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Stephen Crane (1871-1900) 
Excerpts from War Is Kind 
 
Do not weep, maiden, for war is kind.       1 
Because your lover threw wild hands toward the sky 
And the affrighted steed ran on alone, 
Do not weep. 
War is kind.           5 
 
      Hoarse, booming drums of the regiment, 
      Little souls who thirst for fight, 
      These men were born to drill and die. 
      The unexplained glory flies above them, 
      Great is the battle-god, great, and his kingdom—     10 
      A field where a thousand corpses lie. 
 
Do not weep, babe, for war is kind. 
Because your father tumbled in the yellow trenches, 
Raged at his breast, gulped and died, 
Do not weep.           15 
War is kind. 
 
      Swift, blazing flag of the regiment, 
      Eagle with crest of red and gold, 
      These men were born to drill and die. 
      Point for them the virtue of slaughter,      20 
      Make plain to them the excellence of killing 
      And a field where a thousand corpses lie. 
 
Mother whose heart hung humble as a button 
On the bright splendid shroud of your son, 
Do not weep.           25 
War is kind.           26 
 

- - - - - - - 
 

Forth went the candid man        1 
And spoke freely to the wind— 
When he looked about him he was in a far strange country. 
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Forth went the candid man 
And spoke freely to the stars—        5 
Yellow light tore sight from his eyes. 
 
“My good fool,” said a learned bystandard 
“Your operations are mad.” 
 
“You are too candid,” cried the candid man 
And when his stick left the head of the learned bystander    10 
It was two sticks.          11 
 

- - - - - - - 
 

In the night           1 
Grey heavy clouds muffled the valleys 
And the peaks looked toward God, alone. 

“Oh, Master that movest the wind with a finger 
“Humble, idle, futile peaks are we.      5 
“Grant that we may run swiftly across the world 
“To huddle in worship at Thy feet.” 

 
In the morning 
A noise of men at work came the clear blue miles 
And the little black cities were apparent.       10 
 “Oh, Master that knowest the meaning of rain-drops 
 “Humble, idle, futile peaks are we. 
 “Give voice to us we pray oh, Lord 
 “That we may sing Thy goodness to the sun.” 
 
In the evening          15 
The far valleys were sprinkled with tiny lights. 
 “Oh, Master 
 “Thou that knowest the value of kings and birds 
 “Thou hast made us humble, idle, futile peaks. 
 “Thou only, needest eternal patience;      20 
 “We bow to Thy wisdom, oh, Lord— 
 “Humble, idle, futile peaks.” 
 
In the night 
Grey heavy clouds muffled the valleys 
And the peaks looked towards God, alone.      25 


