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Lest we forget

With thousands of others
He walks to his death.

He knows he should cherish
His every last breath.

He marches on

Through day and night.
But he knows soon,
That he will have to fight.

His mother lies in bed.

She thinks about her son.

'His country will find him useful.
He's brilliant with a gun.'

And yet he sleeps in mud,
The saviour of our land.

His boots don't look too clean,
His splendour not so grand.

And five years later

He lies underground.
His eyes are closed.
His lips make no sound.

And how can we

Not remember

That brilliant day.

The eleventh of November.

And lest we forget,

We can look at those stones.
And know underground

Are there many bones.

And today and tomorrow
And for a thousand years on,
We'll remember those people
Who for us are gone.

Isobel Wingrad

| Saw Him

| saw him in the mass of troops,
Marching off to war.

He thought he would find glory.
But soon, he would find more.

| saw him in the trenches,
Polishing his gun.

And in the next few months,

| knew his time had come.

| saw him on the battlefield,
Marching towards enemy fire.
It was as if he would not see,
The consequences dire.

| saw him at his burial.

| said he was the best.

In Flanders fields, where poppies grow,
His soul was laid to rest.

Alexander Cowan
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Senses

As a child, teachers never knew what they were putting me through
When | read aloud with stutters most active.

As we read a poem, which prep was set on, | remember

My stutter restraining my words, as

| reached a troublesome pronunciation,

The beast leapt out as it struck me

And caused me pain. A snigger

Was released from rotten lips. The smell

Of his amusement made me freeze up

Which caused the monster to strike again!

| could feel his laughter like the breath

Of hungry lions on the back of my neck. All

Were out to track me, the taste of bitter triumph hit me hard
Like a

Metal fist plummeting deep into my gut. Still

The devil shredded my

Word. The page in front was spinning. A

Black and white blur. My lips moved,

But,

All'l could hear was the snigger, stopped and replayed.
Stopped and replayed. The lions
Panting as they reached their prey.
With

A huge effort, the word slipped from
Between my troubled lips and | rushed
To finish the prose. Looking back
From

My perspective, | shall never

Let these moments hit

Me so hard again. It's what's

Now expected of us!

The Monster's Writings

In the deep, cold water,

Among high mountain peaks,

I lurk, as a creature out of fantasy
To some.

Dodie James To those who are true sceptics,
Who send down small, metal probes,
Who took the joy out of our life?

Walking to your doom

Join the army.
Join us today.
Enlist in March.
And leave in May.

Fight for your King,

Be brave and strong.

You should have been here
All along.

Join the army

Show your might.

You must be strong enough
To fight.

Join the army

Start to pack!

Ignore what they say
You'll soon be back.

Join the army

You're young and free.
Join the army

R.I.P

Isobel Wingrad

For surely you know | exist.

What need have you of proof,

Of evidence and facts?

Why do you never understand?

The harder you search, the harder | will hide.

I make myself known

To those who do not care.

Yet when the cameras are lowered,
| hide in greater depths.

You know you will never find me
Unless you cease to look.

And when you stop your probing,
I might consider resurfacing.

All | want is to live, to be free
Not a life of hiding behind rocks,
Living off slime,

Being imprisoned.

And to those who are disbelievers,
Scientists and the like,

| say to you one thing

Blip....... Plip...... Blp.....

Alexander Cowan
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The Day it Happened

When the steam engine boat arrived at Folkestone on
17'"August 1917, it received an overwhelming welcome
from the many crowds. An aura of joy swept the
harbour, shading the glum, sullen-faced men, who were
off-loading from the ship. The physique of these brave
men seemed not to be harmed, but the many hearts that
lay beneath were deeply scarred. The wounded trudged
solemnly, their heads bowed and their hats not in the
state of perfection they were before they had left.

Broken vows of the dead almost seamlessly echoed the
many streets. A collage of colour merged as wife and
child waved their beloved into the harbour.

The men had changed since they had left. Their boots,
once gleaming, held dull insignificance as they clutched
the soldiers' feet, only holding in the damp, sodden soil
brought from afar. As they lumbered, many gravestones
were already being written. The mud was encrusted into
the once pristine clothes. The sick and wounded wore
bandages around their fingers and necks. Some of them
still wore helmets but they were damaged from bombs and
bullets. Some did not wear helmets at all. Dirt and grime
wedged itself between the soldiers' nails. Filth was set
inside the mens' moustaches. Captains gleamed,
masquerading their true feelings.

Frederick Baldwin, a private, section 13, regiment 2. He
had chestnut brown hair, the fringe of which once lay
exactly perpendicular to his neat moustache. Frederick
tried to see his family amidst the cries of warm and
welcoming voices, but such a sight exceeded his grasp.
He slumped up the plank leaving a war of memories
behind.

