Tavistock Peace Action Group

SOME THOUGHT IT WAS
‘RIGHT AND PROPER’
TO DIE FOR ONE'S COUNTRY
I Vow to Thee, my Country - A Call to War
I vow to thee, my country, all earthly things above,
Entire and whole and perfect, the service of my love;
The love that asks no question, the love that stands the test,
That lays upon the altar the dearest and the best;
The love that never falters, the love that pays the price,
The love that makes undaunted the final sacrifice.

A poem used for recruiting
in January 1918 to fill the trenches.

POISON GAS
was forbidden by the 1899 Hague Treaty

All sides used poison gas:
The French started in August 1914,
the Germans in October 1914 and
the British in September 1915.
The Germans developed Mustard Gas and the
French made Phosgene.

“Dulce et decorum est
“It is sweet and right
pro patria mori”
to die for one’s country”
Vere Raymond Bennett died aged 33 in France.
This is his memorial in St Andrew’s Church, Whitchurch.
His relatives tried to make sense of this tragedy by using a Latin sentence
taken from the Roman poet Horace.
Many people in Britain had little idea of the appalling conditions in the
trenches of France.

Wilfred Owen fought on the Western Front, was awarded the Military
Cross, and wrote this poem.

Dulce et decorum est pro patria mori
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.

“I wish those people who talk about
going on with this war whatever it costs
could see the soldiers suffering from
mustard gas ...”
- Nurse Vera Brittain
Mustard gas: highly irritant, seeps through clothing to burn skin
causing large painful blisters. Burns the lungs when breathed in.

Phosgene: burns the lungs causing suffocation.
Many soldiers suffered long term lung damage from poison gas and died
prematurely.

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.

Russian gas victims

By the end of the war poison gas was used
in a quarter of all shells fired.
They were not very effective in killing but
were very effective in disabling, maiming
and terrifying the opposing troops.

Today all sides would be
tried for War Crimes for the
illegal use of Poison Gas.
The aftermath of a gas attack

