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A %z at War

.L'yuzg there helplessly in the brisk dusty a
glistening stars. They imply Lo wi

shurieRks. The sky seems to varishe a:
bullets dart cver my head like fighter

doldwrd Jiring their guns. J see a budettw wack as daat;fra/n a
ch(nva and as dmalbaa a pebble, stab into a soldiers shoulder: Fee

Jalls ineo the muddy trench in.agony and fright.

Jaet/aereprmg that this wﬂwta/bcutdreain,and,t/zaz;domcancwd&
xevc'ii?ually wake me up but J believe thhats not the case as a wounded
‘doldier clatters towards me. J feel.as helpless like someone with their
ﬁando tied behind their back as he slowly plunrunets to tluzgrawut T
ofeemeerable as @tear slowly trickles dowrn my scarlet red petals =
while J waich lfeless soldiers being burted in the brisk dusty airt.




Day in a life of.

BANG! Now it's my turn,. the.veteran.grabs me off the
shelf and i'm loaded into thergun. Click, what is
happening? WA-POW! Everything went_pitch black then I
am rapidly shot out the barrel, speeding over
no-man‘s=land, I hear hailing, screaming and shouting as I
pass over the battleground, I see wounded people on
stretchers and animals running around. BANG! Another
round is right behind me, and he is catching up quick,
SPLAT,SPLAT wow we hit the same soldier, our lives have
ended and we lie on the ground, watching shells passover.

By Max
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Days On The Battleground

BOOM! My body rattles as another high-caliber shell launches from out of my short, but powerful barrel, | feel the
dense mud grinding through my high arching treads.

The, world around me feels dull; the sky.is grey, and the ground is covered in dead branches, rocks and sand. That’s all
I’'ve been able to see since | started this campaign, apart from the poppies, the only true colour on the battlefield.
Too bad | must bulldoze them to arrive at the conflict area.

I"'m plowing through the coarse terrain and.i'm trusting my.occupiers to keep me-unharmed. | may be a 50 tonne death
machine but that doesn’t mean' | cannot be annihilated and left to rust. | see the enemy-over the eroded hills,that’s
when I realize | had fallen into their trap! Bullets are flying and my body is diminishing at a fast rate. I hear my

crewmen trying to escape the ambush, safe to say that they don’t escape alive.

My gears are jammed with mud, and | am unbalanced. One brave maverick approaches me, on the verge of decay, he
climbs my rigid body and, after a long struggle. He is finally able to open the well-protected drivers door. He takes
control of my engine, | wonder what he will do. My eyesight is bad, most likely from shell shock. | am beyond repair at
this point and whatever happens to me will be my fate.
After,that thought, everything went dark.

By Harvey.Ritken
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I slowly bounce back in exc:rumahng pain m’ro '
battle field full of other poppies. Suddenly my eyes are drawn fo a
grenade getting thrown across the battlefield and woefully turning all
the poppies surrounding me into ashes. All of a sudden I heara
blaring scream beside me, a soldier has been shot and my stupid self
cant even help because i'm stuck in the ground!

If only the war could be over and everyone could  live a happy.... I felt
the stem of my body start to sting Ilook down and all I can see is my
stem turning to ashes then I fall fo the ground. By : Maddie Miller
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air and slammed on the‘ground. That's the 1St I hear of my ownenr
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| suddenly im forced to fire at MEOWI-EP aps and thei the soldier
turns around to see a big green ting, I§ antI'm shattered into

pieces.

By Walter odd
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Day In The Life Of Sitting in a Da
I hate being in this small dark case for most of the day, hearin

and BANG! I hear people shouting and screaming to move t
I think it's time to play music with my owner Alexa
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Day in the Life of a ...

“Get up you lazy mule” Shouts my owner, a cruel man with bloodshot eyes and dirty air from weeks of being
unwashed. He jumps the old wooden fence that holds up the tiny paddock im cramped in. He puts a small rope
halter over my head wich is way to small but I deal with it. He throws the med bags over my back and i'm lead
away from Anzac cove and over to the battlefields. The first man we see is unconscious and has been shot in.
hls right arm. My owner quickly puts a small bandage to stop the bl ( ‘

helplng him get back to Anzac cove. “BANG! BANG!” pain floods thr ou

and he down beslde hnn. I-Ie gnps onto my mane and pulls up ontoirg ¢
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A dav in the life at war

A sharp Pain shoots through me as my owner throws me out from under his bed. The first
gunshots of the day goes off and all the soldiers start getting their guns and grenades ready. Once
again my owner steps in me stomping down and yanking on my laces to secure me on to is feet.