He was dearly looking forward to seeing the beautiful wife,
Elizabeth, he had left standing at the docks as he
embarked on a heroic journey. His three children Tommy,
Alice and Walter would also be there, taller by now, he
expected.

Strangers greeted him emphatically as he looked in search
of his wife and children. "You alrigh', young lad?'

'Good on ya!' The soldiers continued to flood out of the
boat: all except Frederick were surrounded by family and
close friends. The aroma of peace wafted through the
crowds. Bewilderment encased Frederick as he searched
the unfamiliar people. The crowds were almost like a
second sun, as faces beamed and shone at all the people
leaving the boat.

There was no one he recognised, except....no, it couldn't
be. Couldit?

An incredulous look puzzled Frederick. He moved closer
to the man, and after careful examination, he realised that
this man was actually his neighbour. He was talking briskly
as per usual, with fluffy hair, greying on the sides and with a

lean, expressionless face. He had a furrowed brow and a
weather-beaten face. He stared at Frederick for a moment,
alook of pity emerging, baffling Frederick further.

What was it about people, had he changed? He searched
everywhere, looking people up and down.

His heart pounded as time seemed not to pass, although
the crowds faded away whilst the noise diminished to a soft
hum. Thoughts raced through his mind: that scoundrel
Tommy, although already five years old, was always
reluctant to do as he was told. Frederick chortled as the
thought went through his mind. Anxiety crept over him.
Perhaps one of the children was ill. Elizabeth had written
to say Alice had a cold. Was it serious? He paced up and
down the dock, hands in pockets, beret tilted.

He felt a mounting anger. All of his friends had been
greeted with a warm welcome and his wife and children
had not even bothered to come. Elizabeth would simply
say, 'I'm sorry, | was caught up with the children.' As this
crossed his thoughts, the sun dawned and dusk loomed
ever closer. He turned to face the west dock and as he did,
a silhouetted figure appeared, masked by inky skies. The
figure drew closer. The man had thick grey hair, a double
chin and sallow yellow skin. He wore a neatly pressed
uniform, badges stitched with the finest thread
embroidered in remarkable colours that showed his rank.
He was an army official, a general. Frederick had not lost
his touch. Feettogether, head up, he saluted the general.
'Sir!" he cried. The man drew closer, until he was barely a
foot from Frederick. 'l bring words of sorrow." A scowl
masked Frederick's face. He continued. 'Your dear wife
Elizabeth has...." the general breathed deeply....'passed
away from tuberculosis. |am truly sorry.'

Thoughts raced through Frederick's mind. How would he
raise the children on his own? How could he cope? 'The
children are in care at present. The address: 46 Privet
Avenue, Coping, East Downsly. Awonderful woman, Mrs.
Spawlding, is caring for them. Please, allow me to take
you there.'

Frederick was shocked. He had not said a word since the
moment he had met the man. His eyes were red and his
armed forces experience seemed to act as a dam holding a
flood of tears from washing away the only hope a private
had of seeing his beloved again. The skies darkened and
the weather reflected his feelings. ltbegan torain.

Finally they reached the door of the house and three
children rushed up to him. 'Daddy, daddy, you're home!
Did you bring me a present?' cried Tommy. Tears shone
down Frederick's face. 'Mummy's dead, isn't she?' said
Walter. All except Tommy had worried eyes searching their
father for aray of hope.

'It's alright, daddy's here...'

James Hogan



Return from the War

| looked around. The faces in the crowd were turning from
excitement and joy to horror. The mud-caked beings that left
the boat were in complete contrast to the bright, clean,
Kitchener's army that the crowd had been expecting. Women
strained to find their loved one's faces. | saw Mary, ran to her
and hugged her. She nearly didn't recognise me. My coat was
in tatters and my white shirt was not and never would be again.
But she did recognise me and that was all that mattered. She
said our children were fine and waiting with their grandparents.

I turned back to the ship. Private Samson was being spoken to
by the colonel. His face betrayed his sadness. | knew his wife
was dead. Samson was disliked by the whole trench. Hewas a
coward and an arrogant fool. But | could not help feeling sorry
for him. He did not ask to go to war. He was conscripted. His
sadness must have been terrible. |was glad that my Mary was
safe and | wasn't the one being spoken to by the colonel. Itis
ridiculous. You fight hard, putting your own life at risk countless
times, then return home only to find that someone you love
dearly has died of an illness. That feeling must be worse than
anything inthe trenches. |am glad that|was lucky.

Alexander Moore
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