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Anthem For Doomed Youth

What passing-bells for these who die as cattle? 
Only the monstrous anger of the guns. 
Only the stuttering rifles’ rapid rattle 
Can patter out their hasty orisons. 
No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor bells; 
Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs, 
The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells; 
And bugles calling for them from sad shires. 
What candles may be held to speed them all? 
Not in the hands of boys, but in their eyes 
Shall shine the holy glimmers of good-byes. 
The pallor of girls’ brows shall be their pall; 
Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds, 
And each slow dusk a drawing-down of blinds.

Wilfred 
Owen
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What passing-bells for these who die as cattle? 
Only the monstrous anger of the guns. 
Only the stuttering rifles' rapid rattle 
Can patter out their hasty orisons. 
No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor bells; 
Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs, 
The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells; 
And bugles calling for them from sad shires. 
What candles may be held to speed them all? 
Not in the hands of boys, but in their eyes 
Shall shine the holy glimmers of good-byes. 
The pallor of girls' brows shall be their pall; 
Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds, 
And each slow dusk a drawing-down of blinds.
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Asleep

Under his helmet, up against his 
pack,
After so many days of work and 
waking,
Sleep took him by the brow and 
laid him back.
 
There, in the happy no-time of his 
sleeping,
Death took him by the heart. There 
heaved a quaking
Of the aborted life within him 
leaping,
Then chest and sleepy arms once 
more fell slack.

And soon the slow, stray blood 
came creeping
From the intruding lead, like ants 
on track.

Whether his deeper sleep lie shad-
ed by the shaking
Of great wings, and the thoughts 
that hung the stars,
High-pillowed on calm pillows of 
God’s making,
Above these clouds, these rains, 
these sleets of lead,
And these winds’ scimitars,
-Or whether yet his thin and sod-
den head
Confuses more and more with the 
low mould,
His hair being one with the grey 
grass
Of finished fields, and wire-scrags 
rusty-old,
Who knows? Who hopes? Who trou-
bles? Let it pass!
He sleeps. He sleeps less tremu-
lous, less cold,
Than we who wake, and waking 
say Alas!

Wilfred 
Owen
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What passing-bells for these who die as cattle? 
Only the monstrous anger of the guns. 
Only the stuttering rifles' rapid rattle 
Can patter out their hasty orisons. 
No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor bells; 
Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs, 
The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells; 
And bugles calling for them from sad shires. 
What candles may be held to speed them all? 
Not in the hands of boys, but in their eyes 
Shall shine the holy glimmers of good-byes. 
The pallor of girls' brows shall be their pall; 
Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds, 
And each slow dusk a drawing-down of blinds.

WORLD POETRY MONTH
HONOURING THE CENTENARY 

OF ARMISTICE DAY 
1918-2018

The Soldier

If I should die, think only 
this of me:
   That there’s some corner 
of a foreign field
That is for ever England.  
There shall be
   In that rich earth a richer 
dust concealed;
A dust whom England bore, 
shaped, made aware,
   Gave, once, her flowers to 
love, her ways to roam,
A body of England’s, breath-
ing English air,
   Washed by the rivers, 
blest by suns of home.

And think, this heart, all evil 
shed away,
   A pulse in the eternal 
mind, no less
     Gives somewhere back 
the thoughts by England 
given;
Her sights and sounds; 
dreams happy as her day;
   And laughter, learnt of 
friends; and gentleness,
     In hearts at peace, under 
an English heaven.

Rupert 
Brooke
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What passing-bells for these who die as cattle? 
Only the monstrous anger of the guns. 
Only the stuttering rifles' rapid rattle 
Can patter out their hasty orisons. 
No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor bells; 
Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs, 
The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells; 
And bugles calling for them from sad shires. 
What candles may be held to speed them all? 
Not in the hands of boys, but in their eyes 
Shall shine the holy glimmers of good-byes. 
The pallor of girls' brows shall be their pall; 
Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds, 
And each slow dusk a drawing-down of blinds.
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Soliloquy

When I was young I had a care
Lest I should cheat me of my share
Of that which makes it sweet to 
strive
For life, and dying still survive,
A name in sunshine written higher
Than lark or poet dare aspire.

But I grew weary doing well.
Besides, ‘twas sweeter in that hell,
Down with the loud banditti people
Who robbed the orchards, climbed 
the steeple
For jackdaws’ eyes and made the 
cock
Crow ere ‘twas daylight on the 
clock.
I was so very bad the neighbours
Spoke of me at their daily labours.

And now I’m drinking wine in 
France,
The helpless child of circumstance.
To-morrow will be loud with war,
How will I be accounted for?

It is too late now to retrieve
A fallen dream, too late to grieve
A name unmade, but not too late
To thank the gods for what is 
great;
A keen-edged sword, a soldier’s 
heart,
Is greater than a poet’s art.
And greater than a poet’s fame
A little grave that has no name.

