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Blood for Seed

But now, for us, wild Winter, and the need
Of sowings for new Spring, and blood for seed.

—Wilfred Owen, “1914”

The Romans fought in light of summer’s jade,
with festivals to cleanse their soldiers’ guilt.
And after Hastings, bishops bade a year of fasting 
for those who killed a man, forty days
for wounding one.  Yet earth now stinks 
with the cruel trade in boys, no wiser 
than their horses hock-deep in the mud of Flanders,
or shell craters of Verdun—boys caught 
in the grim slash across the face of Europe 
called the front. Along that bleak proximity, 
a persistent illusion stands, between 
righteousness and bone-headed decency.

What to do with all we know? And if 
blood’s the seed, into what will we grow? 
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