
Could this be the end?  

Around me bombs flying everywhere BOOM nowhere to run, 

Exhausted, now nowhere to sleep, 

My family mourning for my presence, 

Everywhere grenades being thrown, 

My family waiting for my return, 

Broken, wounded, injured waiting for medical assistance, 

Everywhere people dancing to the floor, 

Around me guns firing with powder blowing in the wind. 

 

Tired, fatigued, exhausted nowhere to sleep, 

Help, help, shot in the leg, could this be the end? 

Exhausted now able to rest, 

My family receiving my return. 

                       

By: Alex 

  



What Has England Become? 

Horrified humans marching back to war, 

With fear in their eyes, 

Weary, fatigued, exhausted. 

What has England become? 

 

Suffering souls walking to their rest, 

Grinning with terrible terror, 

Injured, wounded, broken! 

What has England become?  

 

Self-respecting soldiers dancing to the ground 

Grinning with honour, 

Proud, noble, honourable but… 

 What has England become? 

 

Motivating moments spreading across the world, 

Talking with inspiration, 

Inspired, satisfied, motivated! 

This is what England has become! 

              

By Alicia 

 

  



The Last Day 

The day has come our medics are 

falling, 

Charging, stamping, marching we 

enter no man’s land, 

The day has come. 

We have the high ground, 

They now charge, 

We will not rest ‘til we win, 

The day has come, 

 

We will win, 

Or will we lose? 

The Germans march into France, 

Damp, soggy, drenched, the trenches 

sink, 

We must charge to keep the high 

ground, 

Back and forth the fight goes on as we 

all charge, 

Europe will fight until it’s over, 

The day has come. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

As the planes fly over, 

We die every minute. 

Defend with bags of sugar, 

Our cover keeps collapsing, 

We will keep on fighting, 

We are the dead, short days ago, 

The day has come. 

 

As hell comes through, 

We will not rest ‘til we win, 

Hurt, damaged, suffering we are 

falling, 

In this field once again as another fight 

goes on, 

We are the allies, 

We will charge, 

The day has come. 

 

I will defend all the time, 

As a pilot, 

As a solider, 

As a British pilot, 

As a British solider, 

The last day has come.  

 

 

By Andrew 



 

Attacking and Dying  

BANG!  AARRGGHH!   BOOM! 

The wounded, dying, hopeless men, 

Had finally felt what it was like, 

To meet their end, expire, kick the bucket!  

Where their mates prepare to fight it, 

The opposite side. 

 

The soldiers, 

Tired, fatigued, exhausted. 

Marched on, fighting, 

Fighting for their country. 

Never giving up!  

Always carrying on! 

 

Balling, upset, frightened, medics hide, 

To fix their side, 

When in hide. 

Those who survived to the trenches, 

Back up ready to fight. 

With all their trusty might! 

 

Soldiering on,  

With stealth. 

A surprise attack. 

ATTACK! 

 

Attacking and dying. 

 

By Joshua  

 



Everyone has liberty and everyone has to fight for it. 

But if someone wins, 

Of course, someone has to lose. 

That is called war. 

War it’s when people suffer but others enjoy. 

And when you think you’ve won, 

BOOOOM! BOOOOM! BOOOOM! 

Your house and your country blows, 

All away like a paper plane! 

BANG! PAW! BANG! 

Everyone killing everyone, 

And if you are one of them that’s it! 

War it’s war and no one can change it, 

If it’s your turn it’s your turn. 
 

By Diego 

 

  



Billet est esprit de corps 

Longing, afraid, alone, 

Dashing through the fields, 

Grinning with terror,  

Longing, afraid, alone. 

 

Longing, afraid, alone,  

Marching through the day, 

My heart overflowing with tears, 

Longing, afraid, alone. 

 

Longing, afraid, alone,  

Images flash before me, 

Memories from home, 

Longing, afraid, alone. 

 

Longing, afraid, alone, 

Poppies blowing, 

Beside the crosses, 

Longing, afraid, alone. 

 

Billet est esprit de corps. 

Billet est esprit de corps. 

 

Billet est esprit de corps – Love is team spirit  

 

By Erin 

  



Will England remember me? 

Stomp, Stomp! Stamp, Stamp! 

As a huge formation we marched; 

I clenched the heavy rifle in my sweaty hands, 

Broken, hungry, downhearted I marched on. 

Stomp, Stomp! Stamp, Stamp! 

