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Question One:


The War Prayer by Mark Twain is an interesting story about a stranger coming into a church while a paster is speaking highly about the glory of war and victory. The stranger questions the paster’s positive words. The stranger argues that one mans victory is another man’s slaughter. The town may pray for a strong victory with few casualties on their side, but what they are truly praying for is for the death and dismemberment for their neighbors. He warns the town not to forget or block out the silent prayer within their prayer for victory (Mark Twain 648-650). 


I have definitely thought about this side of war before. When their is a winner there must always be a loser. If we pray for our strong victories, we are also praying for the deaths and losses of our neighbors. Both sides of war result in the loss of lives, but the one that comes out on bottom must suffer many more. War is ugly in this sense. Push aside the purposes of our wars, and all we have left is man slaughter. 


Dulce et Decorum Est written by Wilfred Owen paints a vibrant picture of a soldier choking on his own death. The poem, in a way, questions the humanity of war. Is it humane to gas other human beings? Once the soldier fails to place his gas mask on, he is forced to gurgle on the fumes to his death. This is one of the horrors of war, and the whole poem questions every factor. From the soldier being fumed to death to the fellow soldiers unable to do anything but watch helplessly. 


When I was younger I always loved watching war movies with my dad. I always pondered on the purpose of war. What was the purpose of killing on another? How could it accomplish anything positive? Now that I am older, of course, I understand the purposes of war more thoroughly. However, the aspect of war continues to boggle my mind. I understand why it happens, but I still find myself questioning the horrors of war. 


Nineteen Eighty-Four written by George Orwell is basically the authors prediction of a future Great Britain. In 1984, the author pictures a Great Britain much different from the one he knows. He predicts what life will be like, and all around how did it get to be that way. Orwell sees the world in a constant state of war, and always having to be compared to the soldiers fighting bravely. Independent thinking is thought to be a crime. He questions the constant surveillance of the government and the toxic public mind control (George Orwell 723-729).  


I didn’t understand this reading until I researched it over the internet. I always find myself thinking about a world that will exist in my future. I see flying cars and robots. I see a life full of technology, but I rarely stop to think about the government. I never think about how the governments will change. Will they grow more powerful and controlling? Will they fade away to hardly exist? What will that mean for my safety, and for my individuality? After reading this story I fear the future. The unknown is always a scary thing, but sometimes we predict the worst. 


Disabled written by Wilfred Owen is about a return vet who has lost his legs in battle. The poem discusses the ideas of war before a soldier goes into a battle and after he has returned. The man is thought a hero for joining the army, but when he has returned women touch him as if he is a disease. His life is forever changed for one brief moment of glory. He is an old, brittle man, and he will probably die alone cold in his bed. He is abandoned for one short day of glory (Wilfred Owen 652). 


Veterans day being as big as it is, I never thought about a vet being abandoned and lonely. As I read this poem I held back tears. I thought of how it would be to sign up for something I believed to bring me glory, but in the end all it brought me was loneliness and suffering until my dying day. The end of the poem really moved me. He was cold and lonely, but no one would come to his aid. No one would come to him after the sacrifices he has made for his country and its citizens. 

Question Two: 


I am the president of the Caribou Island. Our country has been attacked multiple times by the country known as Eviland. They have bombed our historical buildings, gassed our neighborhoods, and killed our secretary of defense. Since I can not rely on him to make our war decisions, I must make them myself. Our country is small, but our defense systems and military forces are the strongest in our world. We have tried to make peace with this country, but it seems that peace is not the way to solve this horrific situation. We will go to war, and we will be victorious.


First we must gain allies. For the more allies we have the fewer allies they will have. We must cut them off from all neighboring help. Our strong army will guard their borders. Our outstanding navy will blockade them from any trade or outside back up. We will isolate them from everything and everyone. They will be alone and helpless, but we must push forward if we are to revenge the many lives they have taken from us. 


Next, we invade their ruthless country. We do not kill every person we see. Citizens our not a part of our battle. Our enemy is the leaders. We will not stoop to their hateful levels. We invade and conquer their government agencies. We take control of their entire country. Their leaders and everyone involved in the attacks against us? Lets just say will be imprisoned, questioned, and prosecuted. We will turn their evil society around. We will run their country like we run our own. We will live in harmony with those who accept our rules and policies. 