Francis 
Ledwidge
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What passing-bells for these who die as cattle? 
Only the monstrous anger of the guns. 
Only the stuttering rifles' rapid rattle 
Can patter out their hasty orisons. 
No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor bells; 
Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs, 
The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells; 
And bugles calling for them from sad shires. 
What candles may be held to speed them all? 
Not in the hands of boys, but in their eyes 
Shall shine the holy glimmers of good-byes. 
The pallor of girls' brows shall be their pall; 
Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds, 
And each slow dusk a drawing-down of blinds.
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Aftermath
Have you forgotten yet?...
For the world’s events have rumbled 
on since those gagged days,
Like traffic checked while at the cross-
ing of city-ways:
And the haunted gap in your mind has 
filled with thoughts that flow
Like clouds in the lit heaven of life; 
and you’re a man reprieved to go,
Taking your peaceful share of Time, 
with joy to spare.
But the past is just the same--and 
War’s a bloody game...
Have you forgotten yet?...
Look down, and swear by the slain of 
the War that you’ll never forget.

Do you remember the dark months 
you held the sector at Mametz--
The nights you watched and wired 
and dug and piled sandbags on par-
apets?

Do you remember the rats; and the 
stench
Of corpses rotting in front of the front-
line trench--
And dawn coming, dirty-white, and 
chill with a hopeless rain?
Do you ever stop and ask, ‘Is it all 
going to happen again?’

Do you remember that hour of din 
before the attack--
And the anger, the blind compassion 
that seized and shook you then
As you peered at the doomed and hag-
gard faces of your men?
Do you remember the stretcher-cases 
lurching back
With dying eyes and lolling heads--
those ashen-grey
Masks of the lads who once were keen 
and kind and gay?

Have you forgotten yet?...
Look up, and swear by the green of 
the spring that you’ll never forget.

Siegfred 
Sassoon
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What passing-bells for these who die as cattle? 
Only the monstrous anger of the guns. 
Only the stuttering rifles' rapid rattle 
Can patter out their hasty orisons. 
No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor bells; 
Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs, 
The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells; 
And bugles calling for them from sad shires. 
What candles may be held to speed them all? 
Not in the hands of boys, but in their eyes 
Shall shine the holy glimmers of good-byes. 
The pallor of girls' brows shall be their pall; 
Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds, 
And each slow dusk a drawing-down of blinds.
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The Poet as Hero

You’ve heard me, scornful, harsh, and discontented, 
Mocking and loathing War: you’ve asked me why 
Of my old, silly sweetness I’ve repented-- 
My ecstasies changed to an ugly cry. 

You are aware that once I sought the Grail, 
Riding in armour bright, serene and strong; 
And it was told that through my infant wail 
There rose immortal semblances of song. 

But now I’ve said good-bye to Galahad, 
And am no more the knight of dreams and show: 
For lust and senseless hatred make me glad, 
And my killed friends are with me where I go. 
Wound for red wound I burn to smite their wrongs; 
And there is absolution in my songs.

Siegfred 
Sassoon
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What passing-bells for these who die as cattle? 
Only the monstrous anger of the guns. 
Only the stuttering rifles' rapid rattle 
Can patter out their hasty orisons. 
No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor bells; 
Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs, 
The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells; 
And bugles calling for them from sad shires. 
What candles may be held to speed them all? 
Not in the hands of boys, but in their eyes 
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Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds, 
And each slow dusk a drawing-down of blinds.
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A Dead Boche

To you who’d read my songs 
of War 
And only hear of blood and 
fame, 
I’ll say (you’ve heard it said 
before) 
“War’s Hell! “ and if you 
doubt the same, 
Today I found in Mametz 
Wood
A certain cure for lust of 
blood: 

Where, propped against a 
shattered trunk, 
In a great mess of things 
unclean, 
Sat a dead Boche; he 
scowled and stunk 
With clothes and face a sod-
den green,
Big-bellied, spectacled, crop-
haired, 
Dribbling black blood from 
nose and beard.

Robert 
Graves
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What passing-bells for these who die as cattle? 
Only the monstrous anger of the guns. 
Only the stuttering rifles' rapid rattle 
Can patter out their hasty orisons. 
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Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs, 
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1915

I’ve watched the Seasons 
passing slow, so slow, 
In the fields between La 
Bassée and Bethune; 
Primroses and the first warm 
day of Spring, 
Red poppy floods of June, 
August, and yellowing 
Autumn, so 
To Winter nights knee-deep 
in mud or snow, 
And you’ve been everything. 

Dear, you’ve been 
everything that I most lack 
In these soul-deadening 
trenches—pictures, books, 
Music, the quiet of an 
English wood, 
Beautiful comrade-looks, 
The narrow, bouldered 
mountain-track, 
The broad, full-bosomed 
ocean, green and black, 
And Peace, and all that’s 
good.

