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-Karen- says

Everyone Sang

Everyone suddenly burst out singing;

And | wasfilled with such delight

As prisoned birds must find in freedom,

Winging wildly across the white

Orchards and dark-green fields; on--on--and out of sight.

Everyone's voice was suddenly lifted;

And beauty came like the setting sun:

My heart was shaken with tears; and horror

Drifted away ... O, but Everyone

Was a bird; and the song was wordless; the singing will never be done.

Siegfried Sassoon

Freedom, winging wildly. Young Siegfried must have felt that freedom. From a privileged, wealthy
background he was able to go down from Cambridge without a degree and without worry about how to make
aliving: asmall private income afforded him the liberty of the English country gentleman, the luxury of
spending his days doing exactly what he wanted, which was mostly hunting, playing cricket and writing
poetry.

The Great War transformed him. What was inside him, what lunacy turned him into 'Mad Jack', suicidal in
his bravery, an inspiration to the men he was in charge of, the men who felt confidence coming off himin
waves like the smell of sweat? How much confidence was needed, how much dizzy freedom did he find: to
stand up in 1917 and declare, in an act of 'wilful defiance of military authority' | have seen and endured the
sufferings of the troops, and | can no longer be a party to prolong these sufferings for ends which | believe to
be evil and unjust. | am not protesting against the conduct of the war, but against the political errors and
insincerities for which the fighting men are being sacrificed. He must have assumed that his voice would not
remain a solo, that everyone's voice would be suddenly lifted. But the singing will never be done.

The chorus offered him a stark choice: Court-Martia or Craiglockhart.

Pat Barker chooses not to place Sassoon at the centre of her novel, nor indeed anyone with direct experience
of war, but the intelligent, analytical, compassionate observer, in the figure of Dr W.H.R. Rivers,
psychologist and anthropologist at the military psychiatric hospital in Edinburgh. Someone we would like to
feel we resemble, someone we would like to feel we can trust. Slowly, Rivers begins to question what heis
doing, the quandary of regenerating these damaged young men merely in order to send them back to feed the
unleashed dogs of war.

A shift istraced through the pages of this novel: much has been made of the over-strong contrast between the
sober, gentle empathy of Rivers and the inhumanity of Y ealland, but the shift | saw is not from cruelty to
kindness in the treatment of mental patients, that would be too straight aline and probably anachronistic. The
shifts | see are fuzzier, less straightforward, but seep through the pages in subtly swirling colours.



Uncomfortable questions are asked: how much emotion isareal man alowed to feel? Are men allowed to
admit to feelings of grief, loss, love for their comrades? Does this feminise them? What is manly love? How
much power is awoman allowed, over her body, over her choices, over her desires? In the crucible of war,
individuals are transformed. Gender roles, ideas, societies are transformed. Thereis horror, of course, the
horror. And perhaps alittle singing. Just alittle, in the end.

Aubrey says

“1f you were born in a country or at a time not only when nobody comes to kill your wife and
your children, but also nobody comes to ask you to kill the wives and children of others, then
render thanks to God and go in peace. But always keep this thought in mind: you might be
luckier than I, but you’'re not a better person.”

-Jonathan Littell, The Kindly Ones

Thisiswar. Thisisnot honor. Thisis not glory. Thisisnot right. Thisisnot just. Thisis not agame played
with lives and loves and delineations of mind and body, a board set with pieces played on the country level
for some concept of 'stability' that takes very little to destabilize. Thisiswar.

Thisis an experiment on agrand scale, alove-fest for the more academically inclined, 'interesting material'
in the battered bodies and broken souls spit up out of a gigantic machine that has no rhyme or reason. Thisis
the result of masculinity bred on stories of adventure and physical expertise, on shutting up and slimming
down the emations into unfeeling heroics and righteous fury, on boyhood dreams of being 'brave, let loose
in comradeship in the face of corpses spit up in your face and death walking the grounds and laughing at
your pitiful attempts to cope and spurring you on to love, but not too much. Thisis the immovable object
meeting the oh so movable minds to the point of triumphing over matter, legs that refuse to move, tongues
that refuse to speak, screams and cries and shrieks bleeding out of consciences that cannot reason out why
and refuse to consider anything but the 'rational explanation'.

Tell me, what isrationality? What is sanity? What is the standard of normality you will grade these atrocities
on with so much undeniable proof shambling towards you on sewn up sleeves, crawling towards you with so
many storiesto tell, if they can bear to speak them. If you can bear to listen. If you are capable of sticking to
the lines and the rules set down by those before you, no matter how much they stretch and bleed and trap you
in nightmares that have no single 'trauma to explain them. Asif humanity can only be broken by a
singularity of a specific magnitude of horror, calibrated by those who know nothing of it.

Rationality is taking in these fractured relics, these twisted meshes of screams and bones, these tortured
playthings of those who have been permitted to control countries, and fixing them. Focusing on the physical,
and belittling the mental. Acknowledging the atrocious hypocrisy of the system, and sending those who have
suffered the worst of it right back into its jaws. Seeing the similarities between gradations of neuroses on the
battlefield and hysterics during peacetime, and doing nothing. Playing god because god help us thereis no
other recourse left to take that will end in maintenance of our own 'rationality’.

L et us have those who make the decisions be the ones who must watch those who die. Let us have those who
send them out be the ones who must put them back together. Let us have those who love war be the ones to
come to grips with the futility of rational thought. L et us have those who believe that violence in the name of
one's country and conceptions of masculinity is just be the ones who must cope when al the rules are



shredded by the reality and life is atrap between barbed wire and the endless sea. Let us have those who
want it, haveit. Have all of it. Every last and horrific part.

In today's world, the leading cause of death in active duty U.S. military personnel is suicide. We haven't
learned much since in the past century, despite those who have seen the terror before them and the terror
behind and have as alast ditch effort |eft us writing, the truth of the matter. When will we look at these
accounts and start to think:

Nothing can justify this, he'd thought. Nothing nothing nothing.
Who knows.

When I’'m asleep, dreaming and drowsed and warm,
They come, the homel ess ones, the noiseless dead.
While the dim charging breakers of the storm
Rumble and drone and bellow overhead,

Out of the gloom they gather about my bead.

They whisper to my heart; their thoughts are mine.

‘“Why are you here with all your watches ended?
‘From Ypres to Frise we sought you in the line.’

In bitter safety | awake, unfriended;

And while the dawn begins with slashing rain

| think of the Battalion in the mud.

“When are you going back to them again?

‘Are they not still your brothers through our blood?’

-Segfried Sassoon, 'Sck Leave

Cathy (cathepsut) says

The Regeneration Trilogy: | read these books in the late '90s, after Ghost Road was first published. | wasin
love with the British war poets of WWI at the time and thisfit right in. | don't remember many details, but
these books were great reads. Very athmospheric, accessible and captivating main characters, | suffered with
them every step of the way.

P.S.: The movieis aso very good.

