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Introduction from the Editors 

On behalf of the magazine editors, we would like to 
warmly welcome you to the first edition of ‘Tring 
Writes’.  

The magazine was created to give students a platform 
to showcase their talents. This edition is based around 
remembrance, and it is clear to see the hard work and 
dedication that has gone into creating each piece.

We've had lots of submissions from across the school 
and deciding what to include was definitely a 
challenge!

It has been an absolute privilege to be able to 
celebrate and showcase the work of our students and 
we hope that you enjoy reading as much as we have. 

Thank You 

Tring Writes Editing Team
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The Soldier’s Words

The mud on my boots, the mud on my skin
Over the walls, to lose or win
If we win the war, we may lose our friends
But it will be worth it, when the war ends

I’ll return home soon, to my father and mother
There will be no presence of my brother
For he sadly died, at the war’s start
And ripped a hole, in my heart.

But back to the trenches, this pit of hell
It’s a lie to say, that I’m doing well.
The rats they scurry and the soldiers they hurry.
Everyone is saying, there's no need to worry

It won't be long, soon we’ll leave;
There will be no time for anyone to grieve.
Maybe I will make it, maybe I won't,
I wonder what will happen if I don't.

It's alright though, we are prepared.
But the people at home weren’t, when war was 
declared.
All the lives lost, they will only increase
Unless we win, unless we make peace.

Eloise Beard Year 10



Down in the trenches, sheltering from destruction
The soldiers are in a bad state, some face 
concussion
But we must power on and fight for our country.
Although I think it is our right to be free
We must soldier on and hope for the best
We are putting our abilities to the test
It is a fight for survival, as we face our rivals
I hope it ends well, and we live another day
If I return home, I have a lot to say.

Ethan Menezes Year 8

I fear for my life all the time, life here is 
hell on earth.

If you’re not already dead, you’re suffering - no 
matter who you are. The distant booms and 
screeches never give me a minute of peace. Every 
part of my body is aching and I feel that I can’t 
go on anymore.

When the sun goes down, I can't see my hand in 
front of my face. The only light comes from the 
explosions of bombs and the few candles we have 
here. Night time is when people shoot themselves 
in the foot, when no one is looking, to escape 
and go home a hero.

Matthew Pagani Year 10



Dear diary, 
The world was spinning, my mind was spinning. I could 
feel the blood roaring in my ears. Screams and cries 
filled my head and my view was beginning to become 
clouded. I couldn’t feel my legs. Why couldn’t I feel 
my legs? I forced my head down to find a gashing hole 
pouring gallons of blood from within. My knees buckled 
and I dropped to my knees pleading up to the sky. 
“Please God, what has this come to?” Tears began to 
flood my face and I threw my hands up at the sky. I 
cried out to God, “Please let them be safe” and I fully 
collapsed not too far from the front line of our 
trench. In agony, I went to carefully touch the wound 
on my skin but instantly, excruciating pain shot up 
through my whole body like a bolt of electricity. It 
was like I was paralysed, stuck to the ground with no 
escape. Barbed wire had tangled itself into my leg and 
wasn’t going to budge any time soon. 

Was this it? I never thought my life would come to 
this. I prayed for my wife and children to be safe that 
night and never know the pain that I was feeling. I 
wanted to engulf them in my arms and never again let 



them go, to tell them I was sorry, sorry for 
never being there and to tell them how much my 
heart sung for them. I loved them so much, it was 
indescribable but I would never have the chance 
to tell them. The blood wasn’t stopping. A pool 
was forming beneath me and I was starting to 
shake. “H-h-help” I tried to make out. No one was 
going to hear me at this rate. It was over. This 
was the end. My eyelids started to droop. 
“Jack? Jack can you hear me?” a voice came from 
above me, startling me at first. I tried to open 
my eyes but was pushed back by a blinding bright 
light of some sort. I tried again. My eyes very 
slowly adjusted to the new surroundings. Where 
was I?
“Jack!” Warm arms wrapped around my cold, shaking 
body. I looked up, confused to find the most 
wonderful girl in the world beaming at me, tears 
running down her cheeks. Her face was the same, 
her hair was the same, she still had the most 
pure smell of fresh daisies she always had done. 
I wrapped my arms around my wife, my heart 
beating so fast I could feel it through my chest. 
I was home at last. 

Evie White Year 9



Here he lies amongst the rubble,
Engulfed by sin,
His allies,oblivious to his 
fate,march on
Forced to fight for the win,
Strangled by despair,
Whilst fighting for his land 
Bound by the flag he wears.

Libby Fox and Cass Carter, Year 11

Poppies 

First the red poppies.
They bloom as fast as blood runs.

To remember the dead,
Wear them.

Next the purple poppies,
They bring tears like falling grapes. 

They are the spirits of the war animals, 
Shivering in the cold.
Now the grey poppies,
As sad as the clouds,

While the bright flashes cover the horizon
With the darkness of death.

Wyatt Stirling Year 8



Dear Diary                               

This is my second month in the trenches. It has been so 
awful because there is so much mud and rainwater that it’s 
really hard to even move. Walking along the trench is 
dreadful because the mud sticks so much it’s hard to pull 
your leg out of it. 

It’s indescribable when you see someone you know die. It 
brings a sharp pain to my heart. Today I was in the 
trenches with my friend, Arthur. While we were loading our 
guns, a shell flew into our trench and I managed to dive 
out of the way. Arthur wasn’t so lucky. The shell exploded 
on his chest and I saw my only friend in the war blown to 
pieces. I don’t know how I will get over what I have seen 
in this war.

I think they have sent us to our deaths because some of 
their methods are suicidal, like running up onto no man's 
land where the enemy can easily shoot at us! I’m very 
angry at the people who started the war because they don’t 
care about people like me. People like me signed up, not 
knowing that there is a high risk we will not see our 
family again.  

I really hope I will be able to write in this diary again. 
Every moment you are in the war you think you’re going to 
die, and all you can hear are explosions, gunshots and 
people yelling. If I don’t make it out alive, I hope 
someone finds this diary and thinks of me and thinks of my 
friend Arthur. Please remember us and the evils of war.

William Brown Year 7



The Day of War

The breeze never quite felt the same again, on the 
day of the war,

The trees didn’t sway in the wind like they used to,
Fallen bodies all around me, my hope drowning in 

their blood.
The faint call of the lost ones, calling out to 

their families;
 trying to show that they were not finished. That 

their lives were not over.

The smell of guns and rotting bodies filled the air, 
not the smell you want.

Warm toast, bacon even the stench of the drapes that 
lay at the windows, it was all gone.

The young soldiers eager to kill; excited to go to 
war, if only they knew then what they know now.

But that wasn't even the worst of it.
One goal now: to get home.

Their grave closer and closer by the day, 
like a treadmill; moving on and on, tired, you step 

off.
That's what war is like. 

Never ending

I like to think of war as a person.
He wants justice and he wants death.

Once war has taken you, you can’t escape.
Young men drawn in by War’s perfume; to kill.