My owner starts running from trench to trench slumping me in the sticky cold mud. My soldier
ducks and dives from flying bullets shooting across the battlefield. I can see my friend Bobby
boot lying on the ground with bullet holes covering him and dried up blood stuck in his
wrinkles,I'm hoping that doesn't happen to me! But then just as I say that my soldier falls to the
ground with a tremendous thud. His thigh starts to leak with red liquid and he starts screaming
and yelling, but the loud noises coming from his mouth become quieter and quieter, until he
shuts his eyes anddoesn't say another word.

I finally realise, i'm stuck here, nothing to do, I can't help anyone. Boom! A grenade lands right
beside me, It slowly bursts into flames and the'hot burning red fire starts to surround me. I try to
run but im stuck. I know this is the end, so I just give up. The flames get closer, every part of me
gets burning hot, then it all goes black and everything disappears.

By Molly
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My luhgs started to burn and my vision was clouded. | Fell out of the air and rolled onto the ground onto the rough

dr'y dirt. | could not smell. | could not see. | could not breath. My eyes roll back and darkness enclosed me. Happiness
at lost. '

By Maisie
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A tragic moment as a...

Ah! Iyelped as I { cked out of my peaceful slumber. Before I knew it I was shoved into a
dusty and dark p i inhaled a heap of dust I could feel the wet ink splashing in between my

Even though I wasn't out fighting in war I could feel the pain the soldiers must have to endure.
helplessly rocking from side to side I hoped for this to be over. BANG! It sounded close. My
soldier stood still for a second before collapsing to the ground. A headfirst landing, ready to
suffocate me..The soldier's body weight flattened me. Lfelt the warm sticky blood eozing between
my pages. I knew thisswould be my last breath. I tried my best'to wriggle tothe top.but clearly
luck wasn't,onmy side.

I awoke'to see a soldier picking me up from the'dust filled and bloody pocket.I could feel him
dusting ‘me off to take'a look at my pages.JIn the process of reading, molten ot tears it my page.
Leaving him heart broken and wounded. I knew this wasin't. going to end well. I caught a glimpse
of a bullet soaring right towards him. I stood there helplessly, wat was I supposed to do, I was just
adiary not an alarm.. I braced myself for the brutallanding.



Day In The Life OfA. ..
By Hannah

Will this ever stop! I stare across the horizon, the battlefield scattered with
helpless soldiers bodies. Scarlet red rain falls from the sky as yet another
soldier's blood red body falls on my blushing petals, is worn out metal helmet
could no longer protect im as it slowly rolls towards me. Moments after, two
soldiers came running with a stretcher in their hands, and ran into the poppy
field . ’BOOM:the ground shook my roots and my wilting green stalk split as
a soldier places me‘inside the wounded soldiers chest pocket. I can hear and
feel a thumping sound coming from somewhere inside is chest, then it gets
slower, fainter, noting. Through the scratchy ripped fabric, I can faintly see
one of the men putting two fingers Lo Lhe side of his neck,I hear mumbles and
see the same man pick up the helmet and place it over his face. My blood ran
cold.I am sitting in a dead man's pocket. Dawn breaks the trumpet sounds I
am laid on top of the man's grave. The silence screamed like the gunfire of
Gallipoli, it was all those years ago vet it still felt like yesterday.
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DAY IN @ ILIFIE OIF...

Ugh | hate my life, get your feet out of me! I need hands to block my
nose these feet stink,where are we going now...BANGI BANG! THUD
noo! he's been shot,bloods pouring all in and over me.l hope someone
comes to save me ,Someones coming to save melNow were on the
stretcher, off to the military hospital.

THUD Nooo | fell of there not coming back to get me.l see someone
theyre coming to get me,and on this guy is from a different country
TUD A im in a box with other boots! | wish | had hands so | could open
this box. *hours later*Och the sun.The guys got me, Where is he
taking us? Oh no not the bin! Boing yay! | bounced back out,but | am
still just lying here on the soft grass.

By Nath.D
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A Day in the life of a Cat
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Bang bullets were fired. Quick | need ammo, refill bang my owner was
shot. I'm scared laying here all alone soldiers dying everywhere a

shadow covered the light i got picked up click i've been reloaded its
been 2 hours since my owner got killed till we heard the commande
say come back to base for lunch.

Crash! Bang! Soldiers hear weird noises outside the tent a couple of

us are walking outside shots were fired we are getting raided | had to:

Kill a couple soldiers. We demanded to head to the trenches to head

to the other side to raid boom bombs were thrown into their base 2 e e
hours after shooting we hear stop and come back to base.: - |
Were packing up and taking equipment to ships well eating ANZAC

biscuits. All the soldiers are relieved that the war is finally over they

there heading back to there families. - ¥
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By Nicholas
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Alifeofa....

Thud! Alarge object has just missed'erushing me
. the object lets out a loud ser émﬁBIood starts

_ dripping towards me. Bang! Another bomb just
went off s;endlng people flylng maklng me scared
and feel horrld' | havie no choice But to stand here

N FIanders Fleld

By Polly
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