Staring into the distance I knew our long rest awaited us, 

Will England remember me? 

 

Home taught me that guns are not good, 

And that just a conversation can sort things out… 

But I have been taught to pull the trigger. 

My country, my responsibility, 

Will England remember me? 

 

Flanders fields stood at our feet, 

We stared at our enemies on the other side;    

The others and I went down into the trench, 

Put our finger on the trigger and took aim, 

Will England remember me? 

 

Suddenly a shock of pain struck my chest; 

I fell to my knees, hand on heart, 

I knew this was the end of me. 

The first aider looked at my painful, gunshot wound, 

Dizzy is what I felt; 

My friend held me tight full of tears, and then… 

My eyes shut, breathing stopped, blood pulse vanished. 

Has England remembered me?  

 

By: Faye 

 

  



It’s a nightmare, horrible, 

No one will survive this horrible mistake,  

I just need a start,  

Answer this, will this feeling ever end? 

 

Does this have to go on and on I just want to see, 

My family again in my arms, 

Do you now it that is possible to see them again just one last time? 

 

My wife my children and everyone else like my dog, my cat, 

The ones I like to snuggle with, 

Everyone I love and everyone I know, 

Please, I just want to see them again. 

 

I’ve got another question … will I live or will I die? 

 

By Finley 

 

  



Auf Windersehen Blitzkrieg – By Isla 

Auf Windersehen Blitzkrieg. 

They told me. 

Before the dreadful Fuhrer came,  

Hitler. 

 

Thank goodness I wasn’t Jewish. 

If I risked helping them, 

Mercy would not side with me. 

People lie.  

Blitzkrieg alone remained. 

 

To save the Jews, 

I betrayed the promise. 

Only Blitzkrieg left. 

War. 

 

Auf Windersehen Blitzkrieg, 

They told me, 

When I was young. 

They lied. 

 

I forced myself to live the lie. 

Older, wiser, vulnerable. 

 

Marching.  

Under the shadow of the night. 

Tiptoeing, 

Standing low. 

Thundering crashes, 

Men down, 

HELP. 

Same procedure,  

Finally rest. 

 

And I learned, 

That day, 

That war isn’t a field of freedom, 

That banishes dismay. 

It ruins your sleep, 

Makes you strive to live, 

To see the light of day again. 

 

To save the Jews, 

I betrayed the promise. 

Only Blitzkrieg left. 

But I questioned myself each day, 

Was it worth it? 

Only Blitzkrieg left. 

War. 

Trenches deep, 

Boggy, muddy, marshy, wet. 

Men limp, 

Crawl, strive into the trench. 

 

Pained, 

Hurt, 

Damaged. 

 

Letters from home arrive, 

And the reaction is like when a soldier drops a 

grenade, 

Waterfalls erupt from the eyes of broken 

soldiers, 

They were left with no hope of tomorrow. 

 

Downcast, 

Despaired.  

  

But I had to fight on, 

At the end there will be happiness, 

Salvation. 

 

Auf Windersehen Blitzkrieg. 

They told me. 

Before the dreadful Fuher came,  

Hitler. 

 

People lie. 

Blitzkrieg alone remains. 

 

War. 

 

To save the Jews, 

I betrayed the promise. 

Only Blitzkrieg remains. 

War. 

 

At the end there will be happiness, 

Salvation. 

 

The commotion of the Battlefield. 

The clamour of the Battlefield. 

They harshly lullaby the fighters, soldiers, 

To eternal sleep. 

Nightmare prone. 

 

Blitzkrieg. 

Auf Windersehen Blitzkrieg { Farewell War} 



The Last Day! 

Boom! 

Walking away from life, 

I marched on. 

Listening to the guns below, 

Will I survive? 

 

Hurt, injured, wounded, 

Grinning with terror. 

Sunset blinding, 

Under the raging skies of hell. 

Will I survive? 

 

Short days ago I lived, 

Felt pain, suffered. 

Now, hope is lost, 

Lying in the fields of rest. 

 

By Jake 

 

  



In Battlefields 

In battlefields where we now lay, 

Between the lines, row by row, ruthless war that we faced, 

Now in the sky to watch a fate, 

People make a blood fountain, this is a blood bath, 

The rats are taking over this war. 

 

In battlefields where we now lay,  

As doctors work to repair the men,  

Injured, wounded, and broken.  

Millions die then are sent in from allied nations,  

The rats are taking over this war. 