But the war was only wearing a mask, 
What's under that mask is something far greater.

Emily Gee Year 9



It was a cold, still, quiet October morning. 
The birds seemed to have disappeared from the 
area and, with them, any sense of fun and 
happiness. It was a wasteland of destruction; 
there was no sign of life, not even the sound 
of a shell. Nothing disturbed the seemingly 
peaceful scene. 

We stood there, watching, waiting for a signal. 
We waited in complete silence. We knew there 
was a chance we wouldn’t come back. As I 
waited, the deafening quiet overwhelmed me. I 
stumbled back, knocking my head on a stone as I 
fell. I was still fully conscious though, it 
only hurt a bit; I had to get back up, I had to 
fight for my country.

Then the signal came…

We rushed over the top, many slaughtered 
instantly by the raging machine guns as their 
rapid rattle took over the air. It drowned the 
men’s shouts and screams. Many fell...and never 
got up.

I kept rushing onward, pulled down by the 
weight of all that I was carrying. All I 
remember is blood - a wave of blood, terror, 
and small metal pellets. I felt a sharp pain in 
my arm, I collapsed to the ground, and then 
darkness washed over me…

I woke up to find my arm draped in bandages. I 
wondered where I was, and then suddenly 



remembered what had happened. The awful terror 
of being out on that battlefield, being shot 
at, watching friends die around me.

I had been shot in the arm. The bullet had 
opened my artery and I was lucky to be alive. 
Many thought I would die. That all happened 
around a month ago, and now I’m ready to fight 
once again for my country.

It was another cold, quiet morning, and again 
the birds were silent. It was November 1st 
1918, and the fighting had been going on for 
four years now, people were beginning to wonder 
when it would ever stop, if it would ever stop. 

We were sitting in a small underground shelter, 
eating breakfast. Suddenly the sound of guns 
shattered the morning silence, bringing the air 
to life. We were taken completely by surprise, 
none of us were ready. Suddenly the loud shout 
of “GAS!” joined the explosion of noise. 
Everyone took out their gas masks and hurried 
to put them on. 

I fumbled and it fell to the floor. I breathed, 
knowing it would be my last, and the poisonous 
fumes filled my lungs with a burning sensation. 
I saw my life flash before my eyes, memories so 
real I could almost reach out and touch them. 
Then, darkness washed over me, dragging me to a 
sleep from which I would never return.

Jake Otley Year 10



On the nights when he came home I would stay awake 
waiting for the inevitable. Waiting for his 
terrified eyes to meet mine, for him to mutter 
about monstrous weapons of war and friends long 
departed. I would lay there petrified - new stories 
I could never gather the courage to ask about. He 
always looked so confident in his uniform, but when 
the exterior came off I could see the damage that 
was irreparable - he would just sit on the couch, 
lifeless and numb. I could not even begin to 
comprehend the affliction he was in, waves of 
recollection would surge through and engulf him in 
grief.

Ella Nathan, Year 11

Roses

Roses,like a red splatter in muddy water
War makes pacifists weep
Feather for a coward 
Started quietly like a mouse 
Then ruptured like a howitzer

For a man in war  
Patriotism is peace
For women at home 
She worried 
War and peace are different 
There should be both.

Aiden Brightley Year 10



A Bullet’s remorse 

Blood curdling screams echo through my cold metal 
exterior, 
But here I lay, waiting, 
The hands that would deliver my fate grew wearier
I begged them to let me remain.

Held tightly in his grip I pray for a reversal of 
fate,
But no such appeasement sanctified me.
My small, compact casing in a barrel that will 
obliterate
the countless innocent men before me. 

Mere seconds had passed before I’m spat out by the 
gun, 
Hurtling at horrendous speeds towards my unnamed 
victim.
I pierced the flesh of his left shoulder, my pace 
can’t be outrun 
Bones shattered, arteries obliterated.

I’m the cause of another lifeless body,
Whose children have been left fatherless and
wife left alone.
His life commemorated with a poppy.
His name? Another engraving on a list far
too long. 

Laura Lowe Year 12



Remembrance Day

Remembrance is a very important time for my family. It is a 
time to remember the sacrifice made by the individuals, who 
gave their lives on the front line. And that was exactly what 
happened with my Great-Great Grandfather, Reginald John Boyes 
of the Surrey Brigade. 

Nearly two years ago to the day, I first started my journey 
to find my relative who bravely gave his life in the 
devastatingly important battle of Passchendaele, more 
formally known as the Third battle of the Ypres Salient. The 
first trip I went on was the December Christmas Truce in 
2016. During that Christmas Truce, I was given the chance to 
see the names of the men who died in his regiment at the 
Menin Gate. However, his name was not to be found; scraped 
out in 1924 after he was given his first named grave after 
being identified by the Commonwealth Grave Commision (CWGC). 

Nearly two years later, I had my second chance to find my 
Great-Great Grandfather; on the trip around Belgium and 
France. This time I managed to find the specific area in the 
cemetery known as Poelcappelle War Memorial, where the grave 
was. After passing the rows upon rows of graves, I had 
finally found what I had been looking for for years: the 
chance to see my relative from nearly 102 years ago, in front 
of me. It was a rather humbling and honouring moment.

Ryan Dawkins Year 11



Remembrance Day

   Gunshots echoed through the space around me. The action 
was not visible through the fog, but a short distance away I 
heard the pained grunts of a fallen man. Not five minutes 
before had the lieutenant requested that five men accompany 
him across the land. My cowardice had rooted me, along with 
many of my comrades, to the spot; venturing out of the 
trenches would be an immediate death sentence at this moment. 
With an understanding smile, he patted my shoulder and said, 
“No worry, soldiers. I shall assess the dangers alone.” He 
could not hide the disappointment that riddled his voice. We 
had let him down, and we all knew it. The guilt hung over me 
like a shadow for the next few minutes as he exited the 
trench, and took the steps that none of us would take.
   The lieutenant’s figure retreated into the fog, consuming 
him before us. His departure left a bitter resentment which 
filled the trench like a toxic gas, and our cowardice had 
cast a shame so deep that none of us could be consoled. The 
quiet was eery; unheard of in a battlefield.
   



 A few minutes passed, which more closely resembled hours. 
None of us could bear to look at each other. Who am I more 
disappointed with? Them, or myself?
   Before long, the land reverberated the sound of gunshots, 
causing the ground to fine dust into the air. We jumped at 
the sound, even though we’d heard it so many times before. A 
man let out an agonising yell. We continued to stare into the 
fog, our horror deepening. For a moment, I believed he lived. 
For a moment, I believed that his shadowed figure would 
appear through the smoke, his body just as it was. He would 
walk up to us with a sickening smile creeping up his face.
    He did not fear death; in fact, I believed he’d had 
enough of his war riddled existence. It was easy to say he 
had found peace and welcomed death as he would an old friend. 
I would never forget his bravery and my lack thereof.

Molly Johnson Year 11



Remembrance day 

As they lay there, 
The world walks past. 
The sound of death 

As if it was normal. 

