what each signified and how he was proud of all of them. Especially the Combat Infantryman's Badge, because it meant he had been there as a real soldier and he had done all the things real soldiers do, and therefor it wasn't such a big deal that he could not bring himself to be uncommonly brave.
And then he would have talked about the medal he did not win and why he did not win it.
"I almost won the Silver Star," he would have said.
"How's that?"
"Just a story."
"So tell me," his father would have said.

Slowly then, circling the lake, Norman Bowker would have started by describing the Song Tra Bong. "A River," he would have said, "this slow flat muddy river." He would've explained how during the dry season it was like any other river, nothing special, but how in October the monsoons began and the whole situation changed. For a solid week the rains never stopped, not once, so after a few days the Song Tra Bong overflowed its banks and the land turned into a deep, thick muck for half a mile on either side. Just muck - no other word for it. Like quicksand, almost, except the stink was incredible. "You couldn't even sleep," he'd tell his father. "At night you'd find a high spot, and you'd doze off, but then later you'd wake up and find yourself buried in the slime. You'd just sink in. You'd feel it ooze up over your body and sort of suck you down. And the whole time there was constant rain. I mean, it never stopped, not ever."
"Sounds pretty wet," his father would have said, pausing briefly. "So what happened?"
"You really want to hear this?"
"Hey, I'm your father."
Norman Bowker smiled. He looked out across the lake and imagined the feel of his tongue agasint the truth. "Well this one night, out by the river... I wasn't very brave."
"You have seven medals."
"Sure."

"Seven. Count them. You were no coward either."
"Well maybe not, but I had the chance and I blew it. The stink, that's what got to me. I couldn't take that damned awful smell."
"If you don't want to say anymore..."
"I do want to."
"All right then. Slow and sweet, take your time."

The road descended into the outskirts of town, turning northwest past the junior college and the tennis courts, then past Chautauqua Park, where the picnic tables were spread with sheets of colored plastic and where picnickers sat in lawn chairs and listened to the high school band play Sousa marches under the band shell. The music faded after a few blocks. He drove beneath a canopy of elms, then along a stretch of open shore, then past the municipal docks. There, a woman in pedal pushers stood casting for bullheads. There were no other fish in the lake except for perch and a few worthless carp. It was a bad lake for swimming and fishing both. 
He drove slowly. No hurry, nowhere to go. Inside the Chevy the air was cool and oily-smelling, and he took pleasure in the steady sounds of the engine. A tour bus feeling, in a way, except the town he was touring seemed dead. Through the windows, as if in a stop motion photograph, the place looked as if it had been hit by nerve gas. Everything was still and lifeless, even the people. The town could not talk, and would not listen. "How would you like to hear about the war?" he might have asked, but the place could only blink and shrug. It had no memory, and therefore no guilt. The taxes got paid and the votes got counted and the agencies of government did their work briskly and politely. It was a brisk, polite town. It did not know shit about shit, and did not care to know.

Norman Bowker leaned back and considered what he might have said on the subject. He knew shit. It was his specialty. The smell, in particular, but also the numerous varieties of texture and taste. Someday he'd give a lecture on the topic. Put on a suit and tie and stand up in front of the Kiwanis Club and tell them about all the wonderful shit he knew. Pass out samples, maybe.
Smiling at this, he clamped the steering wheel tightly right of center, which produced a smooth clockwise motion against the curve of the road. The Chevy seemed to know its own way.
The sun was lower now. 5:55, he decided.... 6:00, tops.
Along an unused railway spur, four workmen labored in the shadowy red heat, setting up a platform and steel launchers for the evening fireworks. They were dressed alike in khaki trousers, work shirts, visored caps, and brown boots. Their faces were dark and smudgy. "Want to hear about the Silver Star I almost won?" Norman Bowker whispered, but none of the workmen looked up. Later they would blow color into the sky. The lake would sparkle with reds and blues and greens, like a mirror, and the picnickers would make low sounds of appreciation.
"Well see, it never stopped raining," he would have said. "The muck was everywhere, you couldn't get away from it."
He would have paused a second.

