An anthology of poems written by years 7 & 8 pupils
as part of a workshop during activities week
June 2010

We saw some fantastic poems written on the day, and sadly we have not had room to include
themallhere. Josecause your poem isnét included do



Writing for a Greener, Fairer World
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Those two lines were written by a Year 7 student taking part

in the Writing Workshops wiich the English Department ran

during the Year 7 and 8 Activity Days in June. They were
inspired by the sight of a dying rose in the school grounds,

and by a conversation with our writer in residence for the

two days, Bob Hull. The English Department hagked him

to lead our students in studying the school environment from
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the grounds, stoping to look, hear and smell an
environment which all too frequently passes us by unnoticed.

This was th  $ADAOOI AT 060 OAATT A UAA
collaboration with New Writing South, an organisation
dedicated to promoting creative writing in schools and
communities throughout the South East. As the person

charged with the difficult job of inspiring and shapg
OOOAAT 66 OAODPI T OAO Ol AGHeédher,xT OEOL
Fairer World Bob Hull played a key role in #ir success. At

the end of two days of intensive and highly productive work
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hearing students finding words to express their very real

concerns about the environment, sometimes in ways which

surprised and delighted those who read and heard the

results. This Anthology contains some of the best writing

from those two days. | hope that you enjoyeading our
OOOAAT OO6 x1 OEA

Peter Shears, Subject Leader for English.
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Become one with the gossiping trees
Become one with the muttering leaves
Become one with partying, parting nature.
What would | be if | was green?

Become one with the fragile ladybird
Become one with the hated bees.
Become one with the majestic eagle.
What would | be if | was green?

TahysRodriguez, 8AR

| am the trees

| sway gently, the sun beating down on me.

| rustle my green fragile leaves,

As | stand tall above the people hretpark enjoying themselves.

Then the storm comes.

My fragile leaves rip and are left battered.

| am no longer swaying gently,

| move more violently.

The park is empty as the people part to shelter from the weather.

Amy Trillwood 8MP

For t haeewedong lhatle of reaching the air,

For them itdés a forever struggle to have t
Some may survive, some may crumble

As the pushing daisies force upwards with all their might,

They finally discover the true meaning of life.

| am the trees

| swallow the sunlight

| sprout the battered leaves

Praise the luminous ball of power and light
| am fire

A blistering swarm of anger and menace
A terror of destruction and hate.

Amy Condon8IN/MT






Almighty Sycamore

| am almighty,

Sycamore,

Befuddling my viewers with mighty height.
My leaf,

Of 5,

Has caught the rain,

Stopping growth beneath I,

Great one.

My seed of birth twirls earthwards,

To continue my reign of power.

Chris Mottram7MU

Young is the fox

So naive and curious

Ready to tekle the world and beyond
Following his parents "
His brothers and sisters ‘
Smallest of the pack

He has to learn

And to fend for his territory
Of which he has to learn

James Nap@gMU

|l tds |li ke a breath

ltdos | i ke a breath

Blue skyi clouds interruptinghe stillness
Dandelions blown away

Shadows cast

ltds | i ke a breath
Buttercupg fragments of the sun

Daisiesi scattered

Everything catches the sun

Theworldii t 6s | i ke a breath

lzzy Matthews 7HS/HU
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Now itdos peaceful calm, dark, wild
A nice cool breeze floathrough your hair.

Have a laugh talk then walk and smile.
Have a play, follow the | eader, we

Why not when youodre with these two.

Reece, Jacknd JackYear 8

My Foresti Building wrecking Environment.

My Name is forest,
| have trees and plants,
Big trees,
Small trees,
Beech trees,
Oak trees,
Lime trees,
Copper Beech trees,
Conker trees,
Fat trees,
Thin trees,
Thin branched trees,
Fat branched trees,
Big leaf trees,
Small leaf trees,
My name is forest.
| havetrees and plants,
Bushes,
Flowers,
Sycamores,
Conkers,
My name is forest,
| have plants and trees,
Sometimes worrying,
Sometimes exciting,
But all | know my name is forest
And all my different trees,
All spoiled by buildings,
Never to grow again,
My nameis forest and | am dying,
Please help me, my name is forest
And you can hel p me,
Save my home
| am the only one,
My name is forest.

