
The Poppy 

In New Zealand, we wear poppies to remember war servicemen and women. 

Poppies are a symbol of remembrance all over the world.  

 

Corn poppies (the scarlet/red poppy that we wear on Anzac Day) grew furiously in 

some places during World War 1, where the actual warfare took place, including on 

the Gallipoli Peninsula where the ANZACs were fighting and in Flanders Fields (in 

Belgium). Throughout all of the warfare and the tragedies of war, massive numbers 

of these beautiful poppies started to grow all around the soldiers. The poppy was 

one of the first plants to grow in the mud and mess left after the battle in Flanders 

Field. It also grew around the graves of the fallen servicemen who were buried near 

the battlefields during the war. 

Near ANZAC Cove (the place where the ANZACs landed) on the Gallipoli Peninsula, 

there is actually a valley named “Poppy Valley”.  
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When did the poppies of Flanders Fields first appear in huge numbers? 
It was in the second year of the war – in 1915 – that the first records appeared in 
letters sent home of “no-man’s land” (the land between the two opposing trenches) 
being “ablaze” with scarlet poppies. From this time onwards, letters written by 
soldiers constantly referred to the fields of poppies, and featured heavily in poems 
written by the soldiers about their war experience. 

 

The connection between the poppy, World War 1 and ANZAC Day: 

On May 3rd 1915, a Canadian army doctor called Lieutenant Colonel John McCrae 
wrote a poem called “In Flanders Fields” after his friend and fellow soldier died 
during battle in World War 1. Read the poem below and, if you would like to, have a 
chat with someone at home in your bubble about what this poem means: 



  In Flanders Fields 
by Lieutenant Colonel John McCrae 
  

In Flanders Fields the poppies blow 
Between the crosses, row on row, 
That mark our place; and in the sky 
The larks, still bravely singing, fly 
Scarce heard amid the guns below. 

We are the Dead.  Short days ago 
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow, 
Loved, and were loved, and now we lie 
In Flanders fields. 

Take up our quarrel with the foe: 
To you from failing hands we throw 
The torch, be yours to hold it high. 
If ye break faith with us who die 
We shall not sleep, though poppies grow 
In Flanders fields. 

 

 


