A poem writtery collaboratimely by the children of SW
Mourty Carmel RC Pr\i.mox\H/deooL

Beyond, the Lines

As the gates dropped, the English, troops exploded, oub of the boal and, charged, onto the,
stormy, beach.

My heart stopped. I felt, demastated I was emer iny this position.
We jumped; irv dread, as the bullets flews through the thick, black, acrid, smoke.
People dodged mortars as the enemy, tried to- hibs thems
Smoke, blasted, fromv o grenade like as tornado irv the desert,
The, vibrations from the bombs' shook the: ground, for miles orv the blood, painted, beach
T was terrfied, and mortifiec by the gunshots
I felt confused and; anxious as heroes and, friends dieds around, me.
So many people were killed that: day, with, guns, grenades and, pockets knirves.
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The boy felts sympathuy for all, those that, had, fought irv the, war
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