K.D. Absolutely says

Edinburg, Scotland, 1917. Siegfried Sassoon, a 31-y/o poet and a decorated soldier started a protest against
the ongoing WWI in France. This protest led him to be labeled as "shell shocked" and be confined at
Craiglockhart Hospital under the care of an army psychiatrist, Dr. Rivers. Among the patients in the hospital
were those who were truly suffering from the war trauma: another poet, Wilfred Owen who was able to



polish histalent in writing under Sassoon; Billy Prior, an on-off mute who had an affair with awoman
during his confinement; and Robert Graves, ancther patient who became his friend. Graves believed that
war was unjust and immoral. This belief was in contradiction to what Sassoon believed at the start of his
service as an army.

Thisisthefirst book of Pat Barker's highly praised trilogy about World War |, Regeneration Trilogy. At first
it felt like an small subset of Sebastian Faulks 1993 novel Birdsong that remains as one of my favorite WWI
novels. However, this Regeneration was first published in 1991 so Mr. Faulks might have gotten hisidea
from this novel. | took me only 2 days to finish up to the last word of page 250 and | thought that | would
just give this a 2 stars. However, the Author's Note on the very last page saysthat at least 4 characters of the
novel were real or non-fiction. It Googled them right away. Lo and behold they even had pictures including
some colored pictures of the Craiglockhart Hospital! Then the story seemed to come alivein my mind and |
could picture the images. Sassoon peeping outside by his hospital room window, Prior and his girlfriend
making love, the closet homosexual Sassoon giving pointers to Owen on how to improve his poem, etc. Try
reading this novel with Mozart or Beethoven in the background and it will transform you to that era.

The novel is multi-layered. First, it is definitely anti-war. Second, it is about bond between men.
Homosexuality was still ataboo during that time (even the novel's approach is tacit). Sassoon, even in real
life, was described as latent homosexual. Initially, he thought that he only cared for his subordinates but |ater
he developed deeper relationship with another patient, Owen. Third, it is about the humane approach to
treating "shell shocked" patients. Dr. Rivers was using "nerve regeneration” (an approach familiar to the
husband of Ms. Barker) while the new doctor was using what seemed to be inhumane approach: el ectroshock
therapy. Lastly, it is about the question on the conscience of Dr. Rivers, who himself is anti-war: is treating
patients right when you know that by doing such, he will be going back to the war and be killed?

Well done, Ms. Barker! Y our Regeneration has definitely joined Birdsong as my favorite WWI novels!

Laura says

For me, thisfirst book in Pat Barker’ strilogy presents a perfect storm of interests — World War |, English
poets, and madness. Incorporating actual people and events into the narrative, the novel takes place at
Craiglockhart, a hospital outside Edinburgh requisitioned in 1916 as afacility for officers suffering from
shell-shock. Supervising the show is Dr. William Rivers, areal-life neurologist, anthropologist, and
psychiatrist who pioneered early work in nerve regeneration.

One of the central stories concerns the poet Siegfried Sassoon, whose conviction that the war was being
unnecessarily prolonged prompted him to publish an inflammatory “Declaration Against the War”. In a
shrewd move, the review board realized that court-marshalling such a prominent officer would scandalize
and demoralize the public. Instead, they ruled that Sassoon had suffered “a breakdown” and sent him up to
Craiglockhart to recuperate. Sassoon’s “treatment” (which consists mainly of playing golf and debating with
Dr. Rivers, as he obviously isn't mentally ill) raises al sorts of interesting questions about the nature of duty
and love in wartime. Just as intriguing, though, are the stories of the other patients and Rivers' attempts to
treat their various symptoms of shell-shock, aswell as Rivers' own struggles with the moral facets of his
work.

Thisis not abook for the faint of heart; Barker's sparse prose is the perfect vehicle for searing images of
horror and destruction. Plus, as unsavory aswar is on itsown, it can always be made more unsavory by the



personal lives of the soldiers. Nevertheless, Regeneration isintensely gripping and presents a haunting
exploration of issues raised by prolonged trench warfare.

Sarah says

| found this afascinating book!! | am really interested in anything about medicine and so found the
description of early psychological treatments of WWI veterans very interesting. Also, that the whole trilogy
is based on fact, on the real life meeting of the poet Sigfried Sassoon and his doctor during his rehabilitation
W.H.R. Rivers. I'm looking forward to reading the rest of the series.

Michael says

It has been more than four years since | read this novel. Thus, | am now just contributing impressions and
integrating some background on the historical characters brought to life in the book. For afresh and rich
thematic response to the book, | would | recommend highly the reviews by Steve Sckenda and James
Henderson.

| appreciated the in-depth character study of William Rivers, the psychologist treating shell shock victims at
Craiglockhart War Hospital. His empathy for those broken men and the efforts he took to help them
“regenerate” was remarkable. The book included some on how his experience with field ethnology among
the Melanesians made him sensitive to mythic and cultural themesin his patients’ disorders. The key drama
in the book concerned the moral dilemmas he faced due to success in his treatments leading to his patients
being shipped back to the front. Such was the case of two of hisfamous cases he treated, that of poet soldiers
Siegfried Sassoon and Wilfred Owen. In the case of the former, he was not in treatment for shell shock but
under medical review after a protest statement he published in the newspaper while home on leave in 1917:

Finished with the War: A Soldier’s Declaration

I am making this statement as an act of willful defiance of military authority, because | believe the war is
being deliberately prolonged by those who have the power to end it.

| ama soldier, convinced that | am acting on behalf of soldiers. | believe that this war upon which | entered
as awar of defense and liberation, has now become a war of aggression and conquest. | believe that the
purposes for which | and my fellow soldiers entered upon this was should have been so clearly stated asto
have made it impossible to change them, and that, had this been done, the objects which actuated us would
now be attainable by negotiation. ...

His friend Robert Graves had pulled strings of influence so he would get a medical review rather than a court
martial. Barker doeswell in bringing to life a portrait of Rivers friendship with Sassoon, as well asthe
friendship Sassoon forged with Owen. To some extent we get a believable vision of critical encouragement
that Sassoon provided to Owen over hiswriting. A reader’ s dream of insight on their poetic vision is, asto be
expected, unfulfilled.

The context of Sassoon’s case was brought out in Hochschild' s book
To End All Wars: Loyalty and Rebellion. Anti-war activists Bertrand Russell helped him draft his statement
and Sylvia Pankhurst published it in her newsletter. Sassoon’s expectation was that a public court marshal



would give him a platform for his message, while Russell and Pankhurst hoped that would trigger a
movement of soldiers to follow the Bolshevik’s lead of laying down their weapons. Instead, the War Office a
public statement proclaimed, “ Sassoon has been reported by the medical board as not being responsible for
his action, as he was suffering from a nervous breakdown.” Eventually, Sassoon chose to return to fighting at
the front, noting in his diary that “1 am only here to look after some men.” Hochschild summarizes: “ It was a
haunting reminder of the fierce power of group loyalty over that of political conviction—and all the more so
because it came from someone who had not in the slightest changed, nor ever in his life would change, his
belief that his country’' s supposed war aims were fraudulent.” .

The fate of Owen istoo tragic for words. Hochschild summarizes:

At only 25, Wilfred Owen had never published a book but had his notebooks the finest body of poetry about
the experience of war written in the twentieth century. At noon on November 11, an hour into the celebration
[ of the peace accord], Owen’'s mother received the black-bordered War Office telegramtelling her that, a
week earlier, her son had been killed in action.

