
I Wonder Where… 
 
I wonder where it all began, 

An argument of leaders, space of land, 

I wonder where we joined the habit, and continued on, 

A different place where ruling started, 

I wonder where the word broke out, 

The word “War” as it’s commonly known, however others don’t, 

I wonder where gas was made, 

To drown others into the abyss, 

I wonder where shots began, and shells were first made, 

Where bombs were invented, where planes first flew, 

I wonder why it still goes on, why innocent people die, 

And the leaders get a rest, doing nothing but commands, 

I wonder what their thoughts are on the lying quote,  

That gets them out of work, Dulce et Decorum est Pro Patria Mori, 

I wonder why people are killed,  

To get an acre of land… 

 
(Aiden) 
  



Bombs Bombs, Bombs and bombs 
 

Bombs they come fulling down from the sky  

every one crying with sadness and people trying                                                                                            

to get in their home but then their home just falls                                                                                                                                                

and people cry a lot. The bombs being powerful big bombs  

Going everywhere and people getting very sad and worried . 

And kids and babies lost and getting  

Lost  

 
Aimee 
 
 
 
                                                                                                             
  



“The war to end all wars is wars “is what they said. 

But now those men lie in their new bed. 

 Families back at home filled with dread. 

Too many men died from war. 

How people resolve their problems is poor. 

People fighting until they lose their core … 

How come we still had more …? 

Children every day, more becoming dead … 

No food is left no bread … 

Battle grounds were filled with mud.  

Now battlegrounds filled with blood… 

Fathers never again, seeing their son … 

Those children trying to survive, they’re on the run … 

children taken away from they’re mums …”dying for our country it is a good thing to do” … 

That’s what they say before they die and then you ...all those men begging for survival … 

They regret the day they made their arrival … 

Children sent away from parents far away in miles … 

Survival, they tried, but most of them died, back at home families cried, only very few survived …  

The losses and blood could fill up a titanic tide … too much death with every shot … 

Just wait soon you’ll body will rot …”it will be over by Christmas “well it was not … 

And then it was time …the trenches needed to be climbed … 

Men in sweaty suits, men shutting down needing a reboot …  

In the end, there were no men to recruit … 

 Men never if the end was near …but finally it ended after 4 years … 

The population decayed … people being exploded because of grenades … 

 People begging to not stay … kernels asking “please fight another day … 

In the war that was the way …horses doing they’re last neigh … children on trains… all stow awes…  

 

By Anthony  

 
  



Why? 
 
Bullets skimming your frightened head, 
There’s no escape from the explosions around the trenches, 
The famous war words GAS! GAS! 
Just in case they are too late, 
 Why would we think War is the answer? 
 
Planes flying over heads dropping bombs all around them, 
Even the Poppies looked worried when there was a gun shot fired, 
Horses whining because they didn’t make it over the wire,  
Smoke coming through the trenches and bombs being set of in every direction, 
Why do we have the right to fire a gun? 
 
Exhausted, Tired and Injured these are only a few of the terrible things, 
You’re lucky if you survive an explosion, 
Friends are shot before your very eyes causing bad memories and wanting to get revenge, 
How am I still standing?  
 
People are sent to jail if they believe it’s wrong to fight, 
Trains go as fast as they can to take the soldiers to their destination, 
The new lie is “Dulce et Decorum Est” being spread around, 
Just because they need more soldiers and they need to say it’s glorious to die for your country, 
Why would you spread lies to children just so they think it’s a good think to fight? 
 
Families going all around the place to get away but not the teenager boys and dads, 
Children crying because they are worried sick, 
Later in the trenches the mice crawl all night long and flies waking them up, 
By buzzing them in their ears like they are an alarm, 
This could not be the end of all wars like they say, 
Why possibly would there be more? 
 
Slowly families departing, 
Dad has had a long day on the battlefield, 
Good Morning Mother Children would like to say but they are living with strangers, 
Are they nice are they horrible the children will have to find out, 
Why did they have to make the children lonely? 
 
After a gunshot it goes dark for them as the fall on the poppies, 
When they are shot they realise all the good memories they had as their minds turn dark, 
The general always wonders why they cry it’s mostly because their friend got shot or family 
member, 
Why wouldn’t they cry? 
 