As poppies touch the ground, 
A life dies with them.

As letters are sent out,
Families are turned upside down. 

Many will suffer, 
Many will fear 

That Life is unknown, 
So doubt is forever there. 

Children will run and play 
With hope and joy,

Until the stream of life 
Slowly fades away. 

Katie Allington Year 11



Remembrance day

He must be petrified. My husband alone in the 
abominable trench conditions, the repulsive smell of 
the deceased which lingers throughout the battlefield 
and every which way you walk, it's all you can see. 
The rotting lesions, decaying and bodies piled up on 
top of one another, making way for more casualties 
affected by war. Of my imagination of him standing on 
the front-line and nightmares of everything that could 
possibly go wrong. I'm terrified whilst the feeling of 
dread and sadness fills my body, as I wait day after 
day, for the fearful news. All I can hope is him to 
come home however it feels like everyday I get more 
and more anxious of the awful news I know its almost 
inevitable to receive. The slim chance of him arriving 
home is the only thing keeping me going these days. I 
almost feel like sometimes I am more frightened than 
him! Although, only heaven knows what he's going 
through, but I just can’t bear the thought of it. The 
overwhelming sense of stress the war has given me and 
thousands more people is simply not worth the effort 
and expenses of war.

Bella Kennealy Year 11



Remembrance day 

As I lay here,
Cold and hurt,
Men running the fields with fear,
All covered in dirt. 

Back home families weeping,
Unable to process the news,
Not a single child is sleeping,
All in their hearts is a bruise. 

Lauren Cowie Year 11

World War I
Poppies grow lonely on the battlefield

The field where too many lost their lives 
The smell of death still fills the air
Many were hoping to see their wives
While quickly saying one last prayer

Their ending life was hard to bear
So many tortured souls were laid to rest 
As those who survived were rare
But all they could do was fight their best 

Isla Voy Year 11 



15/1/1917
Dear Diary,

It was a bitter winter. They had toiled in 
the harsh conditions of the trenches, and a 
multitude of men had died in the battle of 
the Somme, which was not too long ago. Many 
suffered mental instability after the event 
took place. One of the men, Mr. Clement, had 
been lying on the floor repeating ‘When will 
it be over?’ for the last two days. He was 
broken, physically and mentally.

The British soon heard a very faint sound, as 
if someone was knocking on a door. One of the 
men, Mr Paterson, was desperate to look over 
at no man's land, but the others managed to 
suppress his urges. But, for the duration of 
this particular noise, Mr. Paterson was 
uncontrollable and peered over the top of the 
trench. He was shot immediately. He fell onto 
his back, whilst blood dripped over his 
uniform. The men had later discovered the 
German troops were in proximity and 
approaching British trenches and were 
traveling through no man's land.

It was a complete pandemonium! German troops 
spread poisonous gas before their departure, 
and the British men rapidly scrambled to put 
their masks on. But it was no use. Around 50 
men had been murdered, and 100 injured.



28/7/1917

I woke up today realising how long it’s 
been. It has been two complete years 
since the war started. Boredom is my day 
now. I have scrutinized every single 
detail in these trenches, counted to 
1000, writing, everything, and I’m 
finished. I can’t take it anymore! My 
illness overwhelms my body, every single 
word I speak is torture. Dear family, 
friends, loved ones. Goodbye.

Alex Nze Year 8

The War to End All Wars

The smell of human waste pollutes the air,
As men stand side by side awaiting doom.
Men who barely stand by the power of will;
Will which comes from loved ones hoping for 
their return.
Whispers of prayers for friends that have been 
lost
To war; more men go with their innocence,
And leave with nothing human left of them.
Smoke, dirt and blood work side by side with man
As they fight for the greater good of the land.
No gain, just loss of lives from evil plans
As those at home remember those at front.
Those that are lost will never be forgotten,
The love that is given makes men fight on;
The love that gives purpose to a lost war.

Luke McNamara Year 11



The End:
Dark clouds cover the sky,
I look behind at the trench to say a goodbye.
On my left a thick forest; easy to be discreet.
The sound of thick mud is at my feet.

Walking down the road with a rifle in hand,
My feet are giving up, I’m struggling to stand.
Suddenly I hear some talking in the brush,
The sergeant up front tells everyone to hush.

It’s German voices without a doubt.
“Everyone take cover!” the Sergeant shouts.
They hear us now and start to shoot,
There's no stopping until we execute.

I’m too tired to fight, I can't hold my gun,
It's too late now I can't even run.
I shouldn't have signed up, this is now my fate,
I know I’m going to die, I just have to wait.

I am only 20 years old in the war,
I had a life to live but not any more.
I got family at home and a best friend,
And I’m sad to say that this is the End.

James Lucas Year 9



A dark haze covered the field. There was nothing but silence, 
nothing but the red colour of death painted on the ground. It 
smelt of forgotten lovers and smoke; the dulling scent 
curling over craters and around various limbs. It was a 
picture of complete destruction and devastation.
He screamed, his voice not travelling far but his agony 
attacking every nerve in his broken body. As much as he 
wished for the darkness to consume him, his system was 
finding different ways to survive the hell of the pain. The 
sky was a deep shade of blue that reminded him of home, of 
family dinners and quietly furnished living rooms, the stars 
sticking out like bullets shot through a sheet painted blue 
on one side, and the other a forgotten white. It felt like he 
was the only one, but he wasn’t. There were others screaming 
out too, all alone in craters with lack of limbs and hope, 
all thinking the same thing. That they died for a broken 
cause that caused complete devastation to their country.

Maisy Driver Year 11



  
It all started in 1914. Leaving the docks. From home. To 
Germany. We left late at night, hoping to arrive early 
morning and catch the Germans off-guard. I could see my 
brother across the ship shivering and cold, and it reminded 
me of the times we played in the snow back home. We had just 
finished our training and this was our first operation, 
Operation Neptune.
 I looked at the other soldiers; some were excited, some were 
horrified and some were just preparing for the task ahead. I 
didn’t exactly know where we were going, but I had heard some 
soldiers talking about France. And then we left.
 It was a long, miserable voyage, but soon enough some 
soldiers could make out land ahead. I could see the 
lieutenant, straight-backed, no expression as usual. He was 
giving orders to the helmsman, and talking through morse code 
to other ships, so the Germans couldn’t intercept the 
message. Random bullets started hitting the hull and one 
soldier next to me nearly got hit.
 By this point, many of the Germans had gathered on the beach 
and taken notice of the many coming onto the beaches of 
Normandy. Artillery shells started hitting the water, causing 
huge splashes, which drenched everyone. By now,  many 
privates were jumping out as it was no longer safe to stay in 
the bombed boats and the water was shallow enough to wade in. 
Soon I was on the beaches, firing at the Germans.
Many corpses lay on the ground. It was at this
point that I realised the danger I had put 
myself in.