Then he would have told about the night they bivouacked in a field along the Song Tra Bong. A big swampy field beside the river. There was a village nearby, 50 meters downstream, and right away a dozen old mama-sans ran out and started yelling. A weird scene, he would have said. The mama-sans just stood there in the rain, soaking wet, yapping away about how this field was bad news. Number ten, they said. Evil ground. Not a good spot for GI's. Finally Lieutenant Jimmy Cross had to get out his pistol and fire a few rounds into the air just to shoo them away. By then it was almost dark. So they set up a perimeter, ate chow, then crawled into their ponchos and tried to settle in for the night. 
But the rain kept getting worse. And by midnight the field turned into soup.
"Just this deep, oozy soup," he would have said. "Like sewage or something. Thick and mushy. You couldn't sleep. You couldn't even lie down, not for long, because you'd start to sink under the soup. Real clammy. You could feel the crud coming up inside your boots and pants."
Here, Norman Bowker would have squinted against the low sun. He would have kept his voice cool, no self-pity.
"But the worse part," he would have said quietly, "was the smell. Partly it was the river.... a dead fish smell... but it was something else, too. Finally somebody figured it out. What this was, it was a shit field. The village toilet. No indoor plumbing, right? So they used the field. I mean, we were camped in a damn shit field."
He imagined Sally Kramer closing her eyes.
If she were here with him, in the car, she would have said, "Stop it. I don't like that word."
"That's what it was."
"All right, but you don't have to use that word."
"Fine. What should we call it?"
She would have glared at him. "I don't know, just stop it."
Clearly, he thought, this was not a story for Sally Kramer. She was Sally Gustafson now. No doubt Max would have liked it, the irony in particular, but Max has become a pure idea, which was its own irony. It was just too bad. If his father were here, riding shotgun around the lake, the old man might have glanced over for a second, understanding perfectly well that it was not a matter of offensive language but of fact. His father would have sighed and folded his arms and waited.
"A shit field," Norman Bowker would have said. "And later that night I could have won the Silver Star for Valor."
"Right," his father would have murmured, "I hear you."
The Chevy rolled smoothly across a viaduct and up the narrow tar road. To the right was open lake. To the left, across the road, most of the lawns were scorched dry like October corn. Hopelessly, round and round, a rotating sprinkler scattered water on Dr. Mason's vegetable garden. Already the prairie had been baked dry, but in August it would be worse. The lake would turn green with algae, and the golf course would burn up, and the dragonflies would crack open for want of good water. 

The big Chevy curved past Centennial Beach and the A&W root beer stand. 
It was his 8th revolution around the lake. 
He followed the road past handsome houses with their docks and wooden shingles. Back to Slater Park, across the causeway, around to Sunset Park, as though riding on tracks. 
The two boys were still trudging along on their seven-mile hike. 
Out on the lake, the man in the stalled motorboat still fiddled with his engine. The pair of mud hens floated like wooden decoys. The water skiers looked tanned and athletic, and the high school band was packing up its instruments, and the woman in pedal pushers patently rebaited her hook for one last try. 
Quaint, he thought.

A hot summer day and it was all very quaint and remote. The four workmen had nearly completed the preparations for the evening fireworks. 
Facing the sun again, Norman Bowker decided it was nearly 7:00. Not much later the tired radio announcer confirmed it, his voice rocking itself into a deep Sunday snooze. If Max Arnold were here, he would say something about the announcer's fatigue, and relate it to the bright pink in the sky, and the war, and courage. A pity that Max was gone. And a pity about his father, who had his own war and who now preferred silence. 
Still, there was so much to say.
How the rain never stopped. How the cold worked into your bones. Sometimes the bravest thing on earth was to sit through the night and feel the cold in your bones. Courage was not always a matter of yes or no. Sometimes it came in degrees, like the cold. Sometimes you were very brave up to a point and beyond that point you weren't so brave. In certain situations you could do incredible things, you could advance toward enemy fire, but in other situations, which were not nearly so bad, you had trouble keeping your eyes open. Sometimes, like that night in the shit field, the difference between courage and cowardice was something small and stupid.
The way the earth bubbled. And the smell.
In a soft voice, without flourishes, he would have told the exact truth.

"Late in the night," he would have said, "we took some mortar fire."
He would have explained how it was still raining, and how the clouds were pasted to the field, and how the mortar rounds seemed to have come right out of the clouds. Everything was black and wet. The field just exploded. Rain and slop and shrapnel, nowhere to run, all they could do was worm down into slime and cover up and wait. He would've described the crazy things he saw. Weird things. Like how at one point he noticed the guy lying next to him in the sludge, completely buried except for the face. And how after a moment the guy rolled his eyes and winked at him. The noise was fierce. Heavy thunder and mortar rounds, and people yelling. Some of the men began shooting up flares. Red and green and silver flares, all colors, and the rain came down in Technicolor. 
The field was boiling. The shells made deep slushy craters, opening all those years of waste, centuries worth, and the smell came bubbling out of the earth. Two rounds hit close by. Then a third, even closer, and immediately he heard somebody screaming off to his left. It was Kiowa - he knew that. The sound was ragged and clotted up, but even so he knew the voice. A strange gargling noise. Rolling sideways, he crawled towards the screaming in the dark. The rain was hard and steady. Along the perimeter there were quick bursts of gunfire. Another round hit nearby, spraying up shit and water, and for a few moments he ducked down beneath the mud. He heard the valves in his heart. He heard the quick, feathering action of the hinges. Extraordinary, he thought. As he came up, a pair of red flares puffed open, a soft fuzzy glow, and in the glow he saw Kiowa's wide open eyes settling down into the scum. Briefly, all he could do was watch. He heard himself moan. Then he moved again, crabbing forward, but when he got there Kiowa was almost completely under. There was a knee. There was an arm and a gold wristwatch and part of a boot.

