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The Truth  

Rosie red poppies blow to the soldiers, 

As a symbol of hope from their long lost families, 

Bullets are soaring through the ice, 

Cold 

 Air ; 

 “They are a one way ticket to hell!” 

 Innocent lives are being taken away. 

 Men have no choice, 

 It’s them or nothing. 

 

At the end  

Nothing is left,  

Poppies Dull, 

Trenches rotting 

And corpses of the young men that fought  

Lie alone with unforgivable memories  

 

I say if you were there  

You wouldn’t stop to look  

Or death would come upon you.  

Death ...  

Death .  

By Emily Stroman.                    



Look Down. 

  
I know he’ll come 

Sweet  Jesus hear my prayer; 

Look down, sweet Jesus doesn’t care. 

 

When he’s here 

About my fears I will lie, 

Lose hope, he’s there until he dies. 

 

I know he’ll live 

In his letters he sounds fine; 

Forget it, 

His letters are a lie. 

 

Come to me, 

And we’ll be safe together, 

Look down, 

He'll lie there dead forever. 

 

 

By Querida Seguin. 



                                             

 

No life 

Shells blowing up  

People perishing  

Trenches topping up with mighty men  

Dangers death and body’s collapsing  

Unusually large nightmarish rats surrounding the men  

When the men went to bed there were thousands of dead fleas which stank. 

There was no life  

Everybody was dying. 

By Oliver Poole    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



THE OLD LIE 

 

Dulce et decorum est, 

Dulce et decorum est, 

Dulce et decorum est, 

Dulce et decorum est. 

 

Men charging, lunging, gasping for breath, 

Guns, bombs, 

It is the cauldron of the devil. 

War must mean death! 

 

Our destiny awaits, 

We will fight to the death. 

No one can cure 

The brutality of war. 

 

Worse than cancer  

or heart disease. 

I am very unsure about the destruction of war. 

 

If you were in my place, 

You would not claim the old lie: 

Dulce et decorum est 

 



WAR 

A reflection 

Of sorrow and darkness filled the harsh sky, 

With devilish gunfire’s scarring the clouds 

Underneath men die 

Whilst screaming deafening sounds, 

Erupt… 

From angry, white, daggers slicing innocent hearts. 

Bombshells hit the ground 

My nightmare becomes alive 

Alive… 

Not like many of the brave recruits. 

Mud slushes underneath our wrecked boots 

We trudge like decrepit old hags 

Hanging our glum faces to the pool of devils. 

Dead 

Dead 

Death 

That was all we saw 

Dying eyes staring, searching… 

This is war 

Venomous ruby blood pours over the slushy floor as I… 

Sit and wait 

                                          Nothing but the screams from No-Man’s land 

 

 



Deceitful  Yellow   Mist ! 

 

“Gas boys” yelled the General, 

It is our most feared enemy, 

Gas is like a silent soldier trying to hunt us down, 

I get this sense that I will be next, when I die I know my wife  

Will burst into melancholic salty tears then they will drop down 

her smooth face, 

Gas is a free ticket to die 

Gas is full of anger, hatred and tears 

DANGEROUS 

DOOM 

By Nia Baker 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



DEATH 

By Maisie Jones 

Death. 

Death is like a curtain of darkness covering a 

world of sunlight.  

Death. 

Bullets turn into death’s metal children. 

The war. 

A repugnant, risky, spine-chilling nightmare… 

 

Death. 

Disheartening death. BANG! BANG!  

More death. 

Living in inhumane conditions, 

There’s no point struggling for life.  

Death. 

 

 

 



   

 

 A rat’s life… 

We are rats, 

We have eyes the size of saucepans, 

Bodies as dark as the night sky, 

Silent as a falling feather. 

We are rats, 

Scavenging for food that’s what we do. 

Menacing, getting in their way. 

We are rats, 

Dodging death from humans 

 in the trenches. 