 My brother was reloading his rifle beside me, his hands 
stained with blood and dirt. Suddenly, I felt a searing pain 
in my leg, and I realised I was bleeding out. My brother 
realised this too and rushed to my side, screaming for help. 
Then a medic dashed up to me and started helping me, while my 
brother frantically protected us and fought on. I felt the 
adrenaline kick in; I was really bleeding. The medic gave me 
medicine to keep me going and fighting. I realised I was too 
worried about my fighting brother and I should just power on 
through. 

***
We had now been fighting for 6 hours and we had pushed up 
from the beaches and were now just on the coast, where we 
were coming up to an abandoned German command center. 
The few hundred men that were left were ordered to stay 
hidden and let the ranged snipers do the work, so we 
intercepted their intel with ease. The message did not get 
through to one of the privates. He fired a couple of shots at 
a German admiral and a smoke grenade exploded next to him. 
When the smoke cleared, he was nowhere to be seen. A German 
private had a sniper rifle and had good aim. Soon enough the 
sniper shot another target, my brother…

By Freddie Harrison and Alexander Stephenson Year 7



Dear Daddy,

I hope you are having a good time in the 
trenches. How is your trench foot? Is it 
getting any better, or is it still making 
it hard for you to walk? 
Mummy and I have made a model of a zep and 
have taken it to the science fair, and 
showed how they burn down when a bullet 
hits it. I won first place because it was 
so accurate, and it burnt down just like a 
real zep. 
Jonathan has passed physics in his school 
certificate, and we had a party to 
celebrate, but we could not play any music 
because we did not want a German plane to 
hear us. We also could not have any bright 
lights because the Germans might be able 
to see where the city is. 
We are not allowed to buy sweets anymore 
because of the lack of sugar. 
The other day, there was a bomber plane 
that landed just outside the house in the 
canal. There were 2 men on board and they 
both died on impact. It made a very loud 
noise and it woke everyone in the 
neighbourhood up. The fire brigade had to 
put out the fire. 
We took a piece of the propeller as a 
welcome home gift for you when you get 
back.

Your loving son,

By Scott Valentine and Oliver Jones Year 9



The End

The church bells chime for the end of war, 
As you step outside you hear them roar.

Everyone will be home soon, 
And the world will celebrate this afternoon.

No one will be sad today,
And everyone in the streets will say,

“It’s finally over, the war is done, 
And our country has finally won!”,

Anyone now can be your friend,
Now that the war is at an end,

Everyone is free to do as they wish,
It’s so quiet you can hear the trees swish.

There is now peace all around,
But all the soldiers will never forget the 

sound

Of bombs dropping everywhere day and night,
Living in a world full of fright.

And even though most have died,
Even now, they still have their pride.

Emma Harris Year 9



Friday 23rd September 1917.

Dear diary, 
I feel like my only hope has been taken away… 

My friend Albert died. I didn’t even get to say goodbye. 
I’ve known him my whole life and our mothers were great 
friends. 
I miss him now. 
I didn’t think that I would miss someone this much. 

He brought a ray of sunshine into the gloomy trenches. He 
reminded me of home, he did. And now the only token of my 
childhood has disappeared. He was only 16. 
I told him not to join, he was weak. Too weak.

We were struggling our way through the sweltering 
trenches. Feet dragging, eyes drifting, hands…
Frozen as I tried to sustain the ponderous boulder 
resting on my back. 

All of a sudden a burst of voices came from the end of 
the trenches. 
“GAS!” one shouted.
“QUICK! RUNNNNN!” said another.



We all stabbed our feet into the mud moving as rapidly 
as possible. We were squished in tight, only room for 
single file…
 
Albert slipped.

I immediately turned my head to see that Albert (who 
was once behind me) was no longer in my tracks. He had 
stumbled. I knew that his trench foot was too bad and 
was going to affect his walking; if only he had 
listened and not been so brave. I squished past people 
to find that I was now at the end of the line of men 
about two feet away from Albert. I saw him struggling 
to make his way towards me. I couldn’t get to him; I 
would have sunk into the mud which was now up to my 
waist. 

He was wriggling and squirming, I couldn’t help him. I 
tried…
 I tried. 
Suddenly I cried “QUICK, MOVE QUICKER! THE GAS” 

Everything that has happened in my life so far has been 
bad, but not like this… 

My world froze… I couldn’t hear a sound. 



I watched the world around me, bombs crashing, people 
shooting, soldiers shouting, whistles blowing…
Albert dying.

All of a sudden, I felt a strong hand pulling me away 
from Albert. As we ran through the trenches I looked 
back and…  the gas had got to him before he drowned. I 
couldn’t see anything because the gas was chasing us as 
if it were a cheetah. 

Why did this have to happen to me? I tried to look 
after him...
It is all my fault. No, it is not my fault. He said 
himself that I have been a good brother to him, but I’m 
not his real brother so how could I have been a good 
one? I should trust his words, he was a smart kid. 

“SHUT UP!” I burst out, everybody looked at me as if I 
was insane. My head, it was telling me lies, horrible 
lies that made me feel guilty for Albert’s death. I 
couldn’t take it…

I still can’t. 

By Lily Russell  Year 9



Waiting for the knock.
A sound you’d never craved so much before.

Before those times which we call war.
Face to face with a champion - 

Those familiar eyes
Full of joy, returning from a region you despise.

A greeting you’ve imagined
For aeons of time, so effortlessly

They’re reunited with their country,
Their family.

Waiting for the knock.
A racket you’d never dread previously,

Before we brought the ‘nation to its knees’.
An unfamiliar figure

Full of fear and sorrow.
A piece of paper handed to you
Not one you’d want to borrow.

They were reduced to a number, you know.
But why would you?

You didn’t have to go.

Face to face with your brother,
Or child.

Those memories you have,
They’re still burning wild.

At the table, one less place set
But still to this day, we will never forget.

Josie Blundell Year 12



Silence, apart from the occasional shoot of a 
rifle. A deafening silence muffled my sense of 
hope. A silence that still haunts me today. I 
reluctantly lifted my head to see troops 
blinded by false patriotism painted on their 
eyes by the superiors. Next to me, a terrified 
private was praying with shaky mud-coated 
hands. He was only 18. We were told to advance 
at walking pace as the artillery bombardment 
would have obliterated the germans. How could 
someone make such a crucial mistake? A mistake 
that would cost the lives of 19,000. 
In one day. 

Patriotic war cries erupted from the trenches 
as soldiers clambered out with futile 
anticipation. The young private marched 
triumphantly towards the enemy. I continued to 
march nearby, occasionally glancing towards 
him like a father sheltering his offspring.

With a sudden shock, machine guns started 
firing up, demolishing anything within range. 
Anyone within its range. One by one, people 
dropped to the floor like lifeless scraps of 
meat to a butcher, staining the mud coated 
tracks with blood. Still, I continued walking 
and glancing towards the young private. Salted 
tears tinted with screams and the blood of my 
comrades blinded me. Still, I carried on 
walking and glancing.