He could not describe what happened next, not ever, but he would've tried anyway. He would've spoken carefully so a to make it real for anyone who would listen.
There were bubbles where Kiowa's head should have been. 
The left hand was curled open, the fingernails were filthy, the wristwatch gave off a green phosphorescent shine as it slipped beneath the thick waters.
He would have talked about this, and how he grabbed Kiowa by the boot and tried to pull him out. He pulled hard but Kiowa was gone, and then suddenly he felt himself going too. He could taste it. The shit was in his nose and eyes. There were flares and mortar rounds, and the stink was everywhere. It was inside him, in his lungs, and he could no longer tolerate it. Not here, he thought. Not like this. He released Kiowa's boot and watched it slide away. Slowly, working his way up, he hoisted himself out of the deep mud, and he lay still and tasted the shit in his mouth and closed his eyes and listened to the rain and explosions and bubbling sounds.
He was alone.
He had lost his weapon but it did not matter. All he wanted was a bath. Nothing else, but a hot soapy bath.
Circling the lake, Norman Bowker remembered his friend Kiowa had disappeared under the waste and water.
"I didn't flip out," he would have said. "I was cool. If things had gone right, if it hadn't been for that smell, I could've won the Silver Star."

A good war story, he thought, but it was not a good war for war stories. Nor for the talk of valor, and nobody in town wanted to know about the terrible stink. They wanted good intentions and good deeds. But the town was not to blame, really. It was a nice little town, very prosperous, with neat houses and all the sanitary conveniences.
Norman Bowker lit a cigarette and cranked open his window. 7:35, he decided.
The lake had divided into two halves. One half still glistened, the other was caught in a shadow. Along the causeway, the two young boys marched on. The man in the stalled motorboat yanked frantically on the cord of his engine, and the two mud hens sought supper at the bottom of the lake. He passed Sunset Park once again, and more houses, and the junior college, and the tennis courts, and the picnickers who now sat waiting for the evening fireworks. The high school band was gone. The woman in pedal pushers patiently toyed with her line.
Although it was not yet dusk, the A&W was already awash in neon lights. 
He pulled into one of the parking spots, let the engine idle, and sat back. The place was doing good holiday business. Mostly kids, it seemed, and a few farmers in for the day. He did not recognize any of the faces. A slim, hipless young carhop passed by, but when he hit the horn she did not seem to notice. Her eyes slid sideways. She hooked a tray to the window of a Firebird, laughing lightly, leaning forward to chat with the boys inside. 
He felt invisible in the soft twilight. Straight ahead, over the take-out counter, swarms of mosquitoes electrocuted themselves against a Pest-Rid machine. 
It was a calm, summer evening.
He honked again, this time leaning on the horn. The young carhop turned slowly, as if puzzled, then said something to the boys in the Firebird and moved reluctantly towards him. Pinned to her shirt was a badge that said "EAT MAMA BURGERS".
When she reached his window, she stood straight up so all he could see was the badge. 
"Mamma burger," he said. "Maybe some fries too."
The girl sighed, leaned down, and shook her head. Her eyes were fluffy and airy and light as cotton candy.
"You blind?" she said.
She put out her hand and tapped an intercom attached to a steel post. 
"Punch the button and place your order. All I do is carry the dumb trays."
She stared at him for a moment. Briefly, he thought, a question lingered in her fuzzy eyes, but then she turned and punched the button for him and returned to her friends in the Firebird.
The intercom squeaked and said, "Order?"
"Mama burger and fries," Norman Bowker said.
"Affirmative, copy clear. No rootie-tootie?"
"Roote-tootie?"
"You know, man - root beer."
"A small one."
"Roger Dodger. Repeat: one Mama, one fries, one small beer. Fire for effect. Stand bye."
The intercom squeaked and went dead.
"Out," said Norman Bowker.
When the girl brought his tray, he ate quickly, without looking up. The radio announcer in Des Moines gave the time, almost 8:30. Dark was pressing in tight now, and he wished there were somewhere to go. In the morning he'd check out some job possibilities. Shoot a few hoops down at the Y, maybe wash the Chevy. 
He finished his root beer and pushed the intercom button.
"Order?" said the voice.
"All done."
"That's it?"
"I guess so."
"Hey, loosen up," the voice said. "What you really need, friend?"
Norman Bowker smiled.
"Well," he said, "how'd you like to hear about..."
"Hear what, man?"
"Nothing."
"Well hey," the intercom said, "I'm sure as heck not going anywhere. Screwed to a post, for crying out loud. Go ahead, try me."
"Nothing."
"You sure?"
"Positive. All done."
The intercom made a light sound of disappointment. "Your choice, I guess. Over and out."
"Out," said Norman Bowker.
On his 10th turn around the lake he passed the hiking boys for the last time. The man in the stalled motorboat was gone, the mud hens were gone. Beyond the lake, over Sally Gustafson's house, the sun had left a smudge of purple on the horizon. The band shell was deserted, and the woman in pedal pushers quietly reeled in her line, and Dr. Mason's sprinkler went round and round. 
On his 11th revolution he switched of the AC, opened his window, and rested his elbow on the sill, driving with one hand.
There was nothing to say.
He could not talk about it and never would. The evening was smooth and warm.
If it had been possible, which it wasn't, he would have explained how his friend Kiowa slipped away that night beneath the dark, swampy field. He was folded in with the war, he was part of the waste. 