Maria Underhill 7MU

and fre:
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And now, acreature willbe born

Who drifts the sea

And makes bubbles out of it®rn covered nose.

He will be so inconspicuous

Even the hungriest, keen eyed predator, will forget he is there.
He will canter the coral and trot the sea bed,

His ruptured tail curling and winding

Pushing him, almost creatively

Through the deep blue.

Tom Partridge 7PH

Who killed the Queen Bee?

616 said the spray,

6My poison she breathed in,
I killed the Queen Bee. 0

Who sprayed it there?

601l 6 said the human,

6l did my job.

| spread the deadly poi

Who watched her die?
616 said the honey,
6 S h e within me

I saw her di e. 0

Who will mourn her death?

OWe, 6 sai d her sons, the bees.
6For she was our mot her ,

We wi | | mourn her passing. 0

Steff Paraskevas SAR

Poem about poems

A poem starts with an idea

Like a tree it grows and grows.

It doesnmhimbe, have t o
Poems can take amounts of time.

You donot have to be smart or cl ever

Poems can be powerful and strong, or long.

t

o

Wr |
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There are many poems in the world today,
They can be written in different ways.
Poems can have many different thingshem,
Flowers, colours, places and faces.

Poems can make a difference,

They can matter and they canot.

David YoungPhombeah 7HE



Hello, my name is Jeff.

|l 6m the oil that has been spilling out of
robots wil try to mend my prison to trap me and at the top is a funnel to trap me.

Each day | claim my victimdirds, fish and mammals. The humans attempt to plug

me and continue suckindgdifrom me to fuel the machines of death and war. But

they will not suceed in their dark purpose.

Soon my dark plan will be fulfilled. Soon. Yes, very soon.

On the surface, the people trying to clean up the oikkthit hat t heydér e al mos

milest one in the cl| @eare w@d. t hieSir rarpoadcieac!lom t y ell 1l s
up robots have managed to fix a super tita
AwWhat, we are done?0 said the manager of B
AfYes siréwhat?! 0o said the romthé¢wodsntroll er

appeared on the screen:
ASO THIKBOW I T MUST BE! 0

Down in the gulf, one of the robots sent a message to the central control, before being
destroyed by the evil oil. Suddenly the oil formed into a hand and began to destroy all

the robots. A terribl e nsallowed | mustamotleed out a
i mprisoned once again!o

Joe Milton 8MG

In the secret part of the garden,

Under the willow tree,

The birds on the bridge railing,

Sing little tunes to me.

The sun shines through trees,

Il n that &éJust Sod sort of
And everything is serene,

On this hot sort of

Summer day.

Jonty Shepheard 7WD
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Soft running wind
Howl at my face
Soft running wind
Show me your grace,
Soft running wind
| no longer fear,
Soft running wind
| know you are near.
Natalia Glowczynska Amaas 7MU

My name is Ocean.

| am the creator. -
The decider. The source of life. The destroyer. =
Deprived of me you will suffer

| am survival & | am death

Some worship me, others despise me.

Many lives | have taken. Many saved.

| have witnessed many catagihes beyond my
control

| sit here and watch.

Ask myself if it is my fault.

Ask myself why.

Ask myself how.

Johnny Joyce 8PS
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What is it like to be a fly?

Nothing more than a pest to us as humans,

Yet such a delicate, fragile creature,

Gently hoveriig from one place to another.

How do you see life?

Your world can be ended in seconds

Do you fear the world?

Or take it as a challenge?

An obstacle course of

see.

Everyday is a risk, a new adventure,

Every rock is a mountain,

Everyhuman is a monster,

Which children would hide and cower from.

What is it like to be a fly?

| guess we will never know,

We can only imagine, and it will

Always be this way,

No matter how we look at you,

Whether you are a pest, an irritation,

Or another masellous creation,

As important as any of us humans,

We will never know what it is like to be a fly.
William Maskell 7MU

| am a daydreamer
| stare into an empty field
Imagining

Louise Dacoco 8VW
[ am a treeé

| am a tree in the summer time,
Tall andgreen in full bloom,

My beautiful flowers and leaves
Pink and green,

| am a tree in the summer time.

| am a tree in the autumn time,

My golden brown leaves, slowly falling,

To the ground, hearing children

stomping and crunching through my fallen leaves,
| am a tree in the autumn time.

| am a tree in the winter time,

Bare and frozen, cold and wet,
Watching humans cut down my friends
For aher humans to buy artecorate,

| am a tree in the winter time.