Adults finally find the courage to cry, 
Mothers haven’t got any time to do anything but do the man jobs, 
Children are just finding out about their new part time parents, 
Planes are flying over houses luckily you have black out curtains, 
You never know you might not see the light of day during the war, 

Why does it keep on going on and on?  
  
WHY IS IT DARK? 
 
By Arthur 
  



No life left 
 
Bleeding, fading, dying; why did this all start? 
Guns booming, shells dropping 
Nothing was left of the land 
 
Screaming helplessly 
Gas 
Gas  
Masks know 
Who was to blame on this apart from ourselves? 
The rattle of rifle and machine guns flooded my eardrums 
This WAS WAR! 
 
Shrieks everywhere   around us dying out 
Wet muddy trenches as thick as a wall prevented us from moving 
Sand bags were the only thing stopping bullets from hitting us 
That and much more. 
 
Dead bodies covering the land 
Too many people shot for cowardice 
Horrified, shocked, freighted 
BANG as a grenade shattered my mind 
There was no turning back now! 
 
 Skidding   to hide in the trenches 
We didn’t stand a chance…  
 
By Ashton 
  



A life as a solider  

 
Bang! 
Shells smashing all around me, 
No laughter in me at all. 
Deaf and blind, 
With the traitorous sounds 
Why am I here? 
 
In the middle of the battlefield, 
Where the poppies grow. 
Men lying dead with blood all around them.  
Walking half asleep 
The only one that hadn’t lost anything, 
Some of my mates had lost boots. 
Why am I here? 
 
Tripping up Rrrrr mud, 
Floor as muddy as ever. 
Tried, weary, bored, 
Heading back to the camping ground, 
After a long day on the battlefield. 
Why am I here? 
 
Sleeping that night in a hammock was terrible, 
Tossing and turning all night, 
With the noise of guns firing, 
Bang! Bang! 
Knowing why they were firing at night, 
Because most of us will be asleep. 
Even though it was dark, 
Why am I here? 
 
The worst part of the war, 
Was when I had to leave my family. 
Children crying, adults too,  
They were hoping for friendly faces, 
Downcast badly, 
With no memorise to make. 
Sirens screeching, chaos calls. 
This is what it is like in the First World War! 
 
Remember to be thankful,  
Wear your poppies, 
For those who died in the war, 
For them! 
 
By Eleanor  
  



Life of a soldier  
 
Waiting for the first battle cry, 

Scared, anxious, nervous. 

Soldiers wearily line the zig-zagging trenches, 

Unaware of the deathly dangers that lie ahead. 

Not disturbed by the anxious chatter. 

When the first gun had been delivered, 

An energy surged from the depths of each trench. 

Everywhere men collapsed with blood pouring from wounds. 

Marching on through no man’s land 

 

Tired, weary, exhausted  

Men stumbled on towards the enemy. 

Unaware of the guns ringing out, 

Blissfully blind and deaf to the bombs, 

Having heard it to many times 

 

Reaching barbed wire that coiled for miles on end. 

Men got stuck unable to get free. 

 Innocent men dying everywhere. 

Some running back to safety, 

Their turn over. 

Many reaching the desperate rest, 

Some just collapsing into the mud. 

 

Men waiting for that last battle shot, 

Hopeful, desperate, pleading. 

Unaware of the length of the battle ahead 

 

By Eliana  

  
 
  



Why did war happen? 
 

Families saying bye, 
Wishing for best of luck, 
I sat alone, wishing for company, 
My heart beating at full speed, 
I couldn’t stop thinking that a bomb would just come out of nowhere and go: 
Tick-Tock Tick-Tock. 
Why did war happen? 
 
Lots of people where involved, 
If only the argument had dissolved, 
This would never had happened, 
We need to stop this. 
But it’s too late now. 
 
There goes the bang of the cannons, 
Can’t say no to that, 
Why does this have to be the way? 
 
Horrible ways to die, 
Gasses that are poison, 
Trenches and muddy ground, 
No flowers will ever grow on that… 
Why does war have to happen? 
 
Why do they force men, boys to sign up; to kill and to die? 
Why? 
 
