Ben Robertson
Assessment 1
A battle lost
We all fight in this war
The conquest of natural order 
Our bonds made before we choose
Our ways set before we decide
No fallen soldiers will be tolerated, we keep each other unerring

In this crusade, I was in a regiment
Assigned to me without consent 
A role forced to be played, presented
Directed by anyone, everyone, no one 
A performance that can have no mistakes
For this fight cannot be lost, no casualties can be taken

My comrades are myself, each unique
We have enforcers, questioners, watchers
We have the curious, the closed, the dying
The dead, resting in their shallow graves
Our platoon is polluted, poisoned
Yet we are one, we face it together
In are unified solitude

The battle continues now and forever
Our plight meaningless, fatuous
The skirmish shall never cease
Don’t question orders, that’s what we learnt
Yet a thought ebbs through me
Why are we fighting?
Would it be so bad to lose?
Would it be so bad?
The poem itself is to convey the idea of forced gender roles as well as having them reinforced through societal standards. The poem is militaristic, a war “The conquest of natural order” I took this approach to symbolise a few things. One would be the incredible effort it takes to try and live how you are expected to; another one is that I aimed to convey the unfairness of gender roles. I did this by comparing it to a war, mainly how people were drafted to fight. This is enforced by the “Assigned to me without consent” line. Lastly, I used it to imply the struggle that comes from the stereotypes of masculinity. During wartime, Men and only men were drafted to fight, this is a reason why the poem had the setting of a war.
When writing this poem I read numerous war poems, some being “dulce et decorum est” by Wilfred Owen[footnoteRef:1] and “In Flanders Fields” by John McCrae[footnoteRef:2]. The two poems are about WW1 and the struggles that involved, I took more inspiration From “In Flanders Fields” as it plays with the idea of being on the losing side of the fight, the death of the soldiers; this idea can be seen at the final lines of poem with the three questions. [1:  https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/46560/dulce-et-decorum-est]  [2:  https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/47380/in-flanders-fields] 

However, the poem uses a war as more of a backdrop than the focus, the focus being more the fight of presenting the correct way as it has been deemed fit. One poem I used for inspiration was “Little man” by Isabella Romero[footnoteRef:3]. The poem talks about how a man is expected to act and ends in a end note of being accepted no matter. My poem is more bittersweet, It only goes as far as questioning whether these roles should be fought for, not giving a definite answer.   [3:  https://allpoetry.com/poem/16932025-Little-Man-by-Isabella-Romero] 

The poem is formatted inconsistently throughout, most stanzas having a different number of lines. There is no structure I followed either. This was intended as I wanted to show the difficulty of trying to simplify gender roles and how each person has their own unique view on what gender should be.  However, the poem is structured simply, nothing extravagant. This was also intended as it contradicts the previous argument. The conflicting views were to show the ambivalence that is prevalent when discussing gender/sex roles and ideals.
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