
War’s End 

By Holly Attkinson 

 

You have come for a story, so I’ll start at the end: 

When the soldier drops and lives amend, 

As the flag is flown, ‘lives are saved’. 

In the light of day the soldiers are named. 

For all the blood that they have spilt, 

Hours on end. 

Hours on end. 

 

The Dreams of my past. 

By Melissa Wilson 

 

 

The loud explosion bursts my ear drums, 

The fight viewed like a silent movie. 

My feet in my nibbled leather boots; 

The only thing going through my mind is, “You’re doing this for your country”. 

 

My body feels disoriented. 

The battlefield is alive, it’s home; home to the dead. 

The smell of gunpowder and copper takes over my senses. 

I run to take cover but before I do…BANG! 

 

I wake to the sickly smell of sweat. 

My body hyperventilating, alone in my bed. 

When will these dreams end? 

When will I escape my past? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Outrunning the Enemy 

By Natalie Collins 

 

I’m running as fast as my feet will carry me, 

I have a stitch in my side; I know I can’t run any more. 

A gun shot misses my ear by inches, my feet speed up, 

Another gunshot! 

I turn, look, they are closing in. 

The Germans are closing in on me, 

The threatening uniform of dull grey; 

The red swastika forever following me. 

The Germans are our enemy we can never get along. 

Another gunshot… 

THEY ARE AFTER ME! 

 

 

 

The Cracks of War 

By Brandon Taylor 

 

The waves crash in a roaring thunder, 

Rocks crack against the cliffs. 

The hammering will never stop 

No matter from which side. 

 

The cliffs crack and break at the stone’s roots, 

The same sounds still come from the other side. 

They say it is not the same but it sure feels like it; 

The British, the damaged stone. 

 

As both sides become awfully close 

The thunder sounds yet again. 

Explosions, dead men at your feet, 

The earth goes beneath the waves of unstoppable trauma. 

 

Letters and writing, 

Letters and writing. 

Weeping families. 

Bodies in a stone tomb. 

 

 



The Fight For Freedom. 

By Lauren Le Page. 

 

We turn on the wireless and listen for their names, 

The whole world has been like this for days. 

The gunshots, the noises are getting closer, 

Closer every day. 

 

There is no safe place to hide, 

There are people everywhere, 

Watching you and your every move. 

There is no freedom, 

Anywhere. 

There hasn’t been for days. 

 

The day we got told we were going into war,  

The day that nobody wanted to come. 

Family members wait at home, 

Their men are out there, no safety. 

Fighting for freedom, fighting for life. 

There is no guarantee, the worst can happen. 

Will happen. 

Day or night.  

 

 

Love in the time of war 

By Elaine Lowe 

 

She sits by the window, waiting for his return; 

She waits, she waits, she yearns, she yearns. 

All the memories they had, all the memories they shared; 

They’ve all gone to waste, yet they say she was spared. 

 

He treasures each letter she ever wrote to him, 

Sitting in the trenches 

Blood-stained skin. 

Waiting for death to come, come and grab him 

 

She receives the telegram. 

Knowing she’ll never see him again, 

She realises, 

Death will come in the end 

 



 

Memories 

By Holly Brown. 

 

Poppies bleed out memories, of before and after; 

Before the blood, darkness, and pain 

And it’s a comparison that you’re after? 

Then I give you a blank page, 

Because that will describe more than words, 

Because everything has changed. 

 

We wear poppies to show our respect, 

That’s not how I see it, I see it as, 

a sign of their deaths. 

 

The petals red, 

Symbolise blood, 

Men, who wanted nothing more, 

Than to see their families again. 

 

And our eyes grow dark, 

with no light to let in. 

 

 

 