CRASH!  
A bomb landed in my basement, 
Where I was hiding, 
No escape, 
No point, 
Tick-Tock, crackle crackle. 
Guess I will never know… 
 
The battlefield, 
The battlefield, 
Where poppies grow, 
Remember poppies, 
Remember the soldiers, 
Forever and ever. 
 
By Elizabeth 
  



First World War 
 
Frightened of what might happen to me, 

In tears with my family while saying goodbye. 

Racing around trying to calm myself, 

Stressed as I shove things in my bag. 

Thoughtful words were flowing out my mouth even when I didn’t want to say a single word,  

Why am I doing this? 

 

Worried to go to war, 

One hit I could never go home. 

Remembering what I have to do, 

Listening to the voice inside my head stressing over everything. 

Dreadful thoughts were flowing through my head, 

Why am I doing this? 

 

While my voice is rattling I’m worried what would happen if I’m not quick enough, 

As soon as I mess up I could possibly be dead. 

Resting up to head off to war with my hands shaking of terror, 

Why am I doing this? 

                            

 By Emily.  



At war 

 

Bombs invading air raid shelters, 

Exhausted, weary, helpless, 

They marched on, 

Unaware of the gun shooting,  

They had listened to it too many times. 

 

On they went, 

Through the fields of no man’s land. 

Choking, coughing, spluttering, 

A green wave filled the polluted sky. 

Fumbling with their gas masks, 

The innocent men’s hearts skipped a beat. 

But one didn’t make it. 

 

His scarred face turned pale, 

He danced to the floor, 

Mud splashing his bloody wounds. 

Then all was still… 

 

The soldiers continued, 

Most of them dragging their legs with them, 

Some turned back towards the trench, 

But in seconds lay still, 

On the ground that they would be buried in 

 

By Emma 

 
  



 

FIRST WORLD WAR 
 
Death, destruction 

Scared terrified horrified 

An elation of fumbling 

Lives lost 

Have we lost? 

Deceived soldiers 

Bullets fired guns reload 

Innocent men died in a fiendish war 

Offensive as cancer, sour as the cud 

 

Vile sores on innocent tongues 

GAS GAS! 

Drowned in poison 

Drunk with fatigue 

Trench’s strewn with blood 

Will you live another day? 

   

Decreased population 

Because of politicians 

 

By Harry 

 
  



Lest we forget 
 
 
It’s 7am, there are shells sounding,                                                                                                                           

back to back.                                                                                                                                                                                            

It’s 8 am, the guns follow,                                                                                                                                                                                              

back to back.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                             

Every human petrified  

 

 

It's 9am, my turn to climb up and over the sea of barbed wire 

Petrified, horrified and scared with fear 

It’s 10am, my friend is shot for cowardice 

It might be me next, 

That’s not a nice thought. 

 

 

It’s 11am, and… 

GAS! GAS! 

Quick boys, 

GAS, 

Quick!  

Get your masks on. 

 

Now imagine walking behind your dead brother. 

It takes just ONE silly mistake before you’re dead. 

I know this from my brother,  

He just couldn’t get his mask on in time. 

 Now his lungs are filled with gas laying lifeless in a horse drawn cart. 

 

Imagine how many lives will have been saved if we just sat down and talked this through 

So why didn’t we? 

We will remember who died and lived through the war. 

 

Lest we forget. 

 

By: Isla 

  



No man’s land 

 

Bleeding, hearts-pounding, sinking, 

Beads of sweat roll down solemn faces. 

This is no man’s land, 

This is war! 

 

As shaking soldiers hide behind muddy trenches, 

Guns fire, raining down only pain and regret. 

Gas contaminates the filthy air, 

Here in no man’s land! 

 

Shrieks sound out around them, 

Blood splatters and paints 

Roses are now red, symbolizing peace, 

In the battlefield now known as no man’s land!  

 

The rolling sea of polluted gas flutter, 

Infecting the froth-filled lungs. 

Bubbling, killing, 

Here in no man’s land! 

 

Children and mothers, 

Melancholic, anxious, hopeful. 

Longing for their soldier to return, 

All the way from no man’s land! 

 

Jack 

  



There’s no beauty in war  
 

Leaving to find glory 

Knowing I might not come home alive 

My family writing letters to say that someone’s died 

People, people let me say right now 

 

There is no beauty  

There’s no beauty in watching innocent people shot dead  

 

Moving through the muddy trenches  

Walking past dead bodies and injured soldiers  

WERE is the fun in that. 