(9%
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| am a tree in the spring time,

| am slowly coming bkck to life,

My flowers and leaves, blooming once again,
Waiting for summer to arrive,

| am a tree in the spring time.

Hannah Cashman 8IN

The Snowman Praises Himself

There is no place where | can get away from the snow.
The snow is me, the snow igezything

| am the snow, the snow falls swiftly from the sky like sugar
Lovely sweet sugar

The snow is me.

The soft colours of the snow, the gleem

The brightness blinds me.

| love the snow,

The snow is me.

When itdés summer | am sad
But | wait for next wnter and | will be glad.

Hamish Sacree 8RU

| am a rose and | am dying.
| am a green fly and | am surviving.

Dan Curtis 7JA

Seaqulls in the Summer

Seagulls swoop and take,

It is natureds fate,

Theyodore always quick and steady
They alwaystmk webér e ready,

But when the time comes

Webve all got to defend our THUMBS!

Emily Bonner 7WD
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The Tranquil Sea

My name is water,

| am the main source of all living things.

| live for eternity,

Thatdos why |1 6m part of tranquillity.
| am river and | ansea,

| let fishes live in me.

| slither around the world,

Just like a worm pushing through soil.

Every living thing needs me.

So what will you do without me?

Conor Farrell & Abanob Fakhory S8LE

A Riddle:

l dm on my way!

| 6ve been flying all day,
Ilwi sh | 6d awa&ver gone

But | will be another day.

| love the frogs they are suéimn,
Il will miss them when I 6m done,
But most of all you all have fun.

Summer Giles 8IN/MT

e R N R IS
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Deep Blue Sea.

The dirty scary oil destroys anything it sees.
The seagudl pray in the night, all scared

As well as me.

The oil prays in the night

To take over the deep blue sea

The people that live around me

Feel sorry for the sea.

Elderflower

The white flower in front of me
Upsidedown whilst it waits

For its family to drp off the tree

Sitting there

For months and years waiting for its family.

Kiya Ingham 7HS/HU

Praise the shade of the sycamore trees.
Praise the lady birds crawling on grass.
Praise the copper colour of the beeches.
Praise the lovely grass that wean.

Praise the dock |l eaves that help us when w
Praise the world.
Amen.

Veronica Amin 7JA

As | walk along the beach | see my past, my memories
They mean a lot to me.

| notice the damage done to the reefs,

And | feel emotions as | grd myteeth.

It makes me sad, sad to see my past, my memories

Drift away from me.

| feel so tiny, so tiny and small,

Knowing that whatever | do,

twondt make a difference at

James Napp 7MU
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Stinging Nettles

| have a dream, to be beautiful

Butthehumans dondét see me that way.
|l candt be seen by the naked eye
But | wait until the right person comes.

| will show them my true beauty,

And theydéll see me ri
|l 61l get my chance to
When my dream comes true.

ght ,
shine.

Jack Foster 7JA
O God,
Whenever listen to the sound @nythingyou have made
The rustling of leaves
The scritching song of sparrows.
O God,
Whenever | see everything you have created
The small daisies
That get squashdry human feet
The bees that work from dayltiight.
O God,
Wheneve | smell everything you have made
The grassy scent hovering in the air
The damp sent in the shadows
O God
Whenever | touch anything you have created
The colourful flowers all around me
The barkey trees
O God
Whenever | taste anything
The mist cold in mynouth
The flowerswarm and delicate in my mouth
O God
Whenever | think of everything
| think of you.

Destiny Haworth 7PH
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Be a lover,

To the Zelkova

If you feel bad

He will make you glad

Birds and insects
Love to stay

| like the Zelkova tree.

Do yau? (Yay!)
Just sayé

Michael Girgis 7GN

Forest,
Is when everything comes alive!
Il s what we canot || ive

Is lots of nice green leaves

Is foxes sleeping until the night comes,
Is the empty smooth blue sky

Is the nice hot weather

Is where you wartb stay forever.

