
I am making this statement as an act of wilful defiance of military authority 
because I believe that the war is being deliberately prolonged by those who have 
the power to end it. I am a soldier, convinced that I am acting on behalf of 
soldiers. I believe that the war upon which I entered as a war of defence and 
liberation has now become a war of agression and conquest. I believe that the 
purposes for which I and my fellow soldiers entered upon this war should have 
been so clearly stated as to have made it impossible to change them and that 
had this been done the objects which actuated us would now be attainable by 
negotiation. 

I have seen and endured the sufferings of the troops and I can no longer be a 
party to prolonging these sufferings for ends which I believe to be evil and unjust. 
I am not protesting against the conduct of the war, but against the political errors 
and insincerities for which the fighting men are being sacrificed. 

On behalf of those who are suffering now, I make this protest against the 
deception which is being practised upon them; also I believe it may help to 
destroy the callous complacency with which the majority of those at home regard 
the continuance of agonies which they do not share and which they have not 
have enough imagination to realise. (Siegfried Sassoon, A Soldier’s Declaration, 
July 1917) 

 

 
Died	
  some,	
  pro	
  patria,	
  
non	
  "dulce"	
  not	
  "et	
  decor"...	
  
walked	
  eye-­‐deep	
  in	
  hell	
  
believing	
  old	
  men's	
  lies,	
  then	
  unbelieving	
  
came	
  home,	
  home	
  to	
  a	
  lie,	
  
home	
  to	
  many	
  deceits,	
  
home	
  to	
  old	
  lies	
  and	
  new	
  infamy;	
  
usury	
  age-­‐old	
  and	
  age-­‐thick	
  
and	
  liars	
  in	
  public	
  places.	
  (Ezra	
  Pound)	
  

	
  

The	
  writer	
  seems	
  constrained,	
  not	
  by	
  his	
  own	
  free	
  will	
  but	
  by	
  some	
  powerful	
  and	
  
unscrupulous	
  tyrant	
  ...	
  to	
  provide	
  a	
  plot,	
  to	
  provide	
  comedy,	
  tragedy,	
  love	
  interest,	
  and	
  an	
  
air	
  of	
  probability	
  ...	
  The	
  tyrant	
  is	
  obeyed;	
  the	
  novel	
  is	
  done	
  to	
  a	
  turn.	
  But	
  sometimes,	
  more	
  
and	
  more	
  often	
  as	
  time	
  goes	
  by,	
  we	
  suspect	
  a	
  momentary	
  doubt	
  ...	
  Is	
  life	
  like	
  this?	
  Must	
  
novels	
  be	
  like	
  this?	
  Look	
  within	
  and	
  life,	
  it	
  seems,	
  is	
  very	
  far	
  from	
  being	
  'like	
  this'.	
  Examine	
  



for	
  a	
  moment	
  an	
  ordinary	
  day.	
  The	
  mind	
  receives	
  a	
  myriad	
  impressions—trivial,	
  fantastic,	
  
evanescent,	
  or	
  engraved	
  with	
  the	
  sharpness	
  of	
  steel.	
  From	
  all	
  sides	
  they	
  come,	
  an	
  incessant	
  
shower	
  of	
  innumerable	
  atoms;	
  and	
  as	
  they	
  fall,	
  as	
  they	
  shape	
  themselves	
  into	
  the	
  life	
  of	
  
Monday	
  or	
  Tuesday,	
  the	
  accent	
  falls	
  differently	
  from	
  of	
  old;	
  the	
  moment	
  of	
  importance	
  
came	
  not	
  here	
  but	
  there;	
  so	
  that,	
  if	
  a	
  writer	
  were	
  a	
  free	
  man	
  and	
  not	
  a	
  slave,	
  if	
  he	
  could	
  
base	
  his	
  work	
  upon	
  his	
  own	
  feeling	
  and	
  not	
  upon	
  convention,	
  there	
  would	
  be	
  no	
  plot,	
  no	
  
comedy,	
  no	
  tragedy,	
  no	
  love	
  interest	
  or	
  catastrophe	
  in	
  the	
  accepted	
  sense	
  ...	
  Life	
  is	
  not	
  a	
  
series	
  of	
  gig-­‐lamps	
  symmetrically	
  arranged;	
  life	
  is	
  a	
  luminous	
  halo,	
  a	
  semi-­‐transparent	
  
envelope	
  surrounding	
  us	
  from	
  the	
  beginning	
  of	
  consciousness	
  to	
  the	
  end.	
  (Virginia	
  Woolf,	
  
"Mr	
  Bennett	
  and	
  Mrs	
  Brown")	
  


