
Here are the poems written in the workshop. 

The names of the students who participated are listed at the end of this document 

 

Charlie was a trench man 

He fought day and night 

And when he came home 

Jemima turned off the... 

 

Lights in the hospital 

Tents are silly 

She took out a knife  

And chopped of his... 

 

Willing to help the people 

In the war she 

Knelt to the floor 

And touched his... 

 

Conkers is the game 

The children used to play 

But much more can happen 

At the end of the... 

 

Days are long 

But weeks are worse 

Jemima was Charlie’s 

innocent ... 

 

Nurse and doctors 

Work very hard 

At the end of the day  

They deserve a drink of... 

 

Barley was an old man’s  

Drink in the day 

And when they drank it 

They would say... 

 

Charlie was a trenchman... 

 

 

 

 

 

 



What is Charlie thinking? 

 

Will I get trampled to death? 

How will I die? 

Will people think I’m a wimp because I’m shaking? 

Will I ever see another sunrise? 

If I shoot the enemy will I be as bad as them? 

------------------------------------------------------ 

Charlie is willing to fight 

He’s willing to risk his life 

To save his folks 

To save his brother that he provokes 

Whilst his mother sits sipping tea 

He fights for the British Army. 

 

Now he stands with a rifle on his back 

Once he stood lifting flour pack by pack 

Rations, money, death all make families crack 

His family is in a crisis 

His brother dies so now Charlie is 

Trying to get revenge on the enemy 

He said “I fight to the death of me 

Work to the end of me 

I do this for my family 

Look what it’s done to me 

I deserve to be drinking tea 

With my family” 

 

He has had a wonderful life 

Still top of the class 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



I’m going to die. I’m actually not going to survive, this is the end of me, killed in a war that I don’t 

care about. My friends were going to die or at least get badly wounded, they could catch a bit of 

luck. I don’t think I’d want to live after seeing that. My family would never see me again. They’d be 

alive. I’d be dead. And when the whistle was blown I’d be in a living hell, so a great way to die. Not 

so much. Not to have a pessimistic outlook on things but I was going to die. It was a fact. I was going 

to get shot or blown up. Death. My luck I’d slip, break my ankle and bleed out. I wouldn’t get the 

blessing of a quick death. Thanks to the guy that shoots me, putting me out of my misery. I’m going 

to see my friends die. There really was no way out. Except to run... 

 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

 

The bombs drop, they explode with a shattering boom. The shrapnel and smoke lay waste on the 

battlefield. Suddenly, all goes silent. Seconds later, all hell breaks out again, bullets tear through the 

chemicals in the air, missing their targets by mere inches. 

 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

 

In the trenches 

 

Moisture hangs in the musty dark air. Gun smoke swirls around us invading our nostrils and stinging 

our eyes. The bombs dropping has slowed but we lay in wait for the next ear splitting explosion. 

After everything that had happened, everyone that had died, I couldn’t bear to see anyone else go. 

Blood was splattered up my uniform and my hands were stained with my friends. 

 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

 

Screams of fear and pain surrounded him, almost bursting his eardrums. His hands shook and his 

body froze in terror not wanting to face his death. Slowly, carefully he pulled himself clumsily up the 

trench. As he finally got out, he watched his friends die before him. Terror had taken over him. 

 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

 

The trenches 

 

The atmosphere was horrific, Charlie knew that in a short amount of time he would be in hell. The 

same hell that would change his life forever... Screams of fear pierced the morning, the cold air 

thrust in his mind. 

 

 

 

 



1914 

 

Charlie, Charlie, a war boy, 

War is just to destroy, 

Just think of the loss of lives,  

How about all of their wives? 

Charlie just wants to go home, 

Charlie is not alone,  

Many people feel the same, 

Until the nurses came, 

There are some who lost their lives, 

Charlie wants to go back to wielding knives 

His old job was just so good, 

Rather than fighting in the mud, 

His family was at home, 

Not comfortable, yet not alone 

The Germans had invaded 

Houses were left, being raided 

Charlie did feel so bad 

But a lot, not a tad, 

So let’s remember, in this day,  

What our country had to pay... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



He did not want to leave Charlie’s side 

He always wished they would never go and fight 

 

My feet dawdled and shook 

I glanced along the long, muddy trench 

Suddenly a man blared and called out 

He carried another towards the tent. 

 

The hole in his arm was gory and bloody 

My eyes widened at the exploded arm 

What must have happened was an early shot 

To cause this deep shrieking harm. 

 

Upon the bed he was laid 

I inspected the horrible flowing of health 

Sweating, she grabbed a roll of white 

I was careful not to waste, as there was not much wealth 

 

The flow had stopped and he was out like a light 

I rest a hand on his forehead, he was still stable 

However his arm wasn’t healthy, it was dead and limp 

For his arm, he was and she was liable 

 

He did not want to leave her side 

I never wished he would go and fight. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Helmets too large to hide the masks of fear. 