 

A small beep! 

Lads I have triggered one of ours 

Someone I know one of my friends stepped onto a land mine one of England’s 

 

There’s no beauty in war 

There is no fun in war 

There’s no point in war 

 

 

By Jake 

  



Why am I in this war? 
 
Down in the lurky, murky trenches, 

Parasites flying everywhere, 

Bodies collapsing to the ground, 

Why am I in this war? 

 

Boys waiting to get home to their family, 

Bombs dropping like rain from clouds, 

Men screaming as if it’s the end, 

But everyone screaming                                 

Why am I in this war? 

 

A horrific ecstasy of death and corruption, 

Solemn out of their mind soldiers fighting for their lives at the end of the world 

Soldiers uncertain where to go to, 

Determined but bothered bodies thinking, 

Why am I in this war? 

  

Jamie  

  



The First World War 
 
I’ve just been sent                                                                                                                                

It’s gruesome here                                                                                                                                                    

Bombs dropping                                                                                                                                                         

Coughing like hags                                                                                                                                                        

Gas is no joke here                                                                                                                                                                

My pal died in it                                                                                                                                            

With my head poking                                                                                                                                           

Bullets missing me                                                                                                                                                    

houses under threat 

No Man’s Land corrupted        

Playing with bullets I, was ready 

Why are we all feeble weak unsteady? 

 

I lay in enemy trenches faking my death  

Used all energy left in me to get to our trench 

And that is when I was shot down …… 

 

No one came to help  

I was there, lifeless  

Gas and bombs surround me  

 

We were all shaky 

Frightened of those who stayed at home  

 

We were winning but then …… 

Captain went mad  

All under threat   

Exploded bombs in the trench! 

 

I was shot … 

And then, 

I was gone. 

 

By Joel 

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                             

  



WAR, WAR, WAR 
 
Arguments Hurt, Injure, Kill!  

War War War                                                                                       

People die!                                                                                            

War War War               

 

Too much blood!                                                                                    

Too much pain!                                                                                      

Too much destruction!                                                                          

War War War 

 

Screams and Yells 

Pierce each other’s ears! 

Mental illness creates 

A body-Dead! 

 

Armies go head to head! 

Battling on no man`s land 

Firing at enemies! 

War War War 

 

Proud Strong Powerful 

That is what men think! 

But when they are on the battle field 

They wish they never went! 

 

Bang goes cannons! 

Bang goes guns! 

Bang goes bombs!  

War War War 

 

Agreements Help, Nurture, Care 

Peace Peace Peace!  

People live 

Peace Peace Peace! 

 

By Kerem 



First World War 
 
Surviving, shooting, fighting, 

Looking around, 

The dead laying helpless, 

Proud of their work! 

 

Nervous, anxious, worried, 

Every night sitting up, 

Thinking, 

When will it end? 

 

INCOMING! 

We run in fear, 

In our minds thinking, 

Is this it for us? 

Bombs crashing violently! 

 

Surviving, shooting, fighting, 

Looking around, 

The dead laying helpless, 

Proud of their work 

 

Sitting, thinking, remembering , 

Remembering other families  

And my family 

 

By Lauren 

  



Will the sun come out today? 
 
Saying good bye,  

We’re insane, 

Family, friends, pets we’re leaving our life behind, 

 Nervous, worried, brave  

Will the sun come out today?  

 

Scared, frightened, petrified, 

Knowing this could be our last day, 

These unpleasant thoughts are taking over my mind, 

We trudged over to the battle field, 

Lonely, stressed, annoyed, 

Missing our family more than anything in the world, 

Will the sun come out today? 

 

One day over, 

Sleepy, tired, exhausted, 

Bombs are bombing back to back,  

And guns are gunning back to back, 

Hoping and praying for a friendly face,  

Will the sun come out today? 

 

GAS! BOMBS! GUNS! 

BANG!  

The earth shuddered, 

Everything went black, 

Everywhere went black, 

What happened to my best pal, 

I guess the sun won’t come out today! 