I wish I didn’t glance that last time. I wish that at 
least I could look to the side and see that young private 
still marching forwards triumphantly, thinking only of 
the pride-filled hearts of his family and the feeling of 
winning the war for his country. I reluctantly glanced to 
the side but saw no young soldier, only a blank space of 
land. Frantically, I searched with blurred eyes that 
eventually locked onto the young boy lying only the 
floor, rolling around in agony, desperately trying to 
catch the blood escaping from his chest. Without 
hesitation, I ran towards him and grabbed his weak limbs 
to drag him into a nearby shell hole. My arms began to 
burn but I couldn’t stop. A sudden pain shot down my leg 
and I felt a cold drip begin to fall. Still, I couldn’t 
stop. We eventually reached the shell hole and my eyes 
caught a glimpse of red streaming down my leg. 

“You’re going to be ok, Private. Just listen to me, ok? 
We will get you out of here safe!” I shouted over the 
screams of men and the stuttering of the guns around me. 
The young soldier began to cry and forced out the words 
“G- God will be with me, S-sir, don’t worry.” 
With the same shaky now blood-coated hands, he handed me 
a picture of him, another young boy most likely around 7, 
and a mother and father. I push it back violently. 
“No, Private, you are going to be fine. Just listen to 
me!” My voice began to break but the mud hid my tears. 
With one last push, he handed me the photo.
His hands dropped. 

Then silence. 



The silent whisper of the young private’s last 
words; that will stay with me till my grave.
It has been 30 years and still, I glance and I 
continue to live. 
All I hear is his silence.         

Grace Fensome Year 11

Remembrance Day Poem

The planes are near, I hear the bombshells,
People killing, dying, being thrown into cells,
Gas attacks happening without any warning
People losing loved ones, crying and mourning, 

Our soldiers are trying, killing and fighting, 
But German bombs landing is in clear sighting.
They soar like a rocket down to UK,
We pray in our heads that they stay well away.

We cheer on our soldiers as they fight to succeed.
Slowly but carefully, they make their progress.
We wish them to come back, to their safe dwellings.
Sadly, we’ll have to leave them to their fighting and 
yelling.

Time has gone by as slow as a snail, 
But finally, my Dad has come back with a tale!
To all of our relief he survived the great war,
But he’ll never be the man he was before.

Isabelle Sisley Year 7



From the battlefield to back home,
Every day, people cry and groan

Over the tragic deaths of a loved one.
This war shall not be stopped by anyone.
From the battles caused by a tiny crime,

The war will be over in no time,
That’s what the soldiers thought in World War One,

But then a shot from another gun.
Three major battles took place in this war,

Many lay dead, still on the floor.
On one side  Germany, Austria-Hungary, and Italy. 
On the other Britain, France, and Russia stormed.

New weapons made every day,
For the victims of this pass away, 

Many remembered from the towns they come from,
On this Sunday day the sound of a drum,

To remember those who passed away in the war,
And those who came back to walk through the door

Of their houses, their family prayed for them to come 
back.

The soldier would put down his valuable sack,
He would hold his family in his arms so tight;
For not yet he has seen the bright white light.

However, some people's luck did not last,
Fought so long and gone so fast,

They could have died by a bullet to the head,
But we know they will be forever in bed.

It was clear they were doomed from the start,
Now all that remains is a poppy in their heart.

Brandon Hartfield Year 9



Feelings -  the feelings you feel when you remember 
the Soldiers still dead in a trench,

The brothers and fathers ripped away from 
civilization to Fight for the glory of our nation.   

Feelings they must have felt 
But no expression of feeling can compensate or 

relate to the Feeling they must have felt seeing the 
blood run red 

From the veins of a friend, 
Of A loved one. 

Drowning their sorrows in drink and mud, 
The white dove looming behind a shell waiting to 

flutter up And to see the scene that she was 
About to see. 

No amount of words or expressions can recapture the 
hell These men were living. 

So let another shell go off or gas bomb to blast 
Because nobody is dealing with their demons, 

Because even the devil gets tired of sin
In that God forsaken hole in ground where men called 

home, 
Waiting for the sweet relief of a quick death. 
For that's what they were sent there to do.

In the midst of mud and blood and singled poppy 
began to sprout;

A single petal of hope  in a world of nought 
Tho we remember and lest we forget the paving stone 

they Paved upon with their bare hands for the 
pathway of our Freedom we all take for granted.  

So wear your poppies with pride and sorrow for the 
men who Did not come back.

Remember the feeling that must have been felt for 
our Freedom.

Rosie Kinch Year 9



5th August 1914

Dear Diary,
It’s only been a couple of days since 
William (my older brother) left to fight 
for our country against the Germans in the 
war. As he left with his suitcase in hand, 
I waved; tears trickling gloomily down my 
face. I tried to be brave and positive, 
tried to hold them back but I couldn’t any 
longer. I told myself he would come back in 
one piece, but I could only hope that wish 
would come true.

Tomorrow, I’m moving away from my home city 
of London until the war is over - my 
parents call it evacuating. Although, I’m 
not totally sure why they’re not coming 
too: it’s just as dangerous for them as me! 
I don’t want to leave them and my brother. 
Neither do I want a war. It’s going to be 
strange without them, but I’m sure it’ll 
all be over by Christmas. It won’t be home 
after this, I’ll be living with strangers 
for months, away from home and my family, 
without a clue what’s going on around me. 
What happens if I’m with mean people? What 
happens if the German fighters do come to 
my new home? What’s going to happen if 
William doesn’t come back? It’s all so 
overwhelming for a young child like me!  
Please let everything be okay!

Taryn Schofield and Betsy Yarrow Year 7



I went to war thinking that it would be a 
nice time, fighting for my country, but that was 
before I knew what I was getting myself into. When I 
got to the Sergeant I had walked past around 250,000 
boys who looked like they were under 18. I was only 
just above the legal age limit to fight - but this war 
was different.

    When I got to the trenches they were 
about 7ft deep and 6ft wide. They weren't very 
pleasant to be in and I knew it would be a hard time 
to rest and sleep when all I could think about was at 
any moment the Germans could invade our trench. All I 
could hear in the trenches was gunshots and bombs 
exploding all around the area. It was extremely hard 
to keep our feet dry because of how wet it was.

    Whenever I wasn't fighting, I was 
thinking about my family back home and how much they 
must be worrying about me. Every now and then I would 
write a letter back to them, telling them how I was - 
but I never told them the truth. I would always tell 
them that it was fun and that everything was ok. I did 
this so they wouldn’t worry about me.

    A couple of hours passed and I had 
finished writing my letter, but soon I had to go and 
fight. I grabbed my gun and stood up on the firestep 
and pulled the trigger. Soldiers were going out into 
no man's land, but very few returned. 



It was horrifying having to see what I saw and I knew I 
would never forget what I’ve seen, assuming I make it 
out alive. Bullets shot straight over our heads, and I 
was constantly saying in my head “I’m so glad I’m not up 
there right now, I’m so glad I’m not up there right 
now.”

    I was terrified. The other soldiers were 
saying to me, 

“Don't worry.”
“It’ll all be over soon.”
I believed them. I believed that it would all 

be over soon. But 2 years had passed by now and we were 
still in the trenches, fighting. 