The background story of W.H.R. Riversis outlined in agreat article in Wikipedia. . He was quite innovative
in his approaches for treating what is now called PTSD. Barker captures how he used the “talking cure”to
encourage his patients to relive and react to their experiences. Y et, he was no Freudian. Instead of seeing
shell shock as relating to psychic neuroses and repressed sexual urges, he saw their trouble as simply related
to the fear and trauma of their war experiences. .A gquote from a professional source on his accomplishments
has it that:

Rivers, by pursuing a course of humane treatment, had established two principles that would be embraced by
American military psychiatrists in the next war. He had demonstrated, first, that men of unquestioned
bravery could succumb to overwhelming fear and, second, that the most effective motivation to overcome
that fear was something stronger than patriotism, abstract principles, or hatred of the enemy. It was the love
of soldiersfor one another.

The article suggests that even though both Rivers and Sassoon were gay, the propriety at the time makes it
plausible that the subject would come up little in their sessions, which in fact is how Barker portrayed the
issue in the book. The likelihood that Sassoon might have loved Riversis also covered in the Wikipedia
article. Barker only goes so far as to impute the basic transference effect of Rivers being seen as afather
figure. He must have been a great therapist. A friend and colleague summarized the strengthsin his
character:

Rivers was intolerant and sympathetic. He was once compared to Moses laying down the law. The
comparison was an apt one, and one side of the truth. The other side of him was his sympathy. It was a sort
of power of getting into another man'slife and treating it as if it were his own. And yet all the time he made
you feel that your life was your own to guide, and above everything that you could if you cared make
something important out of it.

It turns out that the fictional Billy Prior is more of a main character in each of the three books more than
Sassoon. Heis a complex, violent, and manipulative character who also had a playful and humane side. Here
in “Regeneration” we get arendering of Rivers working with him, revealing alot about issues of classin the
war:

‘| suppose most of them turn you into Daddy, don’t they? Well, I’m a bit too old to be sitting on Daddy’s
knee.’

‘Kicking him on the shins every time you meet himisn’t generally considered more mature.’

‘I see. A negative transference. |s that what you think we' ve got?’



‘I hope not.’” Rivers couldn’t altogether conceal his surprise. ‘Where did you learn that term?’
‘| canread.’

“You have to win, don’t you?’
Prior stared intently at him. * You know, you do a wonderful imitation of a stuffed shirt. And you're not like
that at all, really, are you?'

‘How did you fit in?’

Prior’s face shut tight. * You mean, did | encounter any snobbery?’

‘Yes.’

‘Not morethan | have here.’

Their eyeslocked. Rivers said, ‘But you did encounter it?’

‘Yes. I1t's made perfectly clear when you arrive that some people are more welcome than others. It helps if
you have been to the right schoal. It helpsif you hunt, it helpsif your shirts are theright colour. Whichisa
deep shade of khaki, by the way.’

..."Do you know, for thefirst time | realized that somewherein the back of their .. tiny tiny minds they really
do believe the whole thing’ s going to end in one big glorious cavalry charge. “ Sormed at with shot and
shell /Boldly they rode and well /Into the jaws of death, Into the mouth of hell ...” And all. That. Rubbish.’
Rivers noticed that Prior’ s face lit up as he quoted the poem. *Isit rubbish?’

‘Yes. Oh, all right, | wasin love with it once. Shall | tell you something about that charge? Just asit was
about to start an officer saw three men smoking. He thought that was a bit too casual so he confiscated their
sabres and sent them into the charge unarmed. Two of them were killed. The one who survived was flogged
the next day. ...’

Thus, you can see the book’ s content does not draw the reader directly into the drama and horrors of the war.
It isamore subtle, indirect take on the impact of war. It explores well the struggle of individuals messed up
over the experiences to recover and the unpleasant reality of the medical professionals tasked with

facilitating their transition back into harm’s way. Our twisted conceptions of courage and masculinity are
elucidated with sensitivity.

W.H.R. Rivers
Lt. Segfried Sassoon

Craiglockhart War Hospital, in Derby, U.K.

Ted says

Finished with the War
A Soldier's Declaration

| am making this statement as an act of willful defiance of military authority, because | believe the war
isbeing deliberately prolonged by those who have the power to end it.



| am a soldier, convinced that | am acting on behalf of soldiers. | believe that thiswar, upon which |
entered asa war of defense and liberation, has now become a war of aggression and conquest...

Thisis acompletely revised review of the book.

the first edition (1991) cover, Penguin Books Ltd.

So begins Pat Barker's Regeneration trilogy, the series of novels harking back to the second decade of the
twentieth century ... a series which won acclaim in the last decade of that century as one of the outstanding
achievements of serious fiction as the century staggered towards its uneven conclusion. The last book in the
trilogy, The Ghost Road, won the Booker prize in 1995

The statement quoted above winds down toward the bottom of the first page, whereit is signed and dated:
"S. Sassoon, July 1917".

The narrative continues,

Bryce waited for Riversto finish reading before he spoke again. 'The"S" stands for
"Siegfried". Apparently, that was better left out.'

'‘And I'm sure he was right." Rivers folded the paper and ran his fingertips aong the edge. 'So
they're sending him here?

Bryce smiled. 'Oh, | think it's rather more specific than that. They're sending him toyou.'

The two main characters are introduced. Siegfried Sassoon (1886 — 1967), the British poet,

Sassoon, May 1915
by G.C. Beresford via Wiki

and W.H.R. Rivers (1864-1922), British neurologist and psychologist who pioneered the treatment of shell
shock during the years of the first World War. During the war Rivers worked at the Craiglockhart War
Hospital.

Rivers
from Wiki

Barker'sfictionalized versions of these two has been accomplished superbly. The afictionalized portrait of
the poet Wilfrid Owen joins these two in the story. Other characters are built up from psychological reports



concerning other patients at Craiglockhart, and still others are entirely fictional.

The Wikipedia article on the novel (https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Regener...) goesinto alot of detail,
including (but not limited to) sections on Background and inspiration, Genre, Characters, Major themes, and
Intertextuality. Of course the Plot summary section must be skipped unless you don't care about spoilers.

Here's an interesting part of the introductory section, sightly edited.

The novel isthematically complex, exploring the effect of the War on identity, masculinity,

and social structure. The novel draws extensively on period psychological practices,
emphasising River's research as well as Freudian psychology. In the novel Barker entersa
particular tradition of representing the experience of World War | in literature: many critics
compare the novel to other World War | novels, especially those written by women writers
interested in the domestic repercussions of the war, including Rebecca West's The Return of the
Soldier (1918) and Virginia Woolf's Mrs. Dalloway (1925). Barker both drew on those texts of
the period that initially inspired her and makes references to a number of other literary and
cultural works and events. These give an impression of historical realism, even though Barker
tendsto refute the claim that the novel is "historical fiction".

It read the book almost twenty years ago, and my memory of the narrative itself is pretty dim. However the
experience of reading it is, I'm sure, well-represented by the rating I've given. If any of the above piques your
interest, my advice is definitely Go for it!

The War Hospital today, part of Edinburgh Napier University

Previousreview: The Lost Sherpa of Happiness
Next review: The Ghost Road
Older review: Death at La Fenice

Previouslibrary review: Weaveworld
Next library review: The Eyein the Door

Joey Woolfardis says

| find it abit difficult to rate this book. In terms of subject matter-mental illness brought on by the First
World War-it is one of the most important in history. In terms of the way it was written, it's not the best book
by any means. In terms of character, it's quite interesting but lacking. In terms of exploration, it ventures no
farther than the shrubbery.

