The Bathe 

Come friend and swim. We may be better then,
But here the dust blows ever in the eyes
And wrangling round are the weary fevered men,
Forever made with flies.
I cannot sleep, nor even long lie still,
And you have read your April paper twice;
To-morrow we must stagger up the hill
To man a trench and live among the lice.

But yonder, where the Indians have their goats,
There is a rock stands sheer above the blue,
Where one may sit and count the bustling boats
And breathe the cool air through;
May find it still is good to be alive,
May look across and see the Trojan shore
Twinkling and warm, may strip, and stretch, and dive.
And for a space forget about the war.

Then will we sit and talk of happy things,
Home and 'the high' and some far fighting friend,
And gather strength for what the morrow brings,
For that may be the end.
It may be we shall never swim again,
Never be clean and comely to the sight,
May rot untombed and stink with all the slain.
Come, then, and swim. Come and be clean to-night.




























An overview of the poem 

Tells of British soldiers the day before they launch an attack. 

Verse 1: Men encouraging each other to swim.  Hot, dusty, unsettled and nervous.  Last chance to be clean before the battle. 

Verse 2: Looking up  to where they need to be next day.  High up, cool, pleasant view.  Attack will be over.  Men can relax. 

Verse 3: Two parts/different tones: 
a) Happy anticipation chatting with friends 
b) Realisation that they may not survive the attack.  May never swim and be clean again. But does not end on a positive note. 

Glossary 

Fevered = men ill through heat and exhaustion 

Wrangling = men milling around in a noisy group 

Indians = local inhabitants 

Trojan shores = Greek shores 
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