We are rats… 

By Louis Prosser 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

The Dead… 

Rocking, 

Rocking back and forth, 

Scarred with war, 

Cursed, 

Damaged, 

As coarse as black velvet, 

Brushing, rough, against my bare skin, 

We are the people who rue every day, 

We mourn and moan because of the enemy, 

The pursuing enemy, 

The deceived enemy, 

That Kill. 

 

Now we all lie, 

Row on row, end on end, 

Dead, 

Dead, 

Dead. 

Under those crosses, 

That mark our place and pride, 

Dead. 

 

The emotion that lie under those crosses, 

The grief, 

The blood, 

The dead. 

 

By Katie Hindson 

 



Woeful War  
War. 

A barbarous enemy. 

Especially in the air. 

Here is a maths lesson for you: 

Gunfire + bombs = destruction. 

Yes, I am talking about bombers. 

Here goes… 

 

Flying like hungry birds, 

Trying to pursue the evil, treacherous 

Zeppelins. 

Carrying on for  

Four grim years 

Of death, violence and shellshock. 

However, bomber fights are just as bad on solid ground. 

Craters. 

Half houses. 

Homeless people, hoping it will end. 

But will it? 

By James Gudd 



HEROISM IS LOST… 
 

Misty air whirled in the battlefield, 

As feelings were lost, and others dwelt on their future, 

Ammunition whistled through fog 

When heroism mattered and wasn’t just a reason to sign up. 

 

Corpses lied in no-man’s land 

Where memories evaporated 

And where bravery meant everything. 

 

But down in the trenches, 

Men cheered at the slightest thought of rest. 

Men cheered at the slightest thought of fun 

Men cheered at life… 

 

By Holly McLean. 

 

 

 

 

 



The Trenches: 

The Trenches scarred the lands, 

Like a sweeping curtain of darkness, 

Bullets whistled toward targets, 

Always booming, striking killing, 

Bearing men’s names, 

Like white hot knives slicing, stabbing, 

Innocent souls. 

 

Everything was dark. 

All the skies were dark like every drop of hope and happiness had been drained out of the earth. 

One patch of hopeful  blue sky was way overhead, 

A picturesque, unreachable spot of hope. 

BOOM! 

A shell had landed. 

 

The noise was so deafening that many soldiers dropped dead with fear on the spot. 

Shell-Shock. 

As bitter as cancer, 

More horrible than living death. 

It transformed helpful friends into a mess of staring and disability. 

 

A horn pierced through the air,  

Condemning another dozen soldiers to their deaths. 

“Over the top!”  A trench policemen yelled,  



Ensuring that quivering soldiers stumbled into a barren wasteland of bodies, bullets and blood. 

One young lad shakily climbed the ladder that would deliver him into heaven or hell. 

 

The Generals sat back well behind the trenches, 

Sharing a plate of biscuits, 

Never knowing how their clueless plans are making the soldiers suffer. 

 

Screams rang out,  

Never ending,  

This is just the beginning. 

Here we lie, in Flanders fields, 

Forbidding young souls from creating more foundations for the heartless lie: 

Dulce Et Decorum Est pro Patria Mori. 

 

By: George Lawson. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



DEATH…  

           Death, death is like every bit of love and happiness  

Has drained out of the world, 

And all that is left is darkness… 

Friends, 

Foe, 

Enemies, 

Company, 

Words that describe Germans and British, 

All day long, 

Argue, 

Argue, 

And argue, 

That is how death comes along. 

Endless horror, 

Hiding behind walls, 

Lost in No Man’s Land, 

Falling to the ground, 

Gasping to stay alive, 

Surrender to stay alive, 

Now we lie in Flanders fields… 

Written by Eleanor Davies   



The bombing by Charlie Searle 

 

BANG, BANG deafening sounds  

Rats munching on departed bodies,    

Screaming  

Shouting, 

Every second somebody dies, 

The trenches are like a grave yard dug up, 

A grotesque sight, 

Bodies plummeting to the back wall of the 

horrific trenches. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



LORD DEATH 

By Charlie Wade. 

