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Task One
Read Wilfred Owen’s famous poem Disabled
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Wilfred Owen (1893 - 1918)

Disabled
He sat in a wheeled chair, waiting for dark,
And shivered in his ghastly suit of grey,
Legless, sewn short at elbow. Through the park
Voices of boys rang saddening like a hymn,
Voices of play and pleasure after day,
Till gathering sleep had mothered them from him. 
About this time Town used to swing so gay
When glow-lamps budded in the light blue trees,
And girls glanced lovelier as the air grew dim, -
In the old times, before he threw away his knees.
Now he will never feel again how slim
Girls' waists are, or how warm their subtle hands;
All of them touch him like some queer disease.
There was an artist silly for his face,
For it was younger than his youth, last year.
Now, he is old; his back will never brace;
He's lost his colour very far from here,
Poured it down shell-holes till the veins ran dry,
And half his lifetime lapsed in the hot race
And leap of purple spurted from his thigh.

One time he liked a blood-smear down his leg,
After the matches, carried shoulder-high.
It was after football, when he'd drunk a peg,
He thought he'd better join. - He wonders why.
Someone had said he'd look a god in kilts,
That's why; and may be, too, to please his Meg;
Aye, that was it, to please the giddy jilts
He asked to join. He didn't have to beg;
Smiling they wrote his lie; aged nineteen years.
Germans he scarcely thought of; all their guilt,
And Austria's, did not move him. And no fears
Of Fear came yet. He thought of jewelled hilts
For daggers in plaid socks; of smart salutes;
And care of arms; and leave; and pay arrears;
Esprit de corps; and hints for young recruits.
And soon, he was drafted out with drums and cheers.
Some cheered him home, but not as crowds cheer Goal.
Only a solemn man who brought him fruits
Thanked him; and then inquired about his soul.
Now, he will spend a few sick years in institutes,
And do what things the rules consider wise,
And take whatever pity they may dole.
To-night he noticed how the women's eyes
Passed from him to the strong men that were whole.
How cold and late it is! Why don't they come
And put him into bed? Why don't they come?
You may like to listen to a sombre and powerful reading of the poem with text illustration:
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=k2aMIMeJ0S4&feature=related
And you could listen to one of our famous actors, Kenneth Branagh, giving a perfect reading of the poem:
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ad0iEvQ9S4c
And finally you could listen to a teacher Tim Hewitt giving his view of the poem
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mGfaPD5JcRg&feature=related
Then, here are some questions for you to answer:
How does this poem achieve its effects?
What are the contrasts in the poem?
What does the poem make you feel?
Look now at a clip of the present war in Afghanistan and the effects it has on young soldiers
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_XcGCmPO8ms
The clip is about Two Brave Royal Anglian Soldiers who briefly talk to a BBC news team about the injuries they sustained during their 2007 Tour of Afghanistan,
Matt lost a limb after a mine strike and Simon sustained shrapnel from injury from a hand grenade leaving metal still lodged in his heart.
And finally you could also see this special video to commemorate the many young heroes of the war in Afghanistan. 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LPJ2qk_g3Xs&feature=related

Take a well-earned break and then return to the second part of the task below
Task Two
Le Scaphandre et le Papillon
(The Diving Bell and the Butterfly)
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Jean-Dominique Bauby, journalist and writer: born Paris 1952; married (one son, one daughter); died Garches 9 March 1997.

Jean-Dominique Bauby’s Obituary

A voice reaches us, crying out from the depths of a profound silence: "I am alive, I can think, and no one has the right to deny me these two realities."
The words were conveyed by a flicker of the left eyelid and come from a truly extraordinary book, Le Scaphandre et le papillon (The Diving bell and the Butterfly) by a former journalist, Jean-Dominique Bauby. He worked for journals like the Quotidien de Paris and Paris Match and for four years until December 1995 was the very successful chief editor of the fashion magazine Elle.
Then the unthinkable happened. A cardiovascular accident paralysed him and sent him into a deep coma, from which he emerged 20 days later in the Hopital Maritime at Berck, on the north-east coast of France, his brain intact, but able only to blink his left eyelid. He was diagnosed as suffering from the rare disease called "Locked-in Syndrome", unable to breathe, swallow or eat without assistance.
In this inert body, the brain was working furiously, with a mixture of rage, exasperation and wild humour, trying to make people understand what he was thinking. With the help of a specialised nurse, Claude Mendibil, dispatched by the publisher Robert Laffont, he was able to write his book, using only his ability to blink at the most frequently used letters of the alphabet - E, S, A, R, I, N, T and so on, while Mendibil pointed to them on a screen: one blink for "yes", two blinks for "no".
He would spend most of the night editing his thoughts and composing sentences, which he memorised so that when Mendibil arrived in the morning he could dictate the latest instalment to her in a succession of blinks. The man's courageous spirit and the passionate tracking of a good story were combined in this supreme journalistic effort to produce a book whose vivid title describes the immobile state of his body (the deep-sea diver in one of those heavy old-fashioned diving suits) and the state of his mind, fluttering like a rare butterfly from letter to letter, from word to word, page to page to the end of a book of just over 100 pages.
One would expect from this process a stiff factual report, but that is not the case. The book reads in flowing images that illuminate his predicament and enlighten our own darkness in the face of this mystery. The style is clear and fresh, and not without elegance, imagination and shafts of humour. One of the beauties of the book is the portrait that emerges of the attentive speech therapist who does her best to teach him to re-learn letters and syllables. There are bleak pictures of the wintry beach at Berck Plage, a melancholy symbol of his own sense of desertion. In his hypersensitive condition, each sound becomes unbearable, meaningless noise, and when his two children come to visit him their capers have to be endured with saintly patience.
He is also in search of past time, of memory itself, of the books he has read, the poems he learnt by heart; even more sad, he thinks of all the books he wanted to read and hadn't done so. He has to listen to someone else reading them to him. He remembers a bet he lost at a racetrack, one of the many flashes of wry humour in his book. Above all, he remembers his life as a journalist, as an editor, with its agonies and disappointments, his sense of being exploited by the media, yet his desire, in his post as editor of Elle, to do something for the rights of women, to help them free themselves from various tyrannies.
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See this clip of a montage from the film of The Diving Bell and The Butterfly
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tuL5wq8_WrQ&feature=related
And finally you can watch more footage from the film with some beautiful musical accompaniment Your Hand in Mine by the band Explosions in The Sky
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-x_rbZ5VwBc&feature=related

Task Three
Now you can be creative. The English course on the IB studies a wide-range of literature from across the world and it also asks students to be engaging, creative people.
So, we would like you to write a poem or short story about how a person copes with difference from others in society. This could be a fictional you or other person. Choose first of third person. There is no length requirement; just write a piece which will express powerful feelings and a situation in which a character experiences a traumatic change and perhaps isolation from others.
Keep safe on a memory stick what you have written and you may wish to revise it a few times. If you go back to the Wilfred Owen poem he was always revising his poems until they were some of the finest poems of war and his generation.
If you could make a short video to go with the words that would be amazing! We might even give a special thank-you for any videos made.
We would like you to share your writing with others at a convenient point in the early part of the course, as we begin to study the remarkable true story of Jean-Dominique Bauby in The Diving Bell and the Butterfly.
Carpe Diem
Enjoy yourself. English on the IB is a life-changing experience!
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