The writing was mediocre, in al honesty. The flow of paragraphs was often rather disjointed, though one
could attribute that to the whole theme of the novel. | did enjoy the writing and found it readable, though it



did not necessarily draw mein nor did it convey to me the acute and substantial severity of the subject
matter. It did explore some themes that, even now, people would find difficult to speak about, but often it felt
slightly brushed aside in favour of dropping the name of another literary figure.

| feel the characters were-although for the most part based on real-life people-rather flat and dull. Even those
of them who were critically traumatised by their time on the front-line, there always seemed something
background about them. It was interesting to have rea-life people as characters, though | am always wary
about such things. Biographies are al very well, but fictionalised accounts of their lives or even small parts
of their lives should be tentatively approached. | cannot comment on how accurate any portrayals of the
WWI poets were, but that matters little since | don't feel like | learnt all that much about them, in any case.

The one character whom | found had developed substantially during the novel was Rivers, the psychiatrist
treating the mentally war-wounded. His was a character of depth and layers and that was intriguing, but
never fully explored. We got inside his mind and sat there rather comfortably, with closed doors al around.
More of those doors should have been allowed to open.

| suppose, the prose reflected the mental state of the charactersin some respects. | feel like more could have
been donein parts, or at least tied-off. | believe thisis a good novel since the subject matter is no easy oneto
tackle, but it lacks various things that could have made it so much more.

The meagre plot between patient Billy and afactory-working girl Sarah was a shambles and only seemed to
be there for the fact that it was the only thing that resembled atrue plot-line, but did help in giving an
outside-the-hospital view of the patients, which | think was one of the key elements of the book and was
taken straight from various sentiments from WWI poets.

It gives a glimpse beyond the poetry, which is probably just as important as the poetry itself, but | would say
that biographies would tell a much better story, despite them being true life accounts.

Blog | Reviews | Instagram | Twitter

Brad says

This review was written in the late nineties (for my eyes only), and it was buried in amongst my things until
recently when | uncovered the journal in which it was written. | have transcribed it verbatim from all those
years ago (although sguare brackets may indicate some additional information for the sake of readability or
some sort of commentary from now). Thisis one of my lost reviews.

Rarely is abook's theme so fittingly captured in atitle than it is with Pat Barker's Regeneration. As Dr.
William Rivers heals war victims like Burns, Anderson and Billy Prior, its meaning is obvious, but it isalso
duplicitous -- connecting also to the manipulation of Seigfriend Sassoon and Rivers own regeneration of

spirit.

Barker fills Regeneration with some haunting, unforgettable images: Burns falling face first into the German
[soldier]'s exploded stomach; Anderson's collapse at the sight of a nicked cheek (this from having once been
a[WWI] surgeon); Prior's eyeball and the question, "what do | do with this gobstopper?'; and the most



terrible of all, Dr. Yealland's torutre of Callan -- a cure by negative -- Nazi-like -- reinforcement.

By setting WWI on the home front, the gravity of its horror is more fully driven into my mind than any film
I've ever seen has done. It'satime I'm quite happy to have missed -- at least with thislife of mine.

Stephanie says

| am not giving this book one star because | find the subject matter troubling or because I'm not used to
required reading.

| am giving this book one star because it is overrated, self-serving junk. Pat Barker has plucked from history
characters that were perfectly capable of speaking for themselves (we know this because most of them were
writers) and forced into them her own flat, inexperienced voice. It seems as though, for many people, the
book's politics make up for its nonexistent plot, endless pages of armchair psychology, and woefully thin
characters.

For me, it doesn't Regeneration fails on every level. It failsto connect the reader with the horrors of war. It
fails to present convincing portraits of the historic figuresit borrows. It failsto provide insight into the
psychology of returning soldiers. It fails to present any sort of meaningful, cogent philosophical statement
aside from "War Sucks".

As amatter of fact, the only thing it has succeeded at is convincing me that the judges for the Booker Prize
select its winners by lottery, without actually having read more than a few paragraphs of each title.

The book begins promisingly enough, with aletter written by Siegfried Sassoon denouncing the war, the
introduction of Dr. Rivers, and Siegfried's arrival at the hospital. The beginning has you believe, for afew
brief pages, that the book will be a deep, carefully executed statement about protest during war time and the
underhanded ways in which such protest was silenced. However, the novel quickly dissolvesinto aturgid
pseudo-psychological mess.

Pat Barker is not a psychologist. She has no experience working with veterans and knows absolutely nothing
about post-war psychology beyond what she's culled from other books on the subject. Consequently, her
characters are sketches; their afflictions are heavily repeated generalizations. The reader is presented with a
roll call of "things that are bad that could happen to soldiers" without being given the opportunity to connect
or sympathize with any of the patients. This approach has an almost desensitizing effect, which, | believe, is
the exact opposite of what Barker attempted to accomplish with this novel.

Regeneration is entirely strung together on these flat psychological portraits and fleeting hints of poetically
described gore. The writing is incredibly obvious throughout. If the reader thinks for a moment that a
character's actions or thoughts might be a bit confusing or complex, he or she need not worry. Barker spells
everything out in great detail. Multiple times. This over explanatory writing style can't even be called alack
of subtlety; it so closely resembles being repeatedly knocked over the head by a bag full of trite, Freudian

pop psychology.

In fact, just in case the overall theme of the book would have been amystery to the reader if it'd just
contained the original, historical characters, Barker has invented a character whose sheer purposeisto
trumpet her voice throughout the novel. Billy Prior's only purpose isto serve as afoil to the two, supposed



main characters of the novel. Until he becomes the absolute focus of the entire book. Sassoon's protest is, for
all intents and purposes, completely forgotten for more than half the book when the focus shiftsto Prior's
making witty statements about the war and observations about psychology, which the other main character,
Dr. Rivers, isalwaysincredibly impressed by. Often for pages.

| find it ironic that Siegfried Sassoon the, again, supposed protagonist despises civilians because of their
ignorance and because of the callous way that they allow the war to continue. Pat Barker is ultimately as
ignorant as any civilian in this book and proves this with her bludgeon-like attempts at characterization.

Theloveinterest for Billy Prior, Sarah, seems more like Barker's slim justification for writing the novel than
an actual character. A bad attempt at connecting the civilian experience with the overseas one. Thereisa
particularly annoying sequence where this character islost in a hospital, runsinto amputees, and finds the
whole mess sensel ess, thereby coming to the same philosophical conclusion about the war as Prior, etc. As
though getting lost in a hospital is equivalent to getting lost in the trenches. Asthough Barker's researching
Sassoon's war experience is equivalent to Sassoon's having lived throughit.

Thisbook is, ultimately, a sorry excuse for literature. People would be much better served reading the actual
poetry of Siegfried Sassoon than reading Barker's shoddy attempt at explaining his psyche.