Christmas day arrived and we stopped fighting 
and had a friendly football match. However, after this 
had finished we went back to being hostile and fighting. 
I honestly wasn't surprised we fell back on violence. 

Another 2 years went by and many, many more 
soldiers had died. It was the 11th November 1918 and 
today is the day that the Armistice Treaty was going to 
be signed. Once it had been signed, all the soldiers 
left the trenches and went back to England and Germany. 

When I got home my family was so proud of me 
and they had missed me so much. I never knew how much I 
should be grateful for being free.

Erin Brown Year 8



Dear Diary,

 I have just experienced a time that will stay in my 
memory forever. Here is what happened: myself, Mary, 
John and Mrs and Mr Jones were sitting at the dining 
table, eating dinner, like every other evening. When 
suddenly, out of the woods across the field came about 
ten soldiers! They looked muddy and drowsy and rather 
unhappy. They were carrying weapons and were drenched in 
blood. All of the soldiers collapsed to the ground, 
panting and gasping for breath with gas masks flung 
round their necks.
I wondered if my father were among them, so I ran 
outside and asked them if they recognised his name. They 
said that he was fighting among them but they lost 
others whilst escaping from the gas that was released. 
I was very upset and a feeling inside grabbed me and I 
suddenly wanted to run to the woods and search for my 
father. Mary and John rushed to grab me but for some 
reason I tried to get away. My heart pounded in my head 
as my legs flew around in circles. The branches of trees 
twisted the entrance and I stumbled over the sticky 
roots. I searched the surrounding area and my gaze fixed 
upon a shape in the distance. 
I ran towards it; it seemed to sit still on the top of a 
hill. The land around it was difficult to get through as 
it was uneven and seemed to have wires sticking out of 



the ground. The silhouette was closer to me and it became 
clear that there wasn’t one shape but thousands of shapes. 
They were people; people who were lying lifeless on the 
ground. They were all dressed in different uniforms, but as 
I got closer I seemed to recognize their pale faces. 
There was the local baker from back in the city but his eyes 
weren’t full of light and happiness anymore; his eyes were 
steamy and ghostly white. There was a teacher from my 
school, and my friend’s dad and brother, and my next door 
neighbour. At that moment my eyes flooded with the saddest 
tears I have ever shed. The fact that I recognized so many 
of the dead soldier’s faces just seemed to kill me inside. 
Mary and John’s footsteps behind me blurred and Mary’s 
muffled sobs echoed off the broken plains. John had said for 
us to go back; he said that it wasn’t safe. And I remember 
regretting ever running out here. John’s arm wrapped around 
me and he guided me back through the open graveyard. But 
something felt too similar all of a sudden. A face too 
important to leave behind. So I stopped and turned and a 
sight haunted me. My blood-churning yell could be heard back 
at the cottage. I buried my head in my hands as John and 
Mary dashed over. There was the sound of despair as the dead 
body of our father lay calmly at our feet. 
I now know that war is different to what I thought it was. I 
had this image after the war was over of myself, Mary, John, 
Mother and Father all gathered around the fire, and Mother 
was cradling our new member of the family. And we would all 
be happy, I would have a new baby brother.
But now I’m still at the Jones’ cottage and I can see red 

poppies growing at my father's grave.

Emily Ashfield Year 7



The enemy are not who we think they are,
But all you need to keep going is hope,
A glimmer of light - the shine of a star,
It is the only way, at war, to cope.

The bombs are devastating the land around us,
Shrapnel piercing the sky,
When everybody dies there is no-one left to 
trust,
I know I’m next, that I need to say goodbye.

Somewhere out there’s a bullet with my name on 
it,
A soldier who is ready to kill us all,
I hardly feel alive, stuck in this pit,
I  miss my family, being away from them is 
cruel.

Suddenly, I hear an ear splitting bang,
A young soldier lying, on the dark muddy ground,
He looked into my scared eyes and sang,
A man’s last wish, a gentle, delicate, beautiful 
sound.

Gone, he’s gone; I filled up with hatred,
Look what war has done with us all,
All our joy and happiness faded,
The terrible conditions making us feel so small.

I’ve been fighting for nearly four whole years,
The bombs are still deafening, and killing lots,
All around me are soldiers, crying tears,
Slowly dying, sighing at the sound of the 
gunshot.



But the only joy to come from this terrible 
war,
Was one special Christmas truce,
We dropped down our weapons which gave us 
great valour,
And the poppies grew, of beautiful colour.

These poppies that grew were a sign of peace 
and one day, that it would come,
That love would be found and parties held,
But family's were dead and there’ll be 
sadness for some
As the killing and deaths affect everyone.

I’ve started to realise who the real enemies 
are,
No single person, no living thing,
Who takes away hope, and that shine of a 
star,
War is the enemy; hope is all you need to 
bring.

William Hopwood Year 8



It was a small room in a small house; furniture old 

and window panes rusted. Though the room was mostly 

bare a collection of knickknacks lined the raw 

wooden shelves, each holding a snapshot of a fond 

memory. The cold concrete of the floor was brutal 

in November, the chill of Winter seemed to be 

absorbed into the harsh surface. However, blankets 

and coats were strewn across the ground in hopes of 

preventing the icy coolness from enveloping the 

room and its occupant.

The woman sat quietly in the room’s biggest chair. 

It was high backed and seemed to loom over all 

other furniture circled around the fireplace. The 

once perfect cloth, that had encouraged her to 

purchase it, had long been worn over the years of 

constant use. It was faded in many places and it 

seemed to peel itself away from the wooden frame it 

once lovingly clung to. That is where she chose to 

sit. It was not her chair and yet she sat in it to 

bask in the memories it encompassed.The fire 

crackled in the corner of the room. Warm flames 

licked the stone heath as the low glow imbued the 

room. 



She was young, and yet her face was sunken and 

sullen making her seem much older. Her dark 

pinafore hung loosely around her withering frame, 

months of neglecting to eat had made her weak. Her 

hair that she normally wore pinned up lay flat over 

her protruding collar bone. She sat with her legs 

tucked beneath her and her back was hunched over as 

she hunkered down in the armchair. The midday sun 

filtered in through the cracked glass pane, but the 

dark curtains had yet to be pulled to the side and 

so only a crack of light highlighted the piece of 

paper she had clasped between her bony fingers. 

As tears cascaded down her cheeks the sound of 

bells from the church in the centre of town rung 

loudly signalling the end of the war. A crowd 

formed outside creating a cacophony of relieved 

cheers and chattering. But she stayed seated. She 

didn’t get up and cheer with her neighbours. She 

didn’t even smile.

The flames of the fire reflected in both her eyes 

and tears as she re-read the letter in her hands.  

A sob racked through her body as celebrations 

continued outside.

