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Anthem for doomed youth (Wilfred Owen 1917) 

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 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. 

However you understand war, its causes or its justifications, when you look 

at old images of young men going off to war, we rightly think and 

remember those who gave the ultimate sacrifice and the many who never 

returned, or pictures of troops seeking to keep the peace in Afghanistan, 

we are so aware that those who fight in our name today, are fathers, 

mothers, sons and daughters of those who wait at home. We do not need 

to believe in wars validity to reflect on long lost lives who went ‘over the 

top’, or stand with those whose names are written on war memorials up 

and down the country. When we remember, we do not glory in war, but 

remember sacrifice. 

We do not need to believe whether war is just or lawful to wait as those 

who wait today, hoping that their loved ones will return home safe and 

sound. We can still wear the poppy with pride to remember all those killed 

in war; service personnel in battlefield, in the skies and high seas; civilians 

killed in tenement block, air raid shelters, factories and ship yards.  

Death in war makes no distinctions. It takes both friend and enemy, from 

our homelands to the deserts of Iraq and Afghanistan and from the 

frontline to the remote corners of the world. Grief and mourning is no 

different in Germany, Japan, Italy, Korea, Argentina, Iraq or Afghanistan. 

One of the hardest things to hear at this time are the words of Jesus, ‘Love 

your enemies’. Whether that enemy is the occupying Roman troops of 1
st

 

century Palestine, who are persecuting the very people Matthew is writing 

to or the Nazi’s in Germany or the IRA or Al Quaeda today, or maybe it is 

that person you just cannot stand and will never get on with, the hated 

boss, the hated neighbour. For all our feelings of personal animosity, these 

words may be Jesus ultimate challenge to us.  

He says even the pagans and the tax collectors love their friends. If you 

want God’s reward, Jesus says we need to go beyond that. Yet how can we 

be perfect as God? Where does this love come from, that enables us to 

love those we consider to be unlovable? What restrains our desire for 

revenge and says I will hold onto what is mine?  It cannot come from 

within us; Jesus says it can only come from God, for God is love, so when 

we love our enemy, we experience God. It is God alone that takes love into 



a new dimension and to its infinite understanding. I know nothing about 

this picture, but I believe it was meant to shock.  He is the demonstration 

of that love, for on a cross mercy and justice came together. So God has 

gone before us. He does not just speak the language of love, he is love, for 

once we were his enemy, but now through Christ he calls us friends. 

When we remember, let us remember the fallen and injured with this 

eternal love. A love that speaks of sacrifice freely given, a love that 

proclaims forgiveness to friend and enemy alike, a love that can wear the 

poppy standing for mercy and justice, for as we look upon those many 

fields which contain the dead of war, known and unknown, there stands 

rows of crosses.  

It is ironic that war has come full circle, from the poppies on the 

battlefields of Flanders to our troops in Afghanistan seeking to destroy 

those same poppy fields to prevent funding for drugs. 

‘Lest we forget’, no we will not, but we will remember them, with love, 

mercy as well as pride and let us not forget what Jesus said about love; 

love even your enemies that you may become sons of your Father in 

heaven.  

Young Sons 

A mother takes down a photo 

And she holds it to her breast 

Just has she’d done the child it shows 

The little boy she’d washed and dressed. 

She remembers how his hair felt 

His soft scent still fills her nose. 

And once again she curses, 

the path her young son chose. 

With boyish smile, and happiness 

he’d picked the shilling and the gun 

she remembered still the fear and dread 

when he told her what he’d done. 

Yet she’d smiled and waved him off 

as only a loving mother could 

If God was good, her smiling son 

would return as young sons should. 

But then fickle fate, it knows no God 

it makes its judgments where it will 

and IEDs they don’t discriminate 

about who they should maim or kill. 

So young sons often come home 

fulfilling all their mothers fears 

Not with happy smiles and laughter 

but, draped in flags and mother’s tears. 
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