 

My fingers fumble on the barrel of the gun. The powder has clumped together yet again in the 

damp, humid air. It won’t be long now. 

 

Not long at all. 

 

A bloody, bullet perforated flag hangs in the sky, the only sign we are all still alive. Not for much 

longer though. Not until the shrill scream of a whistle alerts the enemy of our forthcoming attack. 

 

With bayonets loaded, helmets shielding our faces from the sea of bullets, we shall walk. 

 

Step. Step. Bleed. Cough. Step. Drop. Die. 

 

The life of a soldier in seven words, in seven seconds and seventeen years of his miserable life. 

 

Step. Step. Bleed. Cough. Step. Drop. Die. 

 

What use is identity out here, where a shadow can kill as easily as a sword, where whispers can mask 

sniper fire and fear spreads as fast as wild fire. 

 

Is a hero one who walks past fallen friends, allies, humans? Is a human one who lets them die? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A smith of words and metal still, 

As he bleeds out on the ground 

That fed and clothed him, 

Loved him, 

That now stares up at its kill. 

 

To cry is to die, 

And to bleed is to sigh,  

A breathless, heated gasp of emotion. 

A dead man’s plight.  

To die alone,  

On a bed of shattered poppy seeds,  

In a far off country,  

Unknown,  

To eyes back home. 

In one known field,  

The sun still shines,  

And bathes the ground on which 

He fell,  

With warming, golden sunlight. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Charlie took his dog tags, 

Gasping for air, every breath hurt 

Looked Jemima in the eyes for 

The first ever time. Then he 

Realised the war, the army, was all just a lie. 

And because of this he was 

About to die. Covered in red 

He was nearly dead, but then 

Jemima said “You’ll be fine 

I’ve seen worse from the mine.” 

 

 

 

 

 



Fragments 

 

With heaven above you, there’s hell over me. 

 

If I leave I’m alone but what’s the difference when you beg for love? 

 

This is a waste land, my only retreat. 

 

When everyone is committing suicide, am I the only one who thinks that you should stay alive? 

 

Sometimes the moon looks brighter than the sun. 

 

My love for you was bulletproof, but you’re the one that shot me. 

 

Because I love the way your voice says it’s going to get back to me one day. 

 

Can we create something beautiful and destroy it? 

 

What’s so good about picking up the pieces if you don’t even want to? 

 

 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

 

 

The horrid thought of 100 people in one blast whirled around Jemima’s head like a broken record, 

panicking like a deer when coming face to face with a tiger... 

 

Charlie knows that he’ll be but a corpse on the ground very soon, yet he charged on for dear life, the 

desire to kill taking over his body, unaware of his own safety... 

 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

 

 

The survival of one means love can bloom and a generation can be born. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



WW1 Poem 

 

Stood in the hospital walls 

Another soldier falls 

Another bird calls 

All in the first day. 

 

All in the feud they lie 

People wonder why  

People are too shy 

All in the first day. 

 

The nurses fixes people up 

With some pills in a cup 

 Up in the air ash and soot 

All in the first day. 

 

On the last day it’s done 

I wonder who has won. 

The blazing sun has shone. 

All from the first day. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Questions 

 

Should I run? 

Will I live? 

Should I be brave? 

How did this all start? 

Will it end? 

Can I ever be prepared? 

Would anyone survive? 

How can I last any longer? 

 

 

 

 



The horrors of war 

Makes many poor 

Bombs and guns 

There must have been tons 

 

Charlie was lucky though 

Just like his friend Mo 

He had lots of dosh  

Just because he was posh 

 

But this did not save him 

He ended up like his friend Tim 

He went to a trench 

And started to speak French 

 

He saw a nice looking nurse 

Who dropped her purse 

He gave it her back 

She gave him a little whack 

 

Charlie thought she was mad 

Just as she walked across a landing pad 

He nearly got sniped 

Just as he was smoking his pipe. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



I am Charlie, I am willing to fight, 

I am willing to risk my life 

To save my folks. 

To save my brother that I provoke 

Whilst my mother sits sipping tea 

I fight in the British army 

 

Now I stand with a rifle on my back 

Once I stood lifting flour pack by pack 

Rations, money, death all make families crack 

My family is in a crisis 

His brother dies  

So now I am... 

Trying to get revenge on the enemy 

He said “I fight to the death of me 

Work to the end of me 

I do it for my family 

Look what it’s done to me 

I deserve to be drinking tea 

With my family” 

 

I’ve had a wonderful life, top of the class 

But boozing at night 

I liked getting drunk, not sleeping on this top bunk. 