 

By Libby 

 
  



World War poem  
 
Leaving home in pitch black, 

Seeing friends leaving their family, 

Everyone saying farewell, 

Singing songs on our way to base camp, 

Advent alley finding base camp after one hour, 

Somehow getting so much sleep despite the noise is defying,  

Risk taking to go out to fight at 9:00 am, 

The Sargent major sent out more men at 12:00 pm, 

Gun shots 24/7 even at night, 

People dying for no reason, 

Friends getting shot, 

Innocent people getting shot, 

People losing their souls. 

 

Christmas Day nobody died we all played football in the snow, 

The Germans giving the English presents, 

And the English giving presents to the Germans, 

People being trampled over while playing football, 

Finding friends lying on the floor in pain 

 

 

Luke  

  



First World War 
 
Bombs invading valid air,  
Taking away all of the shelter, 
Bombs, Guns, 
There was no life,  
This war,  
 
Beads of sweat falling down innocent faces, 
Bleeding faces, hearts pounding, 
Watching innocent people get shot,  
There is no life in war,  
This is war, 
 
Shaking soldiers, hiding behind muddy trees, 
Innocent people getting shot, 
Every single second, 
There was no hope, 
 No life, 
This is war, 
 
The rolling air of polluted gas, 
Infecting innocent lungs, 
There was no were with no gun fire, 
There is nowhere like war, 
This is war, 
 
War is terrible, 
War is not glorious, 
People dying for their country, 
Is not glorious, 
Innocent people dying every day, 
Of that First World War, 
This war, 
 
Soldiers faces turning pale, 
Injured people turning away, 
Running into the dead of night,  
Running into the battle field, people getting shot dead,  
This is war, 
 
War is terrible, 
War is deceitful, 
War is dreadful. 
People waring poppies every day 
To show the Remembrance, 
Of who died in the war. 
This is war.  
 
By Megan  
 
 
   
 
  



World War One 

 

Worried, anxious, nervous, 

Only one life to live, 

Risking my life for everyone’s safety, 

Lonely without my family, 

Dancing soldiers following my every step, 

 
Wounded, sick, soldiers in the trench, 

Annoyed that they can’t battle, 

Recovering, ready to fight and achieve victory, 

 
Ignoring everyone shouting “GIVE UP!” 

Standing for my team, being proud, 

 
Finding his death fall to the ground, 
In the battle field where the poppies grow, 

Nearly every soldier dead, 

All accept from one, 

Lonely, isolated, lost, 

Lying on his side in pain, 

Yes, victory came, but both teams had no soldiers left, 

 
One lonely soldier in the battle field, 

Very ashamed of himself, never seeing his family again, 

Exhausted, hurt, in pain, coming to the end of his game, 

Regretting his every move that he played on the battle field.  

 
By Poppy 
 
  



The Death of The First World War 
By Sam G 
 
Innocents                                                                 Two friend                                                                        
of to fight death                                                        last time they’ll see each other                                                                  
rich and powerful alive                                             “CHARGE”                                                                             
all it takes is a bullet                                                  all it takes is a bullet    

Death is no option                                                    Death is no option      

Proud innocents                                                        Hurting men                                                                           
of to shoot other men                                                bleeding burning dying                                                                              
running into the invisible death                                  you can’t escape death                                                                           
all it takes is a bullet                                                   all it takes is a bullet  

Death is no option                                                     Death is no option     

Playing men                                                               Their turn                                                                           
fighting to kill                                                              guts strewn                                                                         
all is having fun killing                                                limbs amputated                                                                    
all it takes is a bullet                                                   all it takes is a bullet   

Death is no option                                                      Death is no option 

Fatigue is a killer                                                        Mourning mothers                                                                        
overcoming the strongest of men                               crying children                                                                         
but will never give up                                                  all this death for them                                                                    
all it takes is a bullet                                                    all it takes is a bullet     

Death is no option                                                       The Great Death 

Traumatised men                                                                                                                                
more bombs fired on hell                                                                                                                     
“I’ll end you if you don’t go up there                                                                                                      
all it takes is a bullet  

Death is no option 

Ecstasy of men                                                                                                                              
shooting barrages of bullets                                                                                                                
friendly faces on each sides                                                                                                             
all it takes is a bullet 