Question Three:


In the concept of war I believe that reporting is the “first casualty of war” (E.D. Morel. London. July 1916.). Reporting can either support war efforts or destroy them. For soldiers, the latter can usually destroy their confidence and their focus. Instead of focusing on victory, they are left focusing on the world back home and asking themselves if the war is worth it. In my experience, being successful is a lot easier when you know you have support to back you up and lift your spirits high when things get tough. If the troops have a low moral about the war, it is more likely that they will not be efficient, successful, or victorious.


I remember in class learning that often times reporters give away secret information to not just the citizens at home, but to the enemies as well. Anyone can see how a reporter projecting the truth about the troops location can cause a huge result of casualties in the war. This makes me question if we should report about war efforts at all. How do we know the difference between the truth and the twisted truth? We don’t. In fact sometimes we believe things just because someone wants us to believe it. Often times we never find out the truth unless we know someone who is directly involved. 


Reporting the truth may seem like a good thing to us citizens back at home waiting for our loved ones to return. It makes us feel closer to the troops because we know “exactly” what they are doing over seas. We can wait for their letters or phone calls, but the news reports it to us directly. The only problem is the fine line that divides truth and twisted truth. The reality of reporting is that it can be falsified and portrayed as the truth. In conclusion, reporting can destroy troops moral, give away top secret information to the enemy, and it can give the American people false information. All of which are negative influences of reporting, and in turn can hurt the war effort. Reporting turns into the “first casualty of war” (E.D. Morel. London. July 1916.). 

Question Four:


I saw this image and it immediately made me think deeply. From this section, we learned how to interpret war photography in a detailed way. In the background we see a group of soldiers standing around what looks like some sort of tank or travel vehicle. The rough terrain suggests that they are in a desert area. My first guess would be africa, but then I look at the child in the focus of the photo. I see that she looks like she is from the Middle East. I then can guess that the photo was taken during the war that has been going on in the Middle East. I then began to question the deeper meaning of the photo. My guess is that the photo is portraying the side of war no one seems to think about. War affects more than country leaders and the soldiers fighting for their country. This photo shows that war effects children. Innocent children who have done nothing wrong are left to suffer the horrors of war, and they are often forgotten about. I loved this photo of the soldier caring for the child. Whether he/she was injured, killed, or starving he took the time to comfort him/her.


I chose the song “One” by Metallica as my musical piece. I never knew the song was about a wounded soldier returning from war until I looked into the lyrics and watched the video. The song talks about how a soldier deals with war after he has returned. The war is over, and yet he still feels the pains of it. He can’t die, but he can’t go back to living his normal life. His life is forever changed for the worse after war, and there is nothing he can to do change it. The glory of war is no longer there, and all that is with the soldier is the pain. This song reminds me of a harsher poem relating to Disabled by Wilfred Owen. Its dark, but it is truthful about the horror of war.


[image: image2.jpg]



"One"

Metallica 
I Can't Remember Anything

Can't Tell If this Is True or Dream

Deep down Inside I Feel to Scream

this Terrible Silence Stops Me

Now That the War Is Through with Me

I'm Waking up I Can Not See

That There's Not Much Left of Me

Nothing Is Real but Pain Now

Hold My Breath as I Wish for Death

Oh Please God,wake Me

Back in the Womb its Much Too Real

in Pumps Life That I must Feel

but Can't Look Forward to Reveal

Look to the Time When I'll Live

Fed Through the Tube That Sticks in Me

Just like a Wartime Novelty

Tied to Machines That Make Me Be

Cut this Life off from Me

Hold My Breath as I Wish for Death

Oh Please God,wake Me

Now the World Is Gone I'm Just One

Oh God,help Me Hold My Breath as I Wish for Death

Oh Please God Help Me

Darkness

Imprisoning Me

All That I See

Absolute Horror

I Cannot Live

I Cannot Die

Trapped in Myself

Body My Holding Cell

Landmine

Has Taken My Sight

Taken My Speech

Taken My Hearing

Taken My Arms

Taken My Legs

Taken My Soul

Left Me with Life in Hell
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