 

I used to fight with people who hated me 

Now I dislike everyone around me, 

Why am I so hard to please 

People say I should be proud fighting for this country, 

What? The country that hates me, the country that has done nothing but bad for me. 

I grew up with thinking fighting fun 

But now I’m holding a real gun. 

 

I need to end this poem, the whistle’s gone 

I’m going in. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Charlie was one of the only English survivors in the war. 

In his life, he fought the most important years. 

The trenches were damp, dark and deadly. 

His only wish was to survive and go home and marry the woman 

He had fallen in love with – Jemima. 

 

Jemima was a war nurse, and every night she tended to the injured. 

It was a tough job,  

Yet she put hardship and dedication into her career, 

Knowing without herself, thousands of innocent men would die, 

Including Charlie. 

 

To both of them, each other mattered too much. 

It was the year 1918. A fatal blow of heavy artillery killed over 20 

Men in one blast, and Charlie was meant to be in that clan. 

A glistening drop of clear liquid fell from Jemima’s blood red eyes, 

Hurtling down her smooth freckle covered skin. 

Many more followed. 

 

Yet from out of the blue, Charlie emerged from the distance, 

Unharmed and 100% alive. “How?!” Jemima thought,  

Yet that did not matter. She threw her arms around him, and cried in joy. 

Later that year the war ended. 

 

Charlie and Jemima got married, lived together and had kids. 

The fear of the war faded, and they got on with their lives.  

Just proves that if one survives, true love can bloom, and 

A generation is born. The 1st World War is but a memory now, 

Yet its effects were huge on a certain few people, who  

Survived... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



She lurked in the mist 

And that’s all she could do 

As the sudden protrusion of light 

Shone through. 

 

She sat and waited for what would appear 

Is it the sun the moon or the fire 

It was the soldiers of war fighting near. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Embers fall around, men crying out for help 

All I can do is walk on, march on. 

A quagmire all around me, barely able to move 

A single tear trickles down my scratch ridden face 

Not even stars made a difference tonight 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I stand, isolated 

There’s no way out 

I am separated 

I hear screams and shouts 

 

Stood alone, like a wolf scared 

The snow burns my feet 

I saw a soldier, and we glared 

Through the rolling sleet.  

 

 



Everyone forgets the war is here 

Not on land but somewhere near 

Here I am sat on the boat 

A tin can shaped home struggling to keep afloat 

 

The sea is calm 

The sea is blue 

How can this beautiful thing kill you? 

Every day the sirens play 

Taunting our minds 

The enemy ship dimly shines 

I look to the left, then to the right 

All of a sudden my mind is blank 

I refuse to go down without a fight 

But they shot me down 

I am floating  

As my breath fades I am sinking 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A misty day in no man’s land 

Dreary and listless 

A misty day yet here I stand 

A pauper that’s rightless 

 

Forced upon the field today 

My legs tingle and shiver 

I cannot cope with the mass of pain 

The demolition of my family makes me quiver. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

I march across the battlefield 

The misty atmosphere invading in 

My cut, open, if only it healed 

I pull out my blade, as sharp as a pin 

 

My brothers in arms remind me 

We are fighting for our precious country 

He passes a gun, I’m very keen 

There’s nothing left as I looked at the pantry 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

A misty day in no man’s land 

The freezing wind, like being fanned 

A misty day and here I stand 

About to die in no man’s land 

 

The conditions are appalling 

At least the enemy is withdrawing 

But each new victory leads to another defeat 

The deaths of soldiers they’re just new meat 

 

My uniform is soaked in sweat and blood 

The floor is only sticky mud 

I would have saved them if I could 

I want to run but I don’t know if I should. 

 

A misty day in no man’s land 

I’m very far from nice warm sand 

A misty day and here I stand 

About to die in no-man’s land 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

In the trenches, I lead my men, 

Into battle, more killing again 

Lance corporal Bridger, leading my men,  

Ready to storm the tiger’s den. 

 

Out we run, onto the plains 

Ready to kill, ready again,  

Blizzards off bullets whizzing past 

A torrent of shells, whizzing fast 

 

Nowhere for cover, nowhere to hide, 

Only my best friend at my side,  

An angry bullet pierces his heart,  

And the whole battalion falls apart. 

 

Nearly at their trench now, nearly there, 

The men of my squad seen nowhere. 

I see a German, a normal looking guy, 

A look on his face, about to cry 

He points his rifle at my chest,  

And finally put my soul to rest. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

As I stand here 

A sudden thought enters my head 

For the reason we are fighting has become unclear 

My spirit is as good as dead. 