Dawn (& Ron) says

Upon finishing the book, my mind was absolutely quiet, almost numb, as if there were too many thoughts to
assimilate and | needed to let it all soak in. Like the patients with their experiences, this book can't be rushed,
you can't quickly brush past one passage to go the next. Each person's thoughts and memories need to
marinate, allowing their individual flavors to meld together, in order to enjoy its overall affect. It is profound
and thought provoking, and deserves to be mentioned along side the best of anti-war literature, All Quiet on
the Western Front and The Red Badge of Courage. Pat Barker's Regeneration, first of her WWI trilogy, goes
even deeper into the heart, mind and souls, of not only the men who fought, but of the people affected by the
Great War.

"They'd been trained to identify emotional repression, as the essence of manliness. Men who
broke down, or cried, or admitted to feeling fear, were sissies, weaklings, failures. Not men."

The book centers on poet Siegfried Sassoon's stay at Craiglockhart War Hospital, which in part was
orchestrated by hisfriend and fellow poet Robert Graves, to prevent Sassoon from being court marshaled
after his declaration against the continued fighting of The Great War. "'l am making this statement as an act
of willful defiance of military authority, because | believe the war is being deliberately prolonged by those
who have the power to end it." While there for treatment Sassoon befriends and influences another poet,
Wilfred Owen. Their friendship may have started out with Wilson's admiration of Sassoon, Barker lets us see
it blossom into mutual respect.

Wilfred Owen



All this while under the care of respected anthropologist and ground breaking psychiatrist William H. Rivers.
Heisaman fighting against the established methods, bringing humane treatment into a world where most
did not even believe in shell shock. Y ou can feel how seeing these courageous men break affected him and
how he was tormented with the job of having to 'cure' them in order to return to the front.

Dr. Rivers outside Craiglockhart War Hospital

Barker lets the fact that life brought these men together at this point in history shine through in asimple
straight forward manner, using her fictional characters to support and explore other aspects of the war and
homefront. Through Sarah, a munitions factory worker, we see the female point of view and the changes the
war afforded them.

Barker's informative author's note, which | recommend not reading until after you've finished the book,
brought a deeper level of understanding and an unwanted revelation. | was disappointed to find out that one
doctor actually existed and | really rather wish he's remained fictional. His harsh treatments of the
servicemen under his care and later detailing thisin abook, gave me anew version of Dr. Frankenstein, only
this one was sadly all too real. The power of the narrative lies with the patients, the doctors and the War.
Who really changed or helped who? The lines blurred, some were helped, some not, some temporarily, some
die and some helped in surprising unexpected ways.

"They (women) seemed to have changed so much during the war, to have expanded in al kinds
of ways, whereas men over the same period had shrunk into a smaller and smaller space.”

The narrative jJumps around between the many characters, in unconnected scenes, and no character list is
provided. | made a character list, detailing patients and their mental issues and any connections. Some
passages dealing with dissecting symbols in dreams or the psychology behind certain elements can be a bit
dry. Religion, homosexuality and sex are woven through, as well as the importance of father and son
relationships, the familial ones and those formed through other circumstances. There are no battle scenes,
everything takes place at or around Craiglockhart War Hospital, the war is seen through the patient's
memories trying to unlock the brutality and carnage to the body and mind. For readers who don't like to keep
track of different characters, or like everything cleaned up at the end, this may not be the read for you right
now. Thisisnot alight and breezy read and not to be taken lightly, Barker expects alot from her reader and
doesn't disappoint, a solid 4-1/2.

1917 painting of Sassoon

Sassoon's Military Cross awarded for gallantry in 1916

Jan-Maat says



Interesting historical novel set in hospital for officers recovering from shellshock during the first world war. |
found the portrayals of the historical characters more convincing than the fictional character of Billy Prior,
which led me to give up reading the trilogy midway through the second book.

The book opened a brief but interesting controversy over the techniques used by Dr Y ealland to cure the
inability to speak caused by shellshock which some soldiers suffered from during WWI. In Barker's account
electric shocks of increasing severity were applied to the back of the throat until the soldiers were able to
speak again. In fact he didn't deal with that many patients - less than five hundred over the course of the war.
Not all of them were mute, some had temporary deafness or loss of muscle power, nor were all of those
affected from front line combat roles, at least one of those treated was serving as awaiter in an officer's mess
comfortably behind the lines.

Y edlland gets a bad pressin the novel and thisillustrates several basic difficulties of the historical novel in
that it deals with its subject ahistorically and it falls into the possibly unavoidable trap of reflecting the state
of the historical debate.

Y edlland was from the colonies, young and relatively inexperienced. More importantly the organisationa
and social context he was working in stressed the importance of returning men to full time service not a
humanistic concern for their personal wellbeing. The entire point of the First World War was that millions of
men were fighting for the honour of their countries and the honour of their splendidly titled and decorated
Kings and Emperors, their personal well being was secondary to that purpose. My phrasing is off there, its
debatable why they fought as individuals, but the King-Emperor, in his gracious telegrams to the departing
troops, was certainly kind enough to express the view that they were fighting for his honour and for his
empire.

Clearly giving people suffering trauma as a result of exposure to the conditions on the western front electric
shocks seems barbaric to us now but that seems to ignore the shock to the system of medical care flailing
about looking for some kind of effective treatment for what was to them in those days when Freud was a new
and radical voice (and a dangerously foreign one at that) an inexplicable condition and to overlook the
intrinsic barbarity of the war itself. Horror at the treatment comes across as more horrific than the war itself
(although as it happened at least one patient discharged them-self in order to avoid further treatment).

Further it misses the point that Faradic treatments and some of the approaches used by Y edland are till in
medical use including ideas that the patient's memory of limb use and suggestibility could be used
therapeutically. However Y ealland's approach naturally looks wrong in an erawhen patient centred
approaches dominate. One wonders how bizarre and terrible our own treatments will look in a hundred years
time.

Curioudly given Barker's humanistic take in her treatment of Y ealland she repeats an elitist attitude in
looking down on the Canadian colonialist who no less than the other characters she portrays was struggling
to do what they believed was the right thing in the face of an overwhelming situation.

Larry Bassett says

| have returned to this book four years later and listened to it in the Audible version. Four years ago | had
sought out the other two books in the trilogy expecting to read them but in the interim have Become almost
exclusively an audible reader. And now | have those same other two books in the audible versions and



believe | have more determination to follow up with them immediately. My experience in rereading this
book did not cause me to change my star rating.

In the intervening four years | have had some significant events in my pseudo-pacifist life. The primary
event has been the inheritance and disbursement of $1 million in inherited income. In two years | will have
conscientiously and openly resisted paying approximately 1/4 million dollarsin federa income tax while
redirecting nearly $200,000 to meet human needs. | have participated in the creation of a documentary titled
The Pacifist which will hopefully be completed In early 2018. Thereis a Facebook group titled The Pacifist
with some information about that experience.

kkkkkkhkkkkkk

| was attracted to this book because the information about it saysit has something to do with pacifism, a state
of being that fascinates me and that seems like agood goal in life. | have been a pacifist in my mind for a
long time athough there is not much of alist of any actual actions | have taken that would brand me as a
pacifist. | have joined and supported some pacifist organizations, been a conscientious objector to military
taxes and done some pacifist reading. | guess | am afellow traveler but have not been brave enough to get in
water over my head. 2013 is the ninetieth anniversary of the War Resisters L eague www.warresisters.org,
one of the oldest pacifist organizationsin the U.S.