 

In battlefields where we now lay, 

As bombers fly in the night, 

BANG! 

As they drop their bombs, 

The rats are taking over this war, 

 

In battlefields where we now lay, 

To face the coming foe, 

As ammo crates are dropped in, 

Now will I live or will I die? 

The rats are taking over this war. 

 

By Joseph 

 

  



The war came walking in 

 

When the war came walking in, 

Death stood silently by its side, 

When the war came walking in, 

BOOM and BANG arrived. 

 

When the war came walking in, 

People ran afraid, 

When the war came walking in, 

So began the raid. 

 

When the war came walking in, 

Soldiers lost their lives, 

When the war came walking in, 

It came by surprise. 

 

When the war came walking in, 

Gunshots in the back, 

When the war came walking in, 

Everything went black! 

 

By Kimberly 

 

  



‘Mourning Mother’            by Lillia 

I waited till he came, 

‘Mourning mother’ they said. 

Dejected, Sorrowful, Miserable, 

My boy had gone, 

Militarized with only a gun. 

 

I waited till he came, 

‘Mourning mother’ they said. 

Scared, Frightened, Alarmed, 

My boy slept in muddy trenches, 

Gas choking him. 

 

I waited till he came, 

‘Mourning mother’ they said. 

Injured, Wounded, Broken, 

My boy hit, 

 As another bomb dropped. 

 

I waited till he came, 

‘Mourning mother’ they said. 

Proud, Noble, Dignified, 

My boy fought, 

Remember me. 

 

I waited till he came…. 

 



Detonation 

Loss of population, 

Desperate retreat, 

Terrified people, 

Fighting for life, 

Awaiting death, 

Anxious for what’s next. 

 

BOOM! 

 Bombs dropping, 

The battlefield torn to pieces. 

Shrapnel everywhere, 

Overhead the bomber retreats. 

 

Grenades flying, 

Detonating, explosions everywhere. 

People shredded, 

It is too late now. 

 

Dogfights starting, 

Planes falling, 

Preparing for impact, 

Destroying every last soldier, 

No one will escape.    

 

By Oliver 



World War 2 

It was the beginning world war 2, 

1939-1945 I was horrified, terrified frightened,  

It was the day. 

I was in the trench feeling as small as a mouse, 

Bombs crashing down, gun shots, 

Everywhere, injured, wounded, broken, 

Even though I was scared, worried distraught,  

I continued. 

The big battle, gruesome fields, 

Filled with soggy damp blood. 

With us who die, hold victory high, 

We now lie in Flanders fields, 

Far away from where we did lay. 

 

By Oscar 

 

 

  



Why is war happening? 

Alarmed, prepared, equipped,   

I get ready to fight,  

Waiting for the whistle, 

Waiting for my distant doom. 

Why is war happening? 

 

Bang! Bang! Bang!  

Other soldiers fight for our proud country.  

To give us peace, 

To give us freedom. 

Why is war happening?  

 

Nervous, scared, petrified,  

I wait for that moment,  

That signal,  

I am scared for the outcome of this fight. 

Why is war happening?  

 

Then the whistle goes, 

I run toward the opposition,  

GO! GO! GO! 

Thinking about my future,  

Hoping not to die. 

 

By Rhys  

 



Disaster! 

As the war cloud comes in, 

Disaster starts happening, 

BOOM, BUSH, BANG, 

Enemy grenades are through in. 

 

In the trenches injured soldiers get treated, 

Meanwhile, the others shoot for their survival, 

BOOM, BUSH, BANG, 

Victory isn’t easy. 

 

Soldiers now staring into their destruction! 

They don’t mind, as long as it’s for their country, 

BOOM, BUSH, BANG 

World War 1 isn’t easy to win. 

 

Trenches getting exploded, 

Men needing serious help, 

BOOM, BUSH, BANG, 

Feeling weak, they can’t go on… 

 

By Simon 

 

 

  



I survived… 

Restless, unsettled, agitated that’s all I ever feel, 

Down in the stinky, smelly trenches, 

I wish life would just return to normal, 

Out of this frightening, scary place, 

It’s horrible! 

 

BOOM! 

I hear more bombs exploding,  

Piercing my ears,  

We have nothing, 

No warmth, no shelter, nothing. 

BANG! 

Another bomb explodes,  

I run away in terror… 

 

Bullets fire in my direction, 

I’m even more afraid,  

I bolt back to the dirty trench, 

Sick, shattered and scared.   