 

Now I am forced out onto no-man’s land,  

the trenches look so appealling 

A rifle clenched in my hand 

Despite the conditions being so appalling 

 

I have lost so many friends 

Whose lives have come to an end, 

It is for those that I carry on 

Marching, marching on and on. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



At night I look up and see the moon 

And see the shining stars 

I hope I see my family soon 

It feels like they’re on Mars 

 

So here I am amongst the shots 

Slipping in the mud 

Determined to steal the enemy’s plots 

Oh I wish we could 

 

It would make my life a whole lot better 

Just to not be here 

I pray to God for a letter 

To know my family’s fears 

 

I need to reassure them all 

To tell them that I’m fine 

I really need to make a call 

But can’t with my life on the line 

 

I cry for you every night 

Sat all on my own 

My tears mix with blood 

I promise I’ll come home. 

 

 

 

 

  

 

In the mud 

There was a thud 

Soldiers got the trenchfoot 

 

The lice had a bite 

Which itched like a tight jumper 

 

The atmosphere was tense 

The world looked so dense to me 

 

We retreated back west 

But we had no rest. 

 

 

 



Back at home the comfort I seek 

Why did I venture out here, 

 I look over the trenches and take a peek,  

I wish to see my loved one near the pier. 

 

Too long I have been away from home, 

My fate has been wrote,  

I am finally allowed to use my comb, 

I go and grab my coat. 

 

Over the top, my gun on my back, 

Targets of rivals in the shadows, 

I follow the muddy tracks 

Where I am shot into the meadows. 

 

I lay there lifeless and cold, 

What will my family say,  

I wish I could grow old,  

Everyone will remember this to that very day,  

When a century has gone by, 

Just take a sigh and remember me and the men… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A misty day in no-man’s land 

The screeching sound of sirens 

A misty day yet here I stand 

The picture of my son triggers so many memories. 

 

Forced upon the field today 

I eat my meal from my can 

I prepare my gun, there’s no other way 

I hate the thought of killing a man. 

 

Now I charge one on one 

With a man with a Gatling gun 

I just remember today’s my birthday 

But I hate the thought that all I’ll get 

Is a dead man’s head on my bayonet. 



Who have I turned into? 

Fighting every day, I have packed my sins away.  

What do I have to say? 

Will this be a better day? 

 

Can I see my daughter’s play? 

No… 

I have to fight,  

To keep my right 

 

I can hear the screams in the night 

What a fright, why do we have to fight? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Back to Blighty I want to go, 

Back along that winding road,  

Where rolling hills can be seen around, 

And grass still grows upon the ground. 

 

I no longer want to see the marching of men, 

Cavalry horses, the officers’ den. 

Guns blazing on the field, 

Men using all the strength they wield. 

 

Family, relatives are overseas, 

No-one here to hear my pleas. 

Flowers won’t grow here for years to come, 

The battle is lost, the enemy’s won 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Heart pounding, eyes watering 

We march towards the setting sun 

Rats scuttering, officers sauntering 

Stooping over with heavy guns 

 

Cold trenches, darkness in the nights 

Echoes of gunshots in the chilling dusk 

Children laughing, flying their kites 

Just memories now, covered over by the mask. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Rose Bush 

 

I see a red rose bush 

It doesn’t sound true 

The other soldiers told me to hush 

I see they haven’t got a clue 

 

I see lots of things 

Then I see a door 

I also could see a pair of wings 

Then I could see that I became poor. 

 

Nothing’s true these days 

I could see lots of things the other men didn’t understand 

So I told them my ways 

Until I saw that I was under-land 

 

Why is there a rose bush in front of me? 

My wife loved the bush so much 

I could see the door key 

Then I felt a touch…who was it? 

Who could it be? 

 

 

 

 



My heart pounds as I look over 

Across to the setting sun, 

Someone cries, throws an injured man over their shoulder 

His comrades stop, bow their heads and play the war drums 

 

My aching feet, riddled with sores, bleeding,  

My boots are ruined so I drag them, I have to walk barefoot 

Across the desolate landscape, I don’t believe what I’m seeing. 

I think to the night ahead, all alone in a hut. 

 

I won’t sleep in the trenches, full of mud and cold,  

So I sleep alone, probably bad for my health.  

At times I long for my children to hold,  

So I sleep, my arms wrapped around myself. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I’m scared. 

I’m scared of losing. 

Losing my wife.  

Losing my sons. 

 

“Dare to lose if you want to win”, 

But what are we winning? 

The future written by those who dare 

 

We’re winning 

But it feels like losing 

Losing face 

Losing family. 

 

 

 

 



Why did I go? 

 

I was scared, 

I missed my family,  

Can’t believe I dared,  

They were happy,  

I was here. 

 

I was shaking, 

I didn’t think I could, 

My gun was trembling,  

but I knew I should, 

Could I kill? 

 

How was I doing this? 

Fighting for my life, 

How was I doing this? 

Taking life with my knife 

What now? 

 

War has ended 

I am home 

My life has started 

But I’m alone 

Why did I go? 
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