This book is pathos and humor along with the horror and early 20th century psychology. It is Catch-22 and
One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest mixed in with Johnny Got His Gun and All Quiet On the Western Front.
And I'll bet you will see afew moments of Mash aswell. It is certainly not as well known as any of these
classics. But it isabook about war written by a woman.

It is not along, dense book — 250 pages — although | did bog down on occasion. It isfairly accessibleto a
wide audience while still having some intellectual challenge. Although Regeneration isfiction, several of the
characters are based on real men, two poets — Siegfried Sassoon and Wilfred Owen — and a doctor — William
Rivers. The setting is a hospital in Scotland that is being used to treat British officers who have mental
disabilities as aresult of The Great War in France.

We see men who limbs are paralyzed, whose tongues are muted, whose bodies are contorted, whose dreams
terrorize, whose lives have been distorted by the horror of war but who have no physiological damage that
can be determined by the best doctors. Many are the classic “ shell-shock” that most of us have heard about.
That and the poison gas is what has hung on from the First World War for many of us. And the staggering
death toll of men who lived in trenches but occasionally were ordered to stand up and walk into machine gun
fire.

The author suggests that the mental disabilities represent the rebellion of the body against the carnage of
battle, the destruction of war. It isthe body screaming, “1 can’t take it anymore!” The men are hospitalized
and their evil spirits are exorcised so that they are fit to return to the front line to kill again and to be killed.
The disabilities are the rebellion of the mind to the insanity of lifein the No Man’s Land of Somme and

Y pres (Flanders). The cureisthe likely sentence of death. So the irony in this and any other war is that
medicine was atool that sent men back to war and death. In Regeneration we watch doctors and soldiers
struggle with that reality.

“...A few shélls, afew corpses, and you've lost heart.”
“How many corpses?’
“Thepointis...*"



“The point is 102,000 last month alone. You'reright, | am obsessed, | never forget it for a
second, and neither should you, Robert, if you had any real courage you wouldn’t acquiesce
the way you do.”

Graves flushed with anger. “I’'m sorry you think that. | should hate to think I'm a coward. |
believe in keeping my word. Y ou agreed to serve, Siegfried. Nobody’ s asking you to change
your opinions, or even to keep quiet about them, but you agreed to serve, and if you want the
respect of the kind of people you' re trying to influence — the Bobbies and the Tommies—
you' ve got to be seen to keep your word. They won't understand if you turn around in the
middle of the war and say, “I’m sorry, I’ ve changed my mind.” To them, that’s just bad form.
They'll say you're not behaving like a gentleman — and that’ s the worst thing they can say
about anybody.”

And more to the point:

There are many important themes in the book including class distinctions and the importance of
poetry, but the most important one isamoral issue: for what are these men being regenerated?
The answer is clear: to go back to France and fight again.

Source: http://silverseason.wordpress.com/201...

Ultimately, the book is about the struggle between war and peace. And arguments are made by the author,
interestingly awoman, with certainty:

Obvious choices for the east window: the two bloody bargains on which acivilization claims to
be based. The bargain, Rivers thought, looking at Abraham and Isaac. The one on which all
patriarchal societies are founded. If you, who are young and strong, will obey me, who am old
and weak, even to the extent of being prepared to sacrifice your life, then in the course of time
you will peacefully inherit, and be able to exact the same obedience from your sons. Only
we're breaking the bargain, Rivers thought. All over northern France, at this very moment, in
trenches and dugouts and flooded shell-holes, the inheritors were dying, not one by one, while
old men, and women of all ages, gathered together and sang hymns.

A society that devours its own young deserves no automatic and unguestioning allegiance.
Perhaps the rebellion of the old might count for rather more than the rebellion of the young.
Certainly poor Siegfried’ s rebellion hadn’t counted for much, though he reminded himself that
he couldn’t know that. It had been a completely honest action and such actions are seeds carried
on the wind. Nobody can tell where, or in what circumstances, they will bear fruit.

How on earth was Siegfried going to manage in France? His opposition to the war had not
changed. If anything it had hardened. And to go back to fight, believing as he did, would be to
encounter internal divisions far deeper than anything he’ d experienced before. Siegfried’s
‘solution’ wasto tell himself that he was going back only to look after some men, but that
formulawould not survive the realities of France. However devoted to his men’swelfare a
platoon commander might be, in the end her isthere to kill, and to train other people to kill.
Poetry and pacifism are a strange preparation for that role. Though Siegfried has performed it
before, and with conspicuous success. But then his hatred of the war had not been as fully
fledged, as articulate, asit was now.

It was adilemmawith one very obvious way out. Rivers knew, though he had never voiced his
knowledge, that Sassoon was going back with the intention of being killed. Partly, no doubt,
this was a youthful self-dramatization. I’ll show them. They'll be sorry. But underneath that,



Rivers fet there was a genuine and very deep desire for death.
And if death were to be denied? Then he might well break down. A real breakdown thistime.

Regeneration is the first book in atrilogy and some reviewers have opined that this first book benefits from
the further developments in the following books. | thought this was a fine stand alone book but | do have the
two follow-on books and expect to read them in due course.

I thought that the content of this book was variable. | lost my way a couple of times but to some extent that
was my lack of attention. So | had experiences where | could easily put the book down in spite of being in
the middle of an episode but there were other instances where | found the book was a page turner. As| have
already mentioned, several of the mgjor charactersin this novel were based somewhat on real people. One
main character, Prior, was evidently wholly fiction and | did not find hisrole to be obvious. Thereisan
Author’s Note at the end of the book that starts “ Fact and fiction are so interwoven in this book that it may
help the reader to know what is historical and what isnot.” It goes on to indicate some of the distinctions. |
wondered why this was at the end rather than at the beginning.

There were some five star as well as some three star portions of Regeneration so | take the easy route and
award four stars. | felt enough commitment to the book to want to read the second and third books in the
trilogy, but | am not engrossed enough to move immediately into book two.

Richard Derus says

Rating: 5* of five

The Publisher Says: Regeneration, onein Pat Barker's series of novels confronting the psychological effects
of World War I, focuses on treatment methods during the war and the story of a decorated English officer
sent to amilitary hospital after publicly declaring he will no longer fight. Y et the novel is much more.
Written in sparse prose that is shockingly clear -- the descriptions of electronic treatments are particularly
harrowing -- it combines real-life characters and events with fictional onesin awork that examines the
insanity of war like no other. Barker also weaves in issues of class and politicsin this compactly powerful
book. Other booksin the series include The Eye in the Door and the Booker Award-winner The Ghost Road.

My Review: The Doubleday UK meme, abook aday for July 2014, is the goad I'm using to get through my
snit-based unwritten reviews. Today's prompt is to discuss the Great War novel you loved best.

