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Sport As Battle 
 
 
 
 
Sportswriters often employ the language of conflict when describing a match. 
 
Here, we look at several inspirational passages to see how well-chosen words 
can stir the emotions of others. 
 
As you read through them, look out for any common themes. 
 
 

• For example, what personal qualities does the leader display? 
 

• How are the ‘enemy’ generally portrayed? 
 

• How is the cause of the ‘good guys’ generally portrayed? 
 

• What qualities does the leader demand / expect from those he / she is 
addressing? 

 

• What kind of reward does the leader promise to his / her people? 
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Queen Elizabeth’s Speech to the Troops at Tilbury, 9 August, 1588. 
 
 
 
My loving people. 
 
We have been persuaded by some that are careful of our safety, to take heed 
how we commit our selves to armed multitudes, for fear of treachery; but I 
assure you I do not desire to live to distrust my faithful and loving people.  
 
Let tyrants fear. I have always so behaved myself that, under God, I have 
placed my chiefest strength and safeguard in the loyal hearts and good-will of 
my subjects; and therefore I am come amongst you, as you see, at this time, 
not for my recreation and disport, but being resolved, in the midst and heat of 
the battle, to live and die amongst you all; to lay down for my God, and for my 
kingdom, and my people, my honour and my blood, even in the dust. 
 
I know I have the body of a weak, feeble woman; but I have the heart and 
stomach of a king, and of a king of England too, and think foul scorn 
that Parma or Spain, or any prince of Europe, should dare to invade the 
borders of my realm; to which rather than any dishonour shall grow by me, I 
myself will take up arms, I myself will be your general, judge, and rewarder of 
every one of your virtues in the field. 
 
I know already, for your forwardness you have deserved rewards and crowns; 
and We do assure you on a word of a prince, they shall be duly paid.  
 
In the mean time, my lieutenant general shall be in my stead, than whom 
never prince commanded a more noble or worthy subject; not doubting but by 
your obedience to my general, by your concord in the camp, and your valour 
in the field, we shall shortly have a famous victory over these enemies of my 
God, of my kingdom, and of my people. 
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St. Crispin’s Day speech from Henry V (1599) by William Shakespeare 
 
KING. What’s he that wishes so? 
My cousin Westmoreland? No, my fair cousin; 
If we are mark’d to die, we are enow 
To do our country loss; and if to live, 
The fewer men, the greater share of honour. 
God’s will! I pray thee, wish not one man more. 
By Jove, I am not covetous for gold, 
Nor care I who doth feed upon my cost; 
It yearns me not if men my garments wear; 
Such outward things dwell not in my desires. 
But if it be a sin to covet honour, 
I am the most offending soul alive. 
No, faith, my coz, wish not a man from England. 
God’s peace! I would not lose so great an honour 
As one man more methinks would share from me 
For the best hope I have. O, do not wish one more! 
Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through my host, 
That he which hath no stomach to this fight, 
Let him depart; his passport shall be made, 
And crowns for convoy put into his purse; 
We would not die in that man’s company 
That fears his fellowship to die with us. 
This day is call’d the feast of Crispian. 
He that outlives this day, and comes safe home, 
Will stand a tip-toe when this day is nam’d, 
And rouse him at the name of Crispian. 
He that shall live this day, and see old age, 
Will yearly on the vigil feast his neighbours, 
And say “To-morrow is Saint Crispian.” 
Then will he strip his sleeve and show his scars, 
And say “These wounds I had on Crispian’s day.” 
Old men forget; yet all shall be forgot, 
But he’ll remember, with advantages, 
What feats he did that day. Then shall our names, 
Familiar in his mouth as household words- 
Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter, 
Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloucester- 
Be in their flowing cups freshly rememb’red. 
This story shall the good man teach his son; 
And Crispin Crispian shall ne’er go by, 
From this day to the ending of the world, 
But we in it shall be remembered- 
We few, we happy few, we band of brothers; 
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For he to-day that sheds his blood with me 
Shall be my brother; be he ne’er so vile, 
This day shall gentle his condition; 
And gentlemen in England now-a-bed 
Shall think themselves accurs’d they were not here, 
And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any speaks 
That fought with us upon Saint Crispin’s day. 
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The Charge of the Light Brigade by Alfred, Lord Tennyson 

 

 

I 

Half a league, half a league, 

Half a league onward, 

All in the valley of Death 

   Rode the six hundred. 

“Forward, the Light Brigade! 

Charge for the guns!” he said. 

Into the valley of Death 

   Rode the six hundred. 

 

II 

“Forward, the Light Brigade!” 

Was there a man dismayed? 

Not though the soldier knew 

   Someone had blundered. 

   Theirs not to make reply, 

   Theirs not to reason why, 

   Theirs but to do and die. 

   Into the valley of Death 

   Rode the six hundred. 

 

III 

Cannon to right of them, 

Cannon to left of them, 

Cannon in front of them 

   Volleyed and thundered; 

Stormed at with shot and shell, 

Boldly they rode and well, 

Into the jaws of Death, 

Into the mouth of hell 

   Rode the six hundred. 
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IV 

Flashed all their sabres bare, 

Flashed as they turned in air 

Sabring the gunners there, 

Charging an army, while 

   All the world wondered. 

Plunged in the battery-smoke 

Right through the line they broke; 

Cossack and Russian 

Reeled from the sabre stroke 

   Shattered and sundered. 

Then they rode back, but not 

   Not the six hundred. 

 

V 

Cannon to right of them, 

Cannon to left of them, 

Cannon behind them 

   Volleyed and thundered; 

Stormed at with shot and shell, 

While horse and hero fell. 

They that had fought so well 

Came through the jaws of Death, 

Back from the mouth of hell, 

All that was left of them, 

   Left of six hundred. 

 

VI 

When can their glory fade? 

O the wild charge they made! 

   All the world wondered. 

Honour the charge they made! 

Honour the Light Brigade, 

   Noble six hundred! 
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Henry V, Act III, Scene I  
William Shakespeare, 1564 - 1616 
 
Once more unto the breach, dear friends, once more; 
Or close the wall up with our English dead! 
In peace there’s nothing so becomes a man, 
As modest stillness and humility; 
But when the blast of war blows in our ears, 
Then imitate the action of the tiger: 
Stiffen the sinews, conjure up the blood, 
Disguise fair nature with hard-favoured rage: 
Then lend the eye a terrible aspect; 
Let it pry through the portage of the head, 
Like the brass cannon; let the brow o’erwhelm it 
As fearfully as doth a galled rock 
O’erhang and jutty his confounded base, 
Swill’d with the wild and wasteful ocean. 
Now set the teeth and stretch the nostril wide; 
Hold hard the breath and bend up every spirit 
To his full height. On, on, you noblest English, 
Whose blood is fet from fathers of war-proof! 
Fathers that, like so many Alexanders,  
Have in these parts from morn till even fought, 
And sheathed their swords for lack of argument. 
Dishonour not your mothers: now attest, 
That those whom you call’d fathers did beget you. 
Be copy now to men of grosser blood, 
And teach them how to war. And you, good yeoman, 
Whose limbs were made in England, show us here 
The mettle of your pasture: let us swear 
That you are worth your breeding; which I doubt not; 
For there is none of you so mean and base, 
That hath not noble lustre in your eyes. 
I see you stand like greyhounds in the slips, 
Straining upon the start. The game’s afoot: 
Follow your spirit; and upon this charge, 
Cry ‘God for Harry! England! and Saint George!' 
 
 

 
 