Faith McNamara Year 13



Dear Diary,

It’s rough out here and I’m starting to struggle. I can’t 
believe it’s been a year and I’m still alive. It gets 
remarkably cold at nighttime so I shiver myself to sleep. 
It’s difficult, but i will get through it. I’m missing my 
family. I feel non-existent. I get the impression that 
everyone in my village is going to forget about me. But 
NO I will come back alive. 

The reality of the war isn’t as pleasant as they said it 
would be, but I predicted that... I knew that war 
wouldn’t be a pleasurable time. It’s about fighting for 
your country. Uncommonly, I’ve made some friends; and 
yes, I know war isn’t for companions, but I felt 
isolated. 

It’s not too pleasant to see what happens to these poor 
soldiers when they approach No Man's Land, but I think to 
myself I’m joyous that’s not me and I still have time to 
prove that I’m ready: I can assist my country to win this 
great war. 

I have been writing back to my family in England, but 
joylessly none of what I claim is true. I’m only lying to 
my family so they are not distracted about what's 
happening out here. So far it’s difficult, but I will 
work hard and achieve our goal of winning the war.

I’ll be writing back soon, 
Farewell.

Lexi Wood Year 8



We will Remember 

The darkness lingered with a devastating gloom,
Where families mourn an empty tomb.

Over a vast town where millions lay motionless,
Distant memories were concealed by helplessness

At the going down of the sun, 
Yet, still, no one has won.

As thousands of people lay dead,
 It’s the last time that they'll be put to bed.

Red is the colour for those we remember 
When we think about those on freezing cold days in 

December.
On the 11th of November, the day which we pray

For all those who lost their lives in the battle that day.
 

Fighting for your country day by day,
On the battlefield where thousands lay.

War was never a happy place, 
And in return, we ask for their peace in God’s grace.

The battlefield for those 4 years may be an image of the 
past,

But may we still remember that it won't be the last?
This current moment someone is fighting at war,

Battling for peace and love once more.

By Annabelle White, Charlotte Knight and Sophie Smith Year 
10



Petals of red fell gracefully upon the war-torn 
battlefield. The silence so deafening; the bloodshed 
dormant. Silhouettes waited impatiently in the cold 
bitter trenches. The world was waiting too: waiting to 
say its farewells to the men struck by violence. The 
violence of the war. A rustling... a click... and a 
bang. Only those three sounds had to happen before a 
life was taken. It was more uneasy now. The friends of 
the fallen had been pierced with hatred. And the 
enemies of the fallen had seen confidence in their 
victories. Blinded by anger and regret, both sides 
could bear the silence no longer… A rustling... a 
click... And a bang. That’s all it took to start what 
some would refer to as hell.

Dying alone on the battlefield… saying goodbyes… 
wishing farewells. These all prolong the war. Those 
who have died on the fields of war should be 
remembered. Those who did it for glory or patriotism 
may have been mistaken, but in the end, they all did 
the same thing. They made a brighter future for their 
country. 1914 - the year that their fates were sealed. 
1918 - the year that their sacrifices were not in 
vain. 2018 - the year that we remember those 
sacrifices. Those heroes.

Torin Bates Year 7



Casualties
Some survived the war.

Some did not survive the war.
All were casualties.

Harry Johnston Year 12

Doctor’s Note
Cause of death: Shrapnel.

Identity is unknown.
Yet another gone.

Tom Middleton Year 12

Lebanon
I survived the war.

Yet I died of malaria.
All in Lebanon.

Genaro Marramarco Year 12



No Man’s Land 

No-man’s land that terrible place,
Where the world turns to stone.
Where no bluebirds sing and  no
happiness around, but only terror and the 
suspicion of death,
In no man’s land.

They lay among us out of hope,                                  
Although, we are still alone in fright.
The darkness closers as if it was all over, 
But it was to happen all again tomorrow 
In no man’s land.

The trees are naked and bare 
The ground is churned and broken 
There is silence, nothing but silence 
It's so cold, oh so cold 
In no man’s land. 

Kacy Wood Year 8



He looked at me through fatigued, bloodshot eyes, 
though I could tell his pupils were unseeing - I 
desperately wanted to tell him it would be fine, it 
will be over, but the words of comfort I wanted to 
speak did not come to me; as I knew they were a 
lie. The dugout was drenched with his blood, the 
visible trail of scarlet liquid visible across no 
man's land, where I desperately dragged him away 
from the gunfire, away from the shelling that 
would’ve claimed both of us. As I tackled the 
constant flow of blood that cascaded down his 
chest, the thought in the back of my mind remained: 
There is nothing you can do, why couldn’t you save 
him? Coward. Your own brother will die because of 
this. Because of you. His head lolled backwards, 
and his whole body went limp. His eyes rolled back 
into his skull and I screamed. He was gone. This 
grotesque, inexorable war had claimed him, and many 
others. The despair I felt was a real pain. My 
injuries, I told myself, were nothing compared to 
the love and loss I felt when my brother died. The 
melancholy thoughts were swimming in my head and I 
didn’t want to push them away, but I had too if I 
were to survive. Do it for mother, I said to 
myself. And so I advanced forward. 

Alice Garton Year 7



Dear Cecilia, my darling wife,

A dark shadow was cast across the barren landscape. 
All was still. It was a dreadful silence, no, deeper 
than silence it was like the world was on mute. We 
were all too overwhelmed by the pure fear that had 
coursed through our veins. Few of us survived. 

There were clear signs of the horror that had just 
befallen us. The overwhelming stench of blood and 
gunpowder filled the air. Bodies littered the 
battlefield. Brave Soldiers who had given their lives. 
Some were friends but now they lay lifeless. It was 
impossible to tell them apart, the same ripped 
uniforms and torn, blood-covered bodies, slowly 
sinking in the sea of mud. I had forgotten what 
happiness felt like. There were too many horrors in 
this world to think innocently like I used to. All my 
dreams will be forever haunted by the memories of this 
battle. As long as I live. 

Which, all things considered…. Won’t be long.

I know I promised you and Cecil Jr. I’d be home soon. 
I don’t think I’ll ever live up to that promise. Even 
if I do, I will never be the same again. I feel like 
so much fear and horror has been given to me to bear 
alone.  All I wish for is this to end soon. Either 
side to win.  Anything to stop this torture. I can’t 
take this much longer. I’m only brave for everyone who 
left us from this beforehand. But it’s worse for you 
at home, not knowing if I’ll come home if my next 
letter is my last. You are why I keep going in this 
living hell we have been dumped in. 



The only other reason I go on is to make the other 
lives taken account to something. At this point, 
the worst thing to do is to let them die in vain. 
All the pain they’ve felt, everything they’ve been 
through, their horrible deaths… Nobody deserves 
this. When this war ends, I hope nobody may ever go 
through this again. Nobody should make the mistake 
of fighting this way. Dying this way. 

I don’t mourn my fellow man deaths. I have seen 
this too often. I have lost sympathy. No, I 
haven’t. But I have lost meaning to the destroyed 
bodies I see before me. They all blur into the same 
person, I see their faces but I do not connect 
names to them. It’s better that way. And now? I’m 
empty. 