Thiswas * hard* because there have been several, two in the past year!, Great War-themed novels that |
really love. | spent a dleepless night thinking about this. | re-read portions of both my recent reads that suit
the prompt, and as much as | was enwrapt in [The Daughters of Marg], feeling the swirl and ebb of tidal
feeling, | was utterly immersed in [Regeneration], | felt | was *there* and | was simply, unaccountably,
invisible to the characters and so not remarked upon.

| know that Ms. Barker was bornin 1943...imagine! 1943! Were there * people* then?...and so could not
have witnessed the events that so utterly traumatized Wilfred Owen and Siegfried Sassoon and so many
thousands of other men, but you couldn't prove it by this:

Sometimes, in the trenches, you get the sense of something, ancient. One trench we held, it had
skullsin the side, embedded, like mushrooms. It was actually easier to believe they were men



from Marlborough's army, than to think they'd been alive ayear ago. It was as if al the other
wars had digtilled themsalves into this war, and that made it something you almost can't
challenge. It's like a very deep voice, saying: 'Run along, little man, be glad you've survived'.

If that doesn't sound exactly like something a survivor would think, | don't know what does. And yet she's 25
years younger than Armistice Day! Channeling? Spirit possession? Filing clerk for the Akashic Records
Office?

That last sounds about right...anyway, there we are mise en scene with the survivors, the ones confronting a
world that feels empowered to judge them for their responses to stimuli unknown to mere civilians:

Theway | seeit, when you put the uniform on, in effect you sign a contract. And you don't
back out of a contract merely because you've changed your mind. Y ou can still speak up for
your principles, you can still argue against the ones you're being made to fight for, but in the
end you do the job.

Doesn't that sound like someone who hasn't had to do the job issuing a pronunciamento? An armchair
warrior speaking from the privileged place of one who is defended, not one who defends. It was ever thus.

What a horror, then, to be trapped between aworld that you fought to save, and that world's utter inability
and complete unwillingness to learn what you lived:

Thisreinforced Rivers' sview that it was prolonged strain, immobility and hel plessness that did
the damage, and not the sudden shocks or bizarre horrors that the patients themselves were
inclined to point to as the explanation for their condition. That would help to account for the
greater prevalence of anxiety neuroses and hysterical disordersin women in peacetime, since
their relatively more confined lives gave them fewer opportunities of reacting to stressin active
and constructive ways. Any explanation of war neurosis must account for the fact that this
apparently intensely masculine life of war and danger and hardship produced in men the same
disorders that women suffered from in peace.

That kind of knowledge would devastate Society! Undermine the Divinely Ordained Rules! Heresy!! It must
be the case that these damaged men were weak, weak | say, unmanly and unworthy! It cannot be that what
they lived through damaged them by its nature, or else codified gender (and skin-color) inequality is Wrong.
And we all know that it is Right!

Ugh. But blessedly, the Great War began a process of (wrenching, painful) psychic change that the Ruling
Elite has been resisting, beating back, discrediting at every opportunity, and with increasing success, for 95
years:

It was... the Great White God de-throned, | suppose. Because we did, we quite
unselfconsciously assumed we were the measure of all things. That was how we approached
them. And suddenly | saw that we weren't the measure of all things, but that there was no
mesasure.

Look at the returned Irag War and Afghan War veterans...disillusioned, mutilated in body and in soul even



when bodies are whole, record numbers of veteran suicides stand to our national, human discredit, exactly as
they did then, and all because:

Y ou know you're walking around with a mask on, and you desperately want to take it off and
you can't because everybody else thinksit's your face.

If that sentence does not make you weep actual physical tears of helpless sadness and empathetic misery, you
are wanting in basic human kindness.

In the end, the reason | selected this book as my favorite Great War novel ahead of al others, isthissimple
distillation of the pointlessness of war in the face of its costs:

And as soon as you accepted that the man’ s breakdown was a consequence of his war
experience rather than his own innate weakness, then inevitably the war became the issue. And
the therapy was atest, not only of the genuineness of the individual’s symptoms, but also of the
validity of the demands the war was making on him. Rivers had survived partly by suppressing
his awareness of this. But then along came Sassoon and made the justifiability of the war a
matter for constant, open debate, and that suppression was no longer possible.

Thiswork islicensed under a Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial-ShareAlike 3.0 Unported
License.

Agnieszka says

This book is not about heroes. English poetry is not yet fit to speak of them.
Nor isit about deeds, or lands, nor anything about glory, honour, might, majesty, dominion, or power,
except War ... All a poet can do today iswarn. That iswhy the true Poets must be truthful .

In 1917 poet Sigfrid Sassoon terrified by the scale of war massacre made a statement called A Soldier's
Declaration in which announced that could no longer be a soldier and wouldn’'t come back on the front.
Because of that he landed in Craiglockhart War Hospital in Scotland for observation. Thisis a starting point
for Pat Barker’s novel Regeneration. Except Sassoon we meet there other historical figures like doctor
Rivers and other poets Robert Graves and Wilfred Owen. Poets in trenches. Indeed .

Y ou could say that idealism is a natural feature of youth. Obviously. Look at them. Graduates from elite
schools and non-educated boys as well. They set off on the war asfor atrip, asfor agreat Adventure, joined
the army as a volunteers convinced that dulce et decorumis pro Patria mori, overflowed with enthusiasm,
with their hearts filled pictures of brotherhood, sacrifice, honour

If I should die, think only this of me
That there's some corner of a foreign field
that isfor ever England



Meanwhile had experienced inequality, snobbery, idiotic rules and punishment for its breaking and finally
ended in Flanders trenches and dugoults, in waist-deep water, being gassed, waiting for death. So, whereis
the honour, where' sthe glory in that?

What passing-bells for these who die as cattle?
— Only the monstrous anger of the guns.

Only the stuttering rifles rapid rattle

Can patter out their hasty orisons.

These who survived, physically and mentally crippled, with eating disorders, with speech defects, haunted by
nightmares and hallucinations landed in hospitals for regeneration. That title has an ironic overtone as well,
because doctors helped their patients to regenerate, to recover their fragile mental equilibrium in purpose to
send them back on the front.

In one of the scenes doctor Riversiswatching fresco depicturing Abraham sacrificing his son Isaac to God.
Thereis something symbolical in that. Yes, what a nation, what a government could send own sons for death
? Does such society deserve of our fidelity and trust ?

Many people have been killed in that war. And many poets too. We could risk a statement that XX century
English literature has began with death of poetry. And experiences of the Great War has symbolically ended
the Golden Age. Asif, after Flanders fields, after Y pres and Somme, writing sweet poems have been
something indecent, asif aliterature itself has lost its innocence.

But the past isjust the same, and War's a bloody game. . . .
Have you forgottenyet 2. . .
Look down, and swear by the dain of the War that you'll never forget

In Flanders fields the poppies blow
Between the crosses, row on row ...

Lisa says

My experience with this World War | trilogy is bumpy, to say the least.

Starting by reading The Ghost Road without knowing it was the last in the series, | was not impressed. | have
difficulties with historical fiction which mixesfictional characterswith historical personsin a speculative
interpretation of history. But considering the unfairness of judging a series after reading only the conclusion,
I now embarked on the first one. Thus | find myself doing what Carol Ann Duffy did with the most famous
Wilfred Owen poem: spinning history backwards.

The Last Post, by Carol Ann Duffy:

"In al my dreams, before my helpless sight,
He plunges at me, guttering, choking droning.



If poetry could tell it backwards, true, begin

that moment shrapnel scythed you to the stinking mud...
but you get up amazed, watch bled bad blood

run upwards from the dime into its wounds;

see lines and lines of British boys rewind

back to their trenches, kiss the photographs from home -
mothers, sweethearts, sisters, younger brothers

not entering the story now

todieand dieand die

Dulce - No - Decorum - No - Pro patria mori

You walk away.