 

Suddenly… 

Screams stop,  

It’s over! 

 

I headed home filthy and scruffy but… 

I’m proud, 

I survived… 

 

By Sophia 



The soldier’s 

Injured, wounded, broken, 

Every solider was thinking the same thing,  

Would they see their family again? 

The never ending bullets and bombs, 

Soared through the air. 

 

Scared, worried, anxious, 

The solider sat nervously ready to be called, 

What would happen to them? 

The distant yells and cries for help, 

 Could be heard in every ear. 

 

Shattered, exhausted, tired, 

Soldier’s fought day and night, 

Some danced to heaven while others fort bravely below, 

As bombs and bullets exploded everywhere, 

Brave men carried on fighting, 

Being proud to serve their country. 

 

By Tahlia 

 

 

  



Why are we constantly having war? 

Scared, Petrified, Nervous, 

The first second started, 

As these horrible years started on Flanders field. 

I could hear my troop saying, 

“Go! Go! GO!”, 

I feared these years would come, 

Why are we having war? 

 

I heard the sound of machine guns, 

Jets firing, 

Blood spraying, 

I was saying in my head: 

Can we have peace? 

Love? 

Freedom? 

Why are we having war? 

 

Worried, terrified, alarmed, 

I hid in my trench with my best friend, 

I was hoping that we would survive the war, 

Bang, Bang, Bang! 

Please be grateful for the people who fought for us in the war. 

 

What I saw in my eyes was not pleasant, 

Quickly, me and my friend run to the opposing team and fired, 

My muscles clenched as hard as they possibly could, 

Why don’t people just put their guns down? 

Please be grateful for the people who fought for us in the war. 

 

By Tommy  

 

  



 

As we fight for our glory, 

As we fight for our freedom, 

As we fight for Britain, 

And only Britain! 

Because we are British. 

And nobody can change who we are, 

And who we will become. 

 

WAR! 

As people tremble in fear, 

Millions and millions of people we can’t save, 

Dying as we speak. 

As people call for help, 

BANG! 

Gone, like that… 

 

The scared, blessed and venerated soldiers, 

Huddling as they walk through the muddy trench. 

While bombs fire. 

And as for the tanks, 

POW!! CABOOM!! 

 

As the soldiers aim their brutal guns. 

INJURED, WOUNDED AND BROKEN. 

They tremble in defeat. 

 

By Ty. 

  



WWI in the trenches 

Running from the gassy trenches like a cheater with no lungs, 

Smash, Bang, Crash, unconscious from the gas, 

Staring into the lights of death, 

Why is there war? 

 

Even if we are ill we keep on going, 

Hurt, shot, bombed, hard to carry on. 

Bang, Smash, Kaboom, 

Unconscious on the ground wishing this hadn’t started, 

Who would start a death trap? 

 

If you risk your life in war, you only think one thing, 

If we win England will be in peace, 

Poorly, ill, sick, feeling death quick, 

Bang, Smash, Boom, to win we keep on going, 

Never think you are going to lose, when you know you are going to win. 

 

By William 

 

  



 

WORLD WAR 2. 

In 1914 war began. 

Small, scared, shattered. 

The trenches had no joy. 

Their only life was blood. 

Filled with soggy wet mud. 

 

The German planes, 

Playing no games, 

Dropping deadly bombs. 

While sniping with fear, 

The Germans are here! 

 

With us who die,  

Hold victory high, 

With us who lie, 

Please don’t die. 

 

We are the ones, 

Supposed to lie, 

We shall not die, though poppies grow, 

Far away, 

From where we lay.  

 

 

By Ethan Grant. 



The WAR!!! 

BANG! Bombs setting off behind them, 

Wet, soggy, moist mud, 

Their feet slowly sinking. 

 

German planes taking over the sound of bombs, 

But the sound of gun fire still remains. 

 

Soldiers lying there in bullet shots, 

Other solders thinking why just why? 

Why did they join the army? 

Why do they risk their life? 

 

Then thinking I know why, 

To save their families, 

And to save the rest of England. 

 

Marching in regret, shame and wrongfulness, 

Then slowly walking injured, wounded, broken. 

 

Hungry starving famished in time, 

Disgusting, dirty, mud full trench. 

 

Trudging along in the heavy sweat, 

Camouflage suits carrying a gun,                                                                         

A very heavy back then… 

 

By Maddie 

 


