
Anthem for Doomed Youth 

Wilfred Owen (1893-1918) 

 

What passing-bells for those 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 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. 

 

 

To the Mercy Killers 

Dudley Randall (1973) 

 

If ever mercy move you murder me, 

I pray you, kindly killers, let me live. 

Never conspire with death to set me free, 

but let me know such life as pain can give. 

Even though I be a clot, an aching clench, 

a stub, a stump, a butt, a scab, a knob, 

a screaming pain, a putrefying stench, 

still let me live, so long as life shall throb. 

Even though I turn such traitor to myself 

as beg to die, do not accomplice me. 

Even though I seem not human, a mute shelf 

of glucose, bottled blood, machinery 

to swell the lung and pump the heart—even so, 

do not put out my life.  Let me still glow. 