Y ou walk away; drop your gun (fixed bayonet)

like al your mates do too -

Harry, Tommy, Wilfred, Bert -

and light a cigarette.

There's coffee in the square,

warm French bread

and all those thousands dead

are shaking dried mud from their hair

and queuing up for home. Freshly alive,

alad plays Tipperary to the crowd, released

from History; the glistening, healthy horses fit for heroes, kings.
You lean against awall,

your several million lives till possible

and crammed with love, work, children talent, English beer, good food.
Y ou see the poet tuck away his pocket-book and smile.
If poetry could truly write it backwards,

then it would.”

The problem isthat it is not possible, really. History can't be unwritten, or rewritten.

And my issue with the third, Booker winning part of the seriesis accentuated and deepened by reading the
first volume: | don't like this kind of historical fiction, and my dislike grows deeper with every novel | try. |
prefer reading the authors who experienced the time themselves, thus giving authentic testimony, OR
historians who keep to objective documentation, analysing the primary and secondary sourcesin their
complexity and completeness, rather than through the lens of a biased fictional character, mingling with
historical persons.

A mix of those two approachesis not for me.
So that leaves the question open: should | skip the middle? Having started with the end, then reluctantly
moved backwards to the start, isit worthwhile to work my way through the action of the second in order to

close the circle?

Or should | leave it wide open and read more Sassoon firsthand instead? The Poems Of Wilfred Owen, in the
forwards direction, that is, | know amost by heart.

"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; al blind;
Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots

Of gas-shells dropping softly behind.

Gas! GAS! Quick, boysl—An ecstasy of fumbling
Fitting the clumsy helmetsjust in time,

But someone still was yelling out and stumbling
And flound'ring likeamanin fire or lime—

Dim through the misty panes and thick green light,
Asunder agreen sea, | saw him drowning.

In al 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 adevil’ 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 patriamori."

Shovelmonkeyl says

World War | and World War 11 were very different kinds of war. If you peak around the edges of history,
from an outside perspective, it may not seem so. And admittedly World War | and World War 11 were
notably linked by the repeat performance given by a number of major players who exhibited short fuses and
shorter memories over a period of less than twenty years. War iswar you may think; people are engaged in
mind blowingly brutal acts of killing and survival, reduced to pinprick statistics of life and death within a
swarming mass of uniforms. There are many different ways to die and the human mind is unfortunately
capable of spilling forth a veritable cornucopia of cruelty and viciousness regarding ways in which to
dispatch its fellow man. The 20th century provided a number of chilling showcases for such inventiveness. |
think it would be too depressing to enumerate them all here and the goodreads character limit might even
kick in before I"d finished to list.

Pat Barker’s Regeneration Trilogy approaches World War | from the other side and instead of leading us
across the bloodied fields of Y pres, Flanders, Mons, L oos and the Somme, we start at the Craiglockhart War
Hospital outside Edinburgh where men are being treated for shell-shock, trench fever and a thousand
connotations of the nervous twitching horror generated by being forced to lie in a shallow trench, largely



propped, buttressed and constructed from the frozen or decomposing bodies of your own squadron, friends
and family, while you wait to see whether the next shell will ensure your place as part of the trench
architecture.

Focusing on the chance meeting of war poets, Wilfred Owen and soldier turned pacifist Siegfried Sassoon on
the ward at Craiglockhart hospital, the story also weaves in the ideas of mental and physical healing. Aswell
as examining the roles of man as soldier it fits the conscientious objectors, the fathers, the sons, the
homosexual s, the deserters, the pacifists and those too old to fight into the complex machinery of the
impersonal war machine. Thisis atime when mansrolein British Society has been reduced to the simple
status of soldier or civilian, where you must be able to provide a damned good reason for still being the
latter. A surprisingly compelling read with powerful themes and a good start to the award winning trilogy.

Ted says

| have found all of Pat Barker's books that | have read fascinating, and | especially like the Regeneration
trilogy. (Regeneration, The Eye In The Door, The Ghost Road) These novels, about the psychological toll
that World War | exacted on some of its (at least temporary) survivors, are wrenching. I've always been
fascinated by World War 1, especialy from the English perspective. What away to start the twentieth
century; and of course, rather than awar to end wars, it was merely an introduction to the horrors that we
encountered as the century wore on.

For a heart-rending description of the Europe which the first world war put an end to, check out Stefan
Zweig's The World of Y esterday, which | would rate as one of the most affecting books | have ever read.

Previousreview: Prodigal Summer Kingsolver
Random review: Cuz: The Life and Times of Michagl A
Next review: Resurrection Tolstoy

Previouslibrary review: Weaveworld
Next library review: The Eye in the Door

Paul says

Thefirst volumein Pat Barker’s First World War trilogy; and what an excellent start and a brilliant weaving
of fact and fiction. | already knew about Craiglockhart and the hospital for those with “shellshock” and
breakdown with the pioneering psychologist Rivers. Siegfried Sassoon’s stay thereiswell documented in
Max Egremont’s excellent biography. He is a central part of this novel and his interactions with Rivers and
Wilfred Owen (whom he encouraged to write poetry). Robert Graves also pops up; he tried to shield Sassoon
from the results of his declaration. Sassoon was highly decorated (he had a Military cross), but he was
disillusioned with the war and sent a declaration to The Times;



“1 am making this statement as an act of wilful defiance of military authority because | believe that the war is
being deliberately prolonged by those who have the power to end it. | am a soldier, convinced that | am
acting on behalf of soldiers. | believe that the war upon which | entered as awar of defence and liberation
has now become awar of aggression and conguest. | believe that the purposes for which | 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 | can no longer be a party to prolong these sufferings
for ends which | believe to be evil and unjust. | 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, | make this protest against the deception which is being practised
upon them; also | 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 enough
imagination to realize.”

It isworth quoting in full and Barker starts the book with it. Sassoon’s friend Graves realized that Sassoon
was heading for a court martial and applied to the medical board (Sassoon had been wounded) to persuade
them that Sassoon was suffering from shellshock.

Barker tells Sassoon’ s story; his homosexuality is hinted at and his talks with Rivers are well imagined.
Owen and Graves are minor characters but add a great deal to the novel. Asdo thefictional characters who
are brilliantly drawn, especially Prior.

Barker makes some interesting points about what we now call PTSD. Women had long been pigeonholed as
being proneto “hysteria’ in its many forms and the men who suffered from the same type of ailment were
handled very differently and quietly. The First World War with its horrors and sheer brutality produced men
suffering from PTSD and it was the sheer numbers that meant the issue could not be ignored. Barker
contrasts the humane and modern approach favoured by Rivers with other more brutal approaches. Barker
presents many of the ideasin flux at the time and what is most prescient is the very modernity and relevance
to the present conflicts we have been contending with in our generation.

There is amyth that the Great War changed everything and people woke up to the nature of war; we know it
isn’t so unfortunately. Barker manages to make it quite difficult to disentangle the strands of fact and fiction
she sets up; but she does avery good job of conveying the horrors of war in a subtle way; thisis not boring
history or historical fiction; it isamirror for humanity to look into and see the obscenity of war.