Death is no option  

Awake men  
all that is needed is a rest  
a lifelong rest  
all it takes is a bullet  
Death is no option 
 
Sam  



Ready, Aim, Fire!!!                                
Dulce ET Decorum EST Pro Patria Mori. 
Awaiting in the trenches, 
Ready to shoot shells, 
READY, AIM, FIRE!!! 
It was a horrible war, 
Gun fire wherever you were, 
Dreading every second, 
Thinking you’ll be next to go, 
Thousands of people died for their country, 
Barely anyone survived, 
Scared, Petrified and full of disbelief, 
It was a horrible war. 
Waiting for the signal, 
Amongst the people who fought for their country, 
READY, AIM, FIRE!!! 
Instinct is very important, 
So be careful with what you do, 
Be aware of what’s around you, 
Always be on guard, 
Dead are lying on the battlefield, 
READY, AIM, FIRE!!! 
Guns are very powerful weapons, 
So you must use them wisely, 
You must be aware some guns are more dangerous than others, 
Use it carefully OR ELSE! 
READY, AIM, FIRE!!! 
The war was quickly slowing down, 
Disappearing, going away,                                                     
Fingers crossed the war is dying down, 
READY, AIM, FIRE!!! 
Explosives everywhere, 
This may be your fate, 
Stay brave and push forward, 
 Enjoy it while it may last, 
 
Death may occur, 
 
Until then fight for your country with bravery, 
Learn what dying for your country means, 
Centuries of fighting but will it ever end, 
Envy will flare up in your mind, 
 
Everyone will give you respect when you need it, 
Time will pass into years of war, 
 
Day after day, month after month, year after year, 
Every person dreads the war and they always will, 
Cans of food will be eaten, 
Or life may end for you in war, 
Respect everyone who is fighting by your side, 
Us as a community will fight together, 
Many thanks for all of your support, 
 
English men fight for victory, 



So many killed, 
Too many people died, 
 
People risk their life for you, 
Respect every single one of them, 
Or they will not appreciate you one bit, 
 
Patriotic people are dying, 
At very different times, 
Touching a trigger of a gun is all it takes to kill,  
Riots happen everywhere, 
Interesting combat appeared, 
And at last we thought it was all over, 
 
Many more suffered, 
Or got shot to the floor, 
Respect everyone, 
In a few years’ time the war was over, 
 
Waiting with guns, 
Destruction everywhere, 
Dead on the floor, 
You may be unable to save a life, 
READY, AIM, FIRE!!! 
You are going to suffer in a way, 
It may be the end of your journey or it may not, 
You might die or you might not, 
Stay safe as long as you can, 
If you are lucky then you will go home to your family, 
 
Determined people might die, 
Independent people will have a higher chance of death, 
Not everyone will survive that’s for sure,                                                      
Be brave and be confident, 
Or there will be a consequence of injury or even death, 
You can do it if you believe, 
NEVER GIVE UP!!! 
It may be difficult but keep trying, 
Do not sacrifice yourself for your family will be heartbroken, 
Think to yourself you will survive, 
Yesterday is gone but today matters, 
For your life is at risk, 
So be careful and be very wise with what you do, 
You must use your life wisely, 
It was 7pm and the people of the war were asleep, 
But one man was awake and he had a plan, 
He was a skinny fella and his plan would work, 
After that fateful night the UNITED KINGDOM, WALES, SCOTLAND AND IRELAND 
Helped us win the war!!! 
           
 
  
                                                                                                                       
By Sam M 
  



Today 
 
As I stumble, terrified into the trench 

I feel the ground shudder 

A bomb explodes sending spikes soaring sky high 

My General shouts  

“Today we will die for our country lads.” 

 

My cowardly self stopped my eyes from opening 

for fear of finding carnage and death, 

Shouts and screams fill the air 

Forcing my eyes open to bloodshed  

Today my general died for our country. 

 

I released my gun, death was everywhere 

People flung from the impact of the bomb 

The enemy closing in, with rockets, bombs 

Today my best friend died for our country. 

 

I tried to fire my gun it failed, they hung me 

Until the end one solider shot his team for  

Me, I broke free and released my bomb  

And kill everyone  

Today I died for our country.     

    
 By Preston 
 