Swara Elsaid 7MU

without

| am a wave crashing the shore,

Clasping the sand with my huge wet claws,
| rise and fall, curl and twist,

Whenever | stretch you hear a hiss.

| slide and glide across the ground,
Sighing and hissing all around.

If you throw stones | may get angry,
So | suggest you leave me with peace.

Vic Paris 7WD

b

I am searching for my
Like a bird looking for food in a desert.

Elson Delgado Brito 8PS

heartds desire,
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Person and the Shadows

There is a difference, the isen and the shadow.
It casts death and destruction across the stars.

The person, it grants kindness andijoy
Throughout the generations.

When we turn to the cold side,

The world turns upsiddown.

No love, nothing

Only smashed glass, skeletons ofltheed ones
Only the sadness of burnt down forests

The cry of nature

Calling out for a better world.

If you turn around the world tonight,
Nothing to be afraid of

The lightning stops

The dead come to life,

To help us remember our people
Full of love and kindness.

The person and the shadow.

Gabriel Sullivan 7PH

Moon of the sun

Moon of the trees

Moon of the little singing bees.
Moon of the flowers

Moon of the leaves

Moon of the growing budding weeds
Moon please shine at my face

And show me all yougrace.

Nuria Garcia Salcedo 7MU
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Happiness is sunshine
Unhappiness is a nevending rain
Cloud following you everywhere
Anger is a bubbling rage inside you
An exploding firework

Joy is a neveending smile

Anxiety is your stomach churning
Your heart leating

Love is everything around you.

Nadine Martin 7WD

Here | sit pondering in the empty field

The tree protecting me as | use the crisp blue sky for a blanket

And the clouds for a pillow

Also the ground as a bed and the sun to direct me where to go

| sit pondering on the beauty wéture as | stand up in the cool blue breeze.

Here | am taking one step further along

The trilling leavesand listening to the gentle, calm voice of the wind
Speak to me as | take one step further

| see all the trees makimge an arch

And the gound making me a pathway through

Calm, quiet nature.

Marie Harbi 7GN
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The Bad Dream Ha® Halt at the Edge of the Woods

| have beensatown and told to write a poem on nat
and thought and pondereand felt and | have come to a conclusion. The task | have

been set is impossible, undoable.

Nature cannot be put into words and pictures or sounds and that is the thing | love

about nature, it is so unbelievable and magical and strange and wondraws that

matter how hard you attemippf nature is uncatchable, indescribable.

You cané6t recreate the delicious feeling y
amongst the greenery and foliage, when you become one with your surroundings, how

safe and adrift from thevorld you feel when you venture off the path, the leaves

stroking your skin as you pass, the cool shade creeping over you, the dew kissing your

feet and the noise and ugliness of life disappearing behind you, the branches enclosing

as if embracing you.

Forall your life, unfairness, cruelty, poverty and fatigue follows you around like a

bad dream, wherever you go it ,dgso&we, but so
the bad dream has to halt at the edge of t
you disappear behind the green and wait for you to come back out again, refreshed,

revived.

And that is why | must disappoint my teacher, andég@né him with this instead. Out

there is something free which no one will everdenstand because it is morara

l'iving thing. I just dondét know what it i

Alice Sherwood 7HS/HU
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fDead but Al i veo

As the brances and leaves bend,

Turn their body like a crouchy man.

As it hangs by a string of wood,

It takes theshape of the fence it Beupon.

Leaves crach like burnt piecs of bacon.

It turns old but, | may be mistaken.

As roses grow, it comes to life.

This branch of a tree may die for a while but create a new life.

Erin Grace Banks 7HE

Looking around the stuffed up classroom, all grey and dull,
Teacher banging on the whiteboard.

Shouting and laughing and boredom echoes around the classroom.
Everyone dwelling on their surroundings.

Then the bell rang.

Everyone scrambled outside

The world exploding

With colour and a dramatic silence.

We are free.

The sudden burst of energy shot right through everyone.
The sun glimmering and the grass shining.

Outside is the best place to be.

Nadine Martin 7WD
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Alex Maxted 7HS/HU



