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My War: time spent at the Front

My eyes open to the confusion of the dawn,

as light as night, &s grey and smoke filled as ever.

The tracer’s fire and parachuwie 5 fidre shadowing everything undemeath.
The cool smng and fog filterad out the sky,

only broken by splindered shards from the sun,

The noises filing oy head are those of srarlng rals ghasing b my rotling feet,
fighting each other tor the best bit of Hesh.

My head is-encircled by the screams of bullels and.parapheccatia of men dying.
We manch, oinvessness back and forth,

feet slopping in he trenches of blood

and.inches of muddeneafhme stervhing outfor mites.

Hesads bowed.

seeing oy the man in from,

waling with dreead for the call,

sharn and Ciéar,

tosise yp to shoul and shoot

or be shot,

and #isay no ...

o be shot amongst my owi

Bud miavbe now § will bave loss fear

for my bad life

zy zoon awall
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How weuld Yoo Quel2

_how woutd vou  Peel
P&LVLO@(’, l@r\, &U%S(S
\/OUF heewt? < plou
Sw,éug ()acx;j uﬂvmﬂ VOU oW ?

Pow woolol  You Q@é

}*—@_{du/n [;Lfa)ak O (\LUCL - Sooked
“trenc Noor 24 < Sudcﬂ@néy 2 xeol
to o dead ommys Sworen (e

HOw wooldh Yoo fbes
o Whn voureak Ua Lodoler waﬂ;

hojoneks foceed, coadken

Whestle ? Yoor Ql\.U"‘L beQale Yoo
| \/onuéanﬁ cm(i Okoléung on hS
oS

HOOJ MOULOL YOu QQ[
C When Youre érappza cn. o Shall-hole
JonS  founcng  deobe, ouer Yauor had?

How woutl Yoo feel, = .
When  BollebS  Slce ékb o YOour
Cleslk? Do deSparte Seroivy Syumon
b Skretclar  beorers?

NO |
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Pnoud Peppies

Up from the sweat and the grime and the mud,
Through the shaken earth, the corpses and bload,
Holding the tevion, the sadness and grief

JIn each crimsen petal and every leaf,
Bringing the memaries of the lost men,
Reminding all of the hoon back then,

Flooding the Flandens’ fields with a xich xed,

~ Creeping se silently up from the dead

(e soldiers neturning from thein deep grave —
Poppies standing tall, defiant and brave.

By Daisy Stewart