Robert 
Graves
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What passing-bells for these who die as cattle? 
Only the monstrous anger of the guns. 
Only the stuttering rifles' rapid rattle 
Can patter out their hasty orisons. 
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August 1914 

What in our lives is burnt
In the fire of this?
The heart’s dear granary?
The much we shall miss?

Three lives hath one life –
Iron, honey, gold.
The gold, the honey gone 
–
Left is the hard and cold.

Iron are our lives
Molten right through our 
youth.
A burnt space through 
ripe fields
A fair mouth’s broken 
tooth

Isaacc 
Rosenberg
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What passing-bells for these who die as cattle? 
Only the monstrous anger of the guns. 
Only the stuttering rifles' rapid rattle 
Can patter out their hasty orisons. 
No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor bells; 
Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs, 
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In The Trenches 

I snatched two poppies 
From the parapet’s 
ledge, 
Two bright red poppies 
That winked on the 
ledge. 
Behind my ear 
I stuck one through, 
One blood red poppy 
I gave to you. 

The sandbags narrowed 
And screwed out our jest, 
And tore the poppy 
You had on your breast 
... 
Down - a shell - O! Christ, 
I am choked ... safe ... 
dust blind, I 
See trench floor poppies 
Strewn. Smashed you lie.

Isaacc 
Rosenberg
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What passing-bells for these who die as cattle? 
Only the monstrous anger of the guns. 
Only the stuttering rifles' rapid rattle 
Can patter out their hasty orisons. 
No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor bells; 
Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs, 
The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells; 
And bugles calling for them from sad shires. 
What candles may be held to speed them all? 
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In Festubert 

Now everything that shadowy 
thought
Lets peer with bedlam eyes at me
From alleyways and thorough-
fares
Of cynic and ill memory
Lifts a gaunt head, sullenly 
stares,
Shuns me as a child has shunned
A whizzing dragonfly that daps
Above his mudded pond.

Now bitter frosts, muffling the morn
In old days, crunch the grass anew;

There, where the floods made 
fields forlorn
The glinzy ice grows thicker 
through,
The pollards glower like mum-
mies when
Thieves pierce the long-locked 
pyramid,
Inscrutable as those dead men
With painted mask and balm-
cloth hid:

And all the old delight is cursed
Redoubling present undelight.
Splinter, crystal, splinter and burst;
And sear no more with second sight.

Edmund 
Blunden
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What passing-bells for these who die as cattle? 
Only the monstrous anger of the guns. 
Only the stuttering rifles' rapid rattle 
Can patter out their hasty orisons. 
No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor bells; 
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And bugles calling for them from sad shires. 
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May 1915 

Let us remember Spring will come again
To the scorched, blackened woods, where all the 
wounded trees
Wait, with their old wise patience for the heavenly rain,
Sure of the sky: sure of the sea to send its healing 
breeze,
Sure of the sun. And even as to these
Surely the Spring, when God shall please
Will come again like a divine surprise
To those who sit to-day with their great Dead, hands in 
their hands, eyes in their eyes,
At one with Love, at one with Grief: blind to the 
scattered things and changing skies.

Charlotte 
Mew
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No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor bells; 
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Not in the hands of boys, but in their eyes 
Shall shine the holy glimmers of good-byes. 
The pallor of girls' brows shall be their pall; 
Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds, 
And each slow dusk a drawing-down of blinds.

WORLD POETRY MONTH
HONOURING THE CENTENARY 

OF ARMISTICE DAY 
1918-2018

The Cenotaph
Not yet will those measureless fields 
be green again
Where only yesterday the wild sweet 
blood of wonderful youth was shed;
There is a grave whose earth must 
hold too long, too deep a stain,
Though for ever over it we may speak 
as proudly as we may tread.
But here, where the watchers by 
lonely hearths from the thrust of an 
inward sword have more slowly bled,
We shall build the Cenotaph: Victory, 
winged, with Peace, winged too, at the 
column’s head.
And over the stairway, at the foot—oh! 
here, leave desolate, passionate hands 
to spread
Violets, roses, and laurel with the 
small sweet twinkling country things
Speaking so wistfully of other Springs
From the little gardens of little places 
where son or sweetheart was born 
and bred.

In splendid sleep, with a thousand 
brothers
To lovers—to mothers
Here, too, lies he:
Under the purple, the green, the red,
It is all young life: it must break some 
women’s hearts to see
Such a brave, gay coverlet to such a bed!
Only, when all is done and said,
God is not mocked and neither are the 
dead.
For this will stand in our Market-
place—
Who’ll sell, who’ll buy
(Will you or I
Lie each to each with the better 
grace)?
While looking into every busy whore’s 
and huckster’s face
As they drive their bargains, is the Face
Of God: and some young, piteous, 
murdered face

Charlotte 
Mew
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