
WORLD WAR I: THE POETRY OF SOLDIERS 
 
Anthem for Doomed Youth 
Wilfred Owen 
 
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 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 goodbyes. 
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. 
 
 
 
In Flanders Fields 
John McCrae 
 
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. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
I Have a Rendezvous With Death 
Alan Seeger 
 
I have a rendezvous with Death 
At some disputed barricade, 
When Spring comes back with rustling shade, 
And apple-blossoms fill the air- 
I have a rendezvous with Death 
When Spring brings back blue days and fair. 
 
It may be he shall take my hand 
And lead me into his dark land 
And close my eyes and quench my breath-- 
It may be I shall pass him still. 
I have a rendezvous with Death 
On some scarred slope of battered hill, 
When Spring comes round again this year 
And the first meadow-flowers appear. 
 
God knows 'twere better to be deep 
Pillowed in silk and scented down, 
Where love throbs out in blissful sleep, 
Pulse nigh to pulse, and breath to breath, 
Where hushed awakenings are dear... 
But I've a rendezvous with Death 
At midnight in some flaming town, 
When Spring trips north again this year, 
And to my pledged word am true, 
I shall not fail that rendezvous. 


