Abigail Roberts
Red & White

It begins to snow,
As we sludge through the mud.
It is icy cold.

We keep walking to the trenches,
The snow piles on the ground,
Higher and Higher,

And soon itis up to our knees.

My feet are like weights,
We drag on and on,
The sun will soon set.

T hear gunshots,
And shouting,
But we carry on,
Forward to the trenches.

I walk past where the man fell,
His body in the snow,
Outlined in red.
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¥ This Is War ]
b In the fields the poppies grow,

Side by side, row in row ‘
Bang! Bang! Is all we hear,
Standing tall shaking with fear
Together of apart in the soft cool breeze
When the guns are silent we all freeze,
Soldiers are fighting for their lives some dead,
This isn't in my imagination or in my head
We are all scared the guns are firing
Not Knowing whose alive or whose dieing,
The soldiers are dieing, fires are burning
The Germans glory is returning,
The rifles are shooting , firing so fast
We are all hoping this is the last
So many brave men have nearly got shot
Not many people have the courage they have got
The poppies are in the field a scarlet red
A Solider dying tries to move his head
Everything is sitent you cant hear anyone talk
All you can see is dieing soldiers faces white as chalk
Trying to survive with all his heart
Knowing when he’s gone, he took part
Fighting for queen and country too,
But He also fought for you.
This is war
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One Word

All the men, marching.
Identical. vet not.

Smart and stiff, like clockwork.
Uniformed clockwork.

All these men, trained in unison,
Matching perfectly,

Marching to their deaths.

All believing in a great victory.

Dritain will win once again.
Dritain is uniaue, but vou are all expendable.
Do the families of soldiers think that they are expendable?

NO.

And vet they all stand by,
Crying, but cheering their loved ones on.

DBravery.

That’s the word.

The word that sums up the horror of the war.

The trenches, the dead., the families. the poppies.
All in cne word.

Bravery.
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DISMAY OF BETRAYAL \.}

The horror of trenches ﬁﬂs g[oom inmy mind;
1still remember those left behind.
We sang songs as we marched along;

Through bloodshed and fatigue over the enemy’s ground.

Soldiers ran on the no man’s land,

And felllike lanterns in the eerie night.
Hundreds went but a handfil returned;
Not to live but to dread-

the curse of war.

Women and children waited at home,
Hoping their men would retwn soon.
But the fighters there are breathing gas

That will soon torture them to death.

They were deceived into the glory of nationalism,

But only they knew the treachery of terrorism!
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