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Move fim into the sun ~
Gently its touch awoke him once,
At home, whispering of fields unsown.
Always it woke fim, even in France,
}/fma this momﬁ’vrﬂ Mtﬁ% SIOW,
tﬁm? rouse now
mob wmv will know,
Think fiow it wakes the seeds ~
Woke, once, the clays of a cold star.
Are limbs so dear achieved, are sides
Full nerved — still warm ~ too hard fo stir?
Was it for this the cla:éo rew tall 2

— 0 what made fatwods sunbeams foil
To break eartivs sleep at all.

WILFRED OWEN, 19(7
(ON A BATTLEFIELD IN FRANCE)



