The Essay on the Poem by John McCrae
«In Flanders Fields».
     In May 1915 a Canadian Army doctor John McCrae wrote his poem "In Flanders Fields" about the bloody battle on the fields of Flanders (Belgium), which later became worldwide famous. To a great extent thanks to this poem a red poppy became the symbol of memory: 
 In Flanders fields the poppies blow 
Between the crosses, row on row, 
   That mark our place; and in the sky 
   The larks, still bravely singing, fly 
Scarce heard amid the guns below. 
We are the Dead. Short days ago 
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow, 
   Loved and were loved, and now we lie, 
                 In Flanders fields. 

Take up our quarrel with the foe: 
To you from failing hands we throw 
   The torch; be yours to hold it high. 
   If ye break faith with us who die 
We shall not sleep, though poppies grow 
                 In Flanders Fields. 

Why is the symbol of the poem scarlet poppies? Poppies are the only flowers that can bloom  when everything around is dead. That is why in the fields of Flanders, tilled by four years of battles, there was a sea of poppies which nobody saw before or after the war. A poppy became the flower of Memory of the fallen people in Canada. 
     On August 4, 1914 Canada declared war on Germany. Only within three weeks 45 thousand Canadians enrolled in the ranks of volunteers, among them was a military surgeon John McCrae. In April 1915 he fought in Belgium, near Ypres, in an area traditionally called Flanders. It is just the place where there was one of the most violent and bloodiest battles of World War I – “Second Battle of Ypres”. Breaking through the defence line, the Germans used poisonous gas (mustard gas) against the allied forces. Despite the lethal effect of the gas, the Allies fought heroically and held out for sixteen long days and nights. Hundreds of the wounded were continuously taken to the trench, which housed the hospital, and McCrae tried to relieve their intolerable sufferings. He was surrounded by the dying and already dead. 
    Here's how McCrae described the battle of Ypres in a letter to his mother: "The main impression of these days is a nightmare. Seventeen days and seventeen nights I hear the sounds of gunfire and the thunder of cannon, which don’t subside for a moment. And the background of this is the sight of hundreds of dead, dying, wounded, shell-shocked people". Reading these lines, one could not help imagine how horrified he was. On May 2, 1915 a close friend of McCrae - Lt. Alexis Helmer, a recent student from Ottawa, was killed by a shell fragment. He was buried next to the field hospital in complete darkness, because of security reasons to kindle the fire was strictly forbidden. The next morning, in between attacks, waiting for another group of the wounded, John McCrae wrote 15 lines, which soon became known in many countries. 
   Perhaps, when McCrae was writing the poem he looked from time to time there where his friend Helmer found his eternal rest. That is why the poem was an accurate description of reality which surrounded McCrae: 
 In Flanders fields the poppies blow 
Between the crosses, row on row, 
   That mark our place.
    In the poem the author precisely describes the scene which the people who were there watched. McCrae used the word "blow" in the first line because the poppies really blew that morning under the breath of light east wind. "... One could see how the survivors crawled out of the trenches to bury their dead comrades during short rests. So day after day rows of crosses stretched farther and farther and scarlet poppies bloomed between them. And, as John exactly described it, early in the morning you could hear the twittering of larks in the short pauses between the explosions of shells ", - a line from the memoirs of Colonel Edward Morrison, who sent the poem «In Flanders Fields» to London, where it was published in the magazine «Punch» in December 1915 and became the symbol of sacrifice of all those who had fought on the battlefields of that war, and had been at all the fronts of the First World War. And in the time of writing the poem John McCrae could not probably think that it would be printed. 
   The lyrical character, the died warriors – the soldiers of the First World War appeal on behalf of all the victims to the younger generation and to us, their descendants: 

                           …now we lie, 
                 In Flanders fields. 
Take up our quarrel with the foe: 
To you from failing hands we throw 
   The torch; be yours to hold it high. 
 
  The lyrical character bequeaths the torch of peace which should be protected to us: too high price was paid for it. He asks to realize that the war is huge and unnecessary casualties and immense human suffering. The meaning of the treatment is the appeal to all the living to live in peace. We have no right to "drop" the faith of soldiers, the faith of those who lay in the fields of Flanders, in us, those who live, love, watch the sunrises and sunsets at present as they used to do... They want to believe that their death was not in vain and they can sleep peacefully. And we should be the gatekeepers of the world not to repeat the wars either 1914 or 1941. 
   The poem by A.T.Tvardovsky "I was killed near Rzhev" (1945-1946) is dedicated to those who defended our Motherland during the Great Patriotic War. It is based on the author's commemorative visit to Rzhev in autumn 1942. "The impressions of this trip, - Tvardovsky wrote later, - were the most depressing and bitter to the physical pain in the heart for all the war." "I was killed near Rzhev" - the story full of unrelieved sorrow on behalf of those (as in the poem "In Flanders Fields"), who will never know how the terrible war ended and will never feel the joy of Victory. The unusual story of a killed soldier in a combination with the true and real situation of the battle ("I was killed near Rzhev, in a nameless swamp, in the fifth company, on the left, during the fierce raid") gives the right to the character to learn about the fate of the town, which he defended (“The front was on fire, not quietening down, like a scar on the body. I was killed and I do not know whether Rzhev is ours at last? "), and say in a loud voice about high measure of the accomplished feat: 
And the dead, voiceless 
Have one consolation: 
We died for our Motherland, 
 But it was saved... 

   Sorrowful lines of the poem are constantly alternated with the ones expressing hope and belief that the survivors will be worth the memory of the soldiers fallen for their country. The dead soldier as if adjures the survivors: 
Bequeath in your life 
You to be happy 
And native homeland
To serve with honor. 

   This poem is a manly-mournful story about the war, about the nameless unknown soldiers. They fell, they do not exist, but they live in us, we are not alienated from them, and their thoughts and feelings were inevitably to find a voice. The poems "In Flanders Fields " and "I was killed near Rzhev" became such voices that appeal “ to protect …sacred" Victory and Motherland "in memory of the warrior-brother that was killed for it".