As I write this I am trying to cast the memory of 
the battle from my mind. The men around me are 
doing the same though no words have been passed 
between us since the battle. Young boys, so full of 
hope and pride for their country are slumped 
against the walls holding pictures of family or 
letters from loved ones back in England. They died 
too young. Some were surely not old enough to be 
here. In the end, it makes no difference. They are 
all just more dead bodies to bury, in the end. 

I hope you are alright at home. I’m sorry if I 
never return.

Much love,
-Cecil

Amelia Tuckwell, Cassie Lambert and Lara Guest 
Year 8



Dreams

We all dream. 
Some of us dream of losing our teeth,

unable to talk or smile or laugh.
Some of us dream of falling through the air, 

endless expanses opening beneath us.
Some of us dream of being chased,

without the ability to shake them off.
Some of us dream of death,

of losing ourselves or loved ones.

Now it is time to tell you about my dream,
I have it every night.

A constant haunting, aa persistent taunting
A devastating plight. 

Of times not so long ago,
hidden in the ground.

Weeks and months hiding,
suffering was all that could be found.

Bombs were falling, guns were blasting,
somewhere out there the world carried on.

How can Christmas have arrived while I was stuck there?
Upon the wind drifts my lonely song.

My song sings of hope,
My song sings of things I longed for

When I sang I imagined my family hearing my song
I sang of the things that I have no more.

Thank your lucky stars that we’re not in a war 

Fern Asquith Year 8



The freezing air brushed past the blood-covered 
bodies at the sounds of shells exploding next 
to them. The soldiers dropped next to me as I 
stared out into the open plains to see bullets 
flying across no man’s land.

Our soldiers were rapidly dying due to diseases 
like trench fever, influenza and typhoid fever. 
I was called back to the second line of 
trenches to relax; my time on the front line 
was over.

My comrades were treated for their wounds and 
the many diseases that they had to endure on 
the front line. 
A few weeks passed and almost everyone had 
recovered from their injuries. We were sent 
back to the front line; each of us pouring from 
the reserve trench, ready to fight the enemies.

The bitter frost lay down on us as the morning 
sun illuminated no man’s land, exposing the 
tattered trees and murky ground. My friends 
were either using a match to burn the lice off 
their clothes, using a periscope to see the 
enemy trenches, or sleeping in their temporary 
mud shelters that they made by digging a hole 
into the walls of the trench. It was the 24th 
of December, and we were expecting them to 
attack tomorrow morning to catch us off guard 
as we were celebrating.
The evening had come and the voices of both 
armies electrified the grim battlefield in 
Northern France.



The next day, one of the soldiers came over 
from our trench, the terror rushed through 
him as he slowly edged his way towards the 
German trench, his frostbitten hands waving 
in the air. One of the enemies came over to 
greet the waiting Englishman as well! 
Eventually, all of the soldiers from both 
sides came over from their destroyed 
ditches, handing each other presents, 
chatting, some even visiting the other 
side’s trench. After a few minutes, a game 
of football started with Germany eventually 
beating England 2-1.
Men from both sides began to realise that 
even though the enemies were a different 
nationality and had different opinions and 
beliefs, they were still human.

Daniel Playle Year 7



Before 1914 a sunrise used to be a thing of 
beauty; a renewal of hope. Now, with the first 
orange-hued rays kissing the ruins that once 
resembled English countryside, we are just 
reminded of the events from the day before. At 
least in darkness there was only the smell of the 
bombs and the smoke to contend with. Now, under 
the radiating glow of the clouded sky, there is no 
hiding from the wreckage.

How could something that was once so beautiful 
become something so horrific?

This wasn’t how I envisioned my life. Blindy 
trying to make sense of how to save the bloodied 
young men that war presents to me. Most women 
would say that being a nurse is the most rewarding 
thing that they can do. That’s because, before the 
war, being a nurse meant you were saving lives in 
a clean, sterilised hospital where the chances of 
survival were actually realistic. Now, it’s about 
trying to convince these disfigured, wounded, 
brave soldiers that they have some hope of living 
when you’re struggling to believe it yourself. Any 
attempts made to assist them are futile, because 
you know that soon they will face the kiss of 
death, not of their loved one’s back home. They 
will no longer be a person but a name on a grave; 
one soldier out of many who fought in vain for the 
pride of their country.

The first rule of working here is to never become 
emotionally involved. It provides a ‘professional 
boundary’ between us and the soldiers, preventing 
any inappropriate relationships from blossoming. 



So we work methodically with compassion, not 
emotion; our only purpose being to get the job 
done. When I was a child, the thought of blood and 
filth used to scare me. War makes you immune to 
that after a while. But still, trying hard not to 
flinch and gasp in horror at what has happened out 
there has been the hardest thing I have ever had 
to do. Men, crying and shouting out for loved ones 
who they will never say goodbye to. Soldiers, 
bravely trying to forget that their legs have been 
shattered into a million tiny pieces as we 
struggle to give them any hope. Life, presenting 
to these young men just how cruel and heartless it 
can be. I don’t know how some of them continue to 
fight after we’ve ‘helped’ cure them, if you can 
even say that. I don’t know how they can go back 
out there to that bloodbath knowing what they’re 
facing and what they’re doing. If I were a man, I 
don’t know how I would feel about fighting. Would 
I feel pride and patriotism? Would I feel guilty 
about brutally murdering my own kind? Or would I 
just put on a front and pretend? After some of the 
things I’ve seen, I don’t know how I would be able 
to. What sadistic inhumane creature even thought 
this was a logical way to decide which country was 
‘right’? I bet if they were out here, they 
wouldn’t think it was so clever anymore.

Each sunrise fills me with dread, not hope. It 
brings death, not life. The rays don’t shine on 
fields with flowers nodding their heads gaily in 
the breeze; they harshly illuminate a battlefield 
strewn with lifeless bodies battered, not by wind, 
but by war. I once asked a soldier how he felt 



about going out there and fighting, when it felt 
like this bloodbath would never cease. He 
replied, “We don’t think about the lives that 
have been lost, the blood that has been shed or 
the friends we never said goodbye to. We find 
hope that something beautiful will rise from the 
ashes; like the poppies do on the battlefield. 
Despite everything, they are still there smiling 
at us, laughing in the wind, reminding us that 
there is still hope and life left. They are red; 
for the blood that has been shed, the love that 
surrounds us and a symbol of strength. I hope 
that, when this war is over, we can remember how 
we found hope when it was thought all was lost.” 
I had nothing to say in response.

We will remember them.

Lauren Burnell Year 12



Poppies in the battlefield

Little pockets of beautiful colours,
Remembers our fathers, sons and brothers
Who fought on that miserable place,
It was horrific to face.

When the peace spread world-wide, 
Everyone was happy but not dry-eyed.
Some soldiers are missing without a grave,
It doesn't stop us from knowing they are brave.

Fresh, poppy-filled meadows
With dark war in its shadows.
Our love for those remains,
100 years since the end, on this day, 
11th November 2018.
1918-2018

Georgie Blair Year 7
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