Turning his headlights on, driving slowly, Norman Bowker remembered how he had taken hold of Kiowa's boot and pulled hard, but how the smell was simply too much, and how he'd backed off and in that way had lost the Silver Star. 
He wished he could have explained some of this. How he had been braver than he ever thought possible, but how he had not been so brave as he wanted to be. The distinction was important. Max Arnold, who loved fine lines, would've appreciated it. And his father, who already knew, would have nodded.
"The truth," Norman Bowker would've said, "is that I let the guy go."
"Maybe he was already gone."
"He wasn't."
"But maybe."
"No, I could feel it. He wasn't. Some things you can just feel.
His father would have been quiet for a while, watching the headlights against the narrowing tar road. 
"Well, anyway," the old man would have said, "there is still the seven medals."
"I suppose."
"Seven honeys."
"Right."
On his 12th revolution, the sky went crazy with color.
He pulled into sunset Park and stopped in the shadow of a picnic shelter. After a time he got out, walked down to the beach, and waded into the lake without undressing. The water felt warm against his skin. He put his head under. He opened his lips, very slightly, for the taste, the he stood up and folded his arms and watched the fireworks. For a small town, he decided, it was a pretty good show.

The ASSIGNMENTS :
1) Read the background information about World War I to get an impression of the atrocities the soldiers went through. 

2) Song lyrics are often referred to as today’s poetry. Listen to three famous songs about war on pages 4-6 in class or at home (YouTube).Then do the assignments below for EACH song. 
a. Explain the lyrics in your own words. (How would you explain what the song is about to somebody who has never seen the lyrics or heard the song?)

b. What is the theme or message of the song? Explain.
c. How does the song make you feel? Explain. Sad/angry/indifferent/etc., because….
d. What kind of words are used to get the message across (positive/negative words, verbs, adjectives, long/short words, etc)? Is rhyme used? What about repetition of words? What are the effects?
e. Are there any similarities and/or differences between the three songs? Explain.

3) Your teacher has just gone through the first two poems with you and explained the literary terms in this hand out and how to do a poetry analysis. Now it is your turn to show you can do this too, with the third poem. Make sure you have a dictionary at hand and look up words you don’t know. Don’t forget to use examples from the poems to support your arguments! If you forget this on your test, you will receive zero points, so practise now (see p.14 of this hand-out)
Poetry analysis:

a. contents

b. theme

c. mood

d. structure 

e. language

4) Read the two short stories on p.22-28. Then do the assignments below for EACH short story:
a. What is the setting?

b. What is the point of view used? Explain.

c. What is the plot? Explain the main events.
d. Who is the protagonist? What do you know about him? Write down at least five different things.
5) You will watch the American film adaptation of the best selling autobiography “Born on the 4th of July” (starring Tom Cruise) about Vietnam War veteran Ron Kovic. You should take notes while watching. These will come in handy when you’ll have to study for your test. Based on your notes, you should at least be able to answer the following questions about the film.
a. Mention three things about Ron Kovic and his life before he went off to 
Vietnam? 

b. Why was the prom such a big deal to Ron after all?

c. How and under which circumstances did Ron kill Wilson?

d. The lieutenant indignantly refused to believe Ron killed Wilson. Why?

e. Why was Ron discharged and sent home?


f. Why did Ron's brother Tommy leave the table while Ron was talking about the 
war? 
g. What went wrong when Ron made his homecoming speech?

h. Why did Ron's parents tell him to leave the house? 
i. How did Wilson's parents and widow react when Ron told them he killed Wilson? 
j. Why did Ron go to the 1972 Republican Convention? 



k. Why did Ron go to Mexico? 

l. How does the film end?
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� People’s Liberation Armed Forces


� Arras: a town in Northern France, the scene of a 1917 battle with a huge amount of casualties.





PAGE  
32