Death, 

The end, 

Perched on the fire step, 

I saw, 

Death’s metal children, 

That flew through the fear filled air, 

Pushing innocent soldiers into their swampy, undug graves, 

 

Then, 

The wind blew cold over the battle field, 

Closer and closer, 

It became almost visible, 

Cloaked, 

Black. 

It grew faster as it skimmed the bodies that littered the space between us, 

The Germans and us. 

 

As the dark, nightmare wind sucked out those, 

Moaning, 

Grey, 

Souls, 

I heard more shrieks of pain, 



Fear, 

And despair. 

 

It then shot back up into the, 

Dark, 

Ominous clouds above, 

Delivering the inhumanely slain spirits to Death and his partner, 

The Devil, 

So they could feast, 

Feast, 

On the undeserving ghosts as they watch, 

Watch, 

Laughing and smiling down, 

Down, 

Down, 

Down on all that is lost. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Dead Man’s Thoughts 

 by Benjamin Ball 

The bullets were miniature terrorists 

Positioned inside rifles 

Our lives were on the line, 

Maybe never to see our family again 

Or our friends, 

We could be gone forever. 

 

The orders were given, 

The sergeants granted them. 

We were sent into no-man’s land 

The death zone. 

 

A ticket to death 

That is what bullets were. 

One by one, 

My friends took the ticket. 

 

My turn finally arrived. 

the only ticket my heat did not desire, came 

it happened so speedily, 

my blood soon became a water fall full of sorrow and shock. 

 

Shot to the ground 

Most soldiers were 

My heart raced before I died. 

Then suddenly stopped. 

 

 



Terrifying Deaths 

 

Bang! Bang! Fire the guns every second, 

Bombs Fly over like birds, 

Bullets rapidly shoot over to the other side, 

Fleas, rats, mice and ticks make them itch, 

People scream in pain, 

Disgusting deaths happen all the time, 

You can live or die but the probability is death! 

Friends, family get killed in the terrible war, 

The filthy rats are nibbling on the dead men, 

People yelling before they die, 

When the guns shot the men are terrified, 

They all shout out “Danger!” 

They move and still get killed. 

 

By Charlotte Starkey 

 

 

 

 

 

 



No Man’s Land: 

A Place of Terror 

 

No man’s land, 

A place of terror, 

A place of destruction, 

No one dare step foot in, 

No man’s land 

BANG! 

He’s now lifeless. 

Every second you can glimpse death. 

No man’s land is as dangerous as a nuclear bomb explosion. 

 

So here’s some advice don’t step foot in no man’s land. 

By Sam M 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A day in the life of me.                    By Joe Groom 

Frozen, 

My whiskers  

As the heavy boots bang on, 

All the boots aim to kill, 

To kill me, 

To kill me and my friends. 

 

May tail has been trodden on, 

It must mean instant death, 

Boom! Boom! Boom! 

“I am gone” I swear, 

“No you are not,” that is what my companion says,  

“But, but,” I carry on, 

I scutter on to a sleeping man, 

I nibble on his massive feat, 

He starts to yawn, 

I try to run, 

He grabs a large rifle, 

He shoots….. 

Scavenging that’s all I was doing, 

That’s all I did. 

Poppies still grow, 

Poppies still grow, 

Grow bigger, 

Grow stronger. 



The nightmare gas 

“Gas, Gas!” shouted the sergeant. 

Gas mask on, 

Waiting, waiting…. 

…waiting for the silent murderer to pounce 

…then he struck, 

One of my friends didn’t manage to get his gas mask on in time, 

Pupil and iris fading, 

To uncover  white, devilish eyes. 

By Tom Chandler 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



World War One! 

He live or we die 

Melancholic memories rush through our minds 

Claustrophobic trenches become our homes 

“Danger Gas Gas!” shouted the general 

Gasping for breath, 

We saw a man dirty in danger and chocking to death 

Squirming 

Turing 

Gasping for breath a cacophony of guns 

Bombs and screams, 

Oh it is a bad life in World War One 

By Eleanor W 


