1st Place Intermediate Zone Poem
Jeffrey Huang

How we feel about the war

| see people fighting
| hear cries in agony
| feel soldier’s blood
| taste bullets
| smell smoke

| am a gun.

| see my commander
| hear cannon fire
| feel death's door
| taste blood
I smell mud

| am a soldier,

| see my comrades
| hear my gun fire
| feel pain
| taste freedom
I smell poppies
I am a veteran.

| see crosses
| hear sobbing
| feel sadness tugging at my petals
I taste stone
| smell fresh dirt

| am a poppy.

| see honorable veterans
| hear their stories
| feel proud
| taste my tears
| smell wreaths
I am a Canadian that is thankful.



2nd Place Intermediate Zone Poem
Sydney Nielsen

STILL THERE

Fighting over, relieved, calm_
this is rare

I'm home, but I'm still there

Shots echo, screarms, tears
its Nnot fair

I"'m home, but I'm still there

Body numb, weak, scared

does anvbody care

IF'm home, but I'm still there
Family worried, helpless, confused
It’ll get better | swear

IY'm home, but I'm still there
Canada pride, strong, free

please remember, be aware

I'm home, but I'm still there

By: Sydney Nielsen




3rd Place Intermediate Zone Poem
Rowan Johnson

Remember Forever

War only goes in the saddest of ways
One army grows whilst another one fades.
Bullets and missiles fly every which way
Some men will go while others must stay.

A soldier you know is shot in the knee,

What do you do? Do you help, do you flee?

You crawl towards him, elbows deep in the mud,
A bullet flies past, smearing your check in blood.

You get to your comrade, he whispers his thanks
But you can’t hear him over the rumble of tanks.
You must get him back to the safety behind,
Away from the gunfire, and the enemy line

You stumble and stagger towards your own side
You need to find shelter, you just need to hide.
You both would live on and you both would survive

Even today, grateful to be alive.

Your grandkids still ask to hear this true tale
Of how you survived and how you did not fail.
Today is the day that we honour the dead

So please take 2 moment and lower your head.




3rd Place Intermediate Zone Poem
Dayin Ogunremi

Lest We Forget

The sounds of gunshots startle me as | whip my head around,

Just in time to see hundreds of Canadian soldiers ducking underground.
Off in the distance | see the enemy approaching,

Heads bowed, guns raised, their captain coaching.

I don’t know what to do, | freeze, a stone.

The army advances, | stand there alone.

Then all of a sudden like a rushing tide

Canadian soldiers appear and stand by my side.

They are ready to fight, connected as a vine,

To lay down their lives just to save mine.

They rush forward, leaving me behind,

As they plunge head first into enemy lines.

| release a short prayer hoping that they’ll be safe, but it goes up in vain
As hundrec‘:s of them fall dead across the plain.

| rush to their side, tears streaming down my face

As | drag dead bodies back down trenches in haste.

A sorrowful feeling hangs in the mist,

A few soldiers sob, it's hard to resist.

I study their faces each different from the next,
Some bitter, some hopeful, and some just perplexed.
I study them all and a tear rolls down my cheek,

Some are just boys, timid and meek.

This was years ago but even today,

| go and visit the place where trenches once lay.

| pace across the ground where the gunshots rang free,

Sadness and compassion washes over me.

Looking at this barren gray wasteland always leaves me downcast,
Knowing every battle fought here was somebody’s last.

A father, a brother, a son, daughter or friend.

Each man fought the fight until the very end.

For your life, for mine, for those not born yet,

They fought for Canada, lest we forget.

By: Doyin Ogunremi Gr.9

Redeemer Christian High School



1st Place Junior Zone Poem
Juliette Riffault

Mission de pigeon

Je suis un pigeon
Et j'ai une mission
Un message je dois livrer
Pour que nos soldats puissent gagner

Je prends mon envole
Tout comme une banderole
Parmi les coups de fusils
Je vole et je m’enfuis

Du haut des cieux je vois
Des hommes, et femmes, de braves soldats,
Des gens qui ont faim
Mais qui n'ont plus de pain

Une guerre avec de jeunes hommes
Un terrain tel un capharnaiim
De la végétation détruite
Tout cela il faut que je I'évite

Finalement j'ai terminé

Mon message est livré
J'ai réussi ma mission de pigeon
Les soldats rentreront a la maison

Jespeére qu'on se souviendra de ces gens blessés
De cette guerre pleine de saletés
Afin de ne jamais la répéter
Il ne faut pas oublier



2nd Place Junior Zone Poem
Chloé St-Cyr

E-emember the ones. ..

War 15 4 thing
Most people ear
| do not blame
| have sadly been quite near

| fought 4s 4 soldier

Mongside wy brother
We stood brave and tall

For freedom for all

Now this terrible mghtmare s over
So 16 the horror
Our country 15 free
| smile with glee

But this treedom came at A cost
Thank the ones who were lbst
Let us wedr our red poppie crest
Like the ones n the bield where they rest
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3rd Place Junior Zone Poem
Emmett Spooner

Remembrance Day

World War one has just begun
Gun fires | can hear
When they came back we cheered
The war is done
But not all are here
Some rest in Flanders Field
Where poppies grow | will remember
Crosses stand tall and so do they
| will be free because of them
That, I'm thankful for
Poppies grow cross to cross
The poppies glow like they do
| will wear a poppy wherever | go
On November 11th we will remember them forever

by Emmett Spooner



1st Place Senior Zone Poem
Charlotte O'Brien



2nd Place Senior Zone Poem
Ikram Abdulkader



3rd Place Senior Zone Poem
Joshua Berghuis



