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Why Does The Banana Bend?

The Melon.

Why is the melon a fruit?

Dressed up in his best sea green suit,

How can he roll?

‘He’s shaped like a bowl’,

And no-one’s the wiser about that!

The Plum.

What is the plum?

A golden globe,

Wrapped up in a purple robe,

Sweet and juicy,

Deliciously fruity,

The Plum is a fruit bowl beauty.

The Apple.

Why is the apple red and green?

Those two colours are too boring to be seen,

Although its skin is smooth and shiny,

It’s beautifully round and not at all tiny,

I think the apple is a marvellous thing,

It’s hung on the tree by a wooden string,

He smiles and waves at any human gaze,

The apple is a marvellous thing!

The Orange

Why is the orange round?

So silent as fruit doesn’t make a sound

Or maybe it does,

We will never fi nd out,

It’s not going to open its mouth and shout:

WHY DOES THE BANANA BEND?

Helena Khullar, Imogen Allen,
Lucasta Bath, Lilian Barker, Year 7
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 Winter Night

Midnight.

The dark draped over us like a black velvet blanket

As we trudged through the snow

The sky was peppered with a million stars

Motionless in the frozen dark

Our footsteps crunched in the forest

The ground hard against our feet

Breaking the icy snow as we slowly moved forwards

Each breath harder than the one before

Until the house came into sight

The soft glow shimmering in our weary eyes

Windows twinkling in the moonshine

We would sleep after all that night

Katharine Lyness, Year 7
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The Frightener

The sound of distant footsteps, 

Is there something there?

A whisper in the bushes,

It’s giving you a scare.

The whistle of the wind,

The spooky atmosphere,

The crunch of twigs behind you

It’s defi nitely here.

A rustle in the tree tops,

I think it’s very close

Was that your heart thumping,

Or maybe something else?

Aoi Phillips, Year 12

7



Sailing

Wind is rushing across the sails,

Pulling me forward,

Through the gales,

I feel it gusting against my face,

Then suddenly calm,

And all alone in an open boat,

A peaceful time and a sense of grace,

I’ve reached the end of my wind-swept race.

The taste of the sea is everywhere,

The waves are clear and blue,

I saw the seagulls riding them,

I watched them as they fl ew.

Imogen Allen, Year 7
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The Cat

She sits on the windowsill,

Gazing out to the distant fi elds and forests waiting for a 

reply.

I stroke her,

It makes a ripple of fur down her strongly curved sides.

The smell of winter’s nights, cold and damp passes by,

A sudden waft of darkness branching out to me.

I hold her up,

The autumn light fl ickering through the trees,

Revealing a hidden pattern on her vibrant fur.

I watch intently.

She rests, while her purring engine ticks on,

A great rug in a manor house.

She brushes against me,

Her fur fl owing, like a river of velvet running through my 

fi nger tips.

Imogen Rosie-Wilkinson, Year 7
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Ode to Wales

Oh, to Wales, to wonderful Wales, 

To the colours so bright that blend so well,

To your meadows of grass so emerald green

Full of ewes and lambs with long wagging tails,

And beautiful mountains rising high,

Set on a glorious skyline of blue and grey.

The bubbling brooks that race away

And the cool, clear air, refreshing and clean.

Short stone walls go on forever

Making a patchwork quilt of all different shades.

So Wales, oh Wales, your beauty I tell:

However built up and dirty you get

Your spectacular views and soft rolling hills

Will be captured forever on this page.

Eluned Jones, Year 7

10



Bushes White with Frost

Bushes white with frost,

Hills blanketed with smooth snow,

Frail fl akes fade from skies.

In a rich green fi eld,

Exotic fl owers blossom,

And crisp grass crunches.

A pool of sunshine,

Not a single whirl of wind

Bumble bees buzzing.

Wind’s merry dancing,

Fragile leaves full of colour

Floating above ground.

Nikita Karia, Year 7
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An Enchanted Meadow

An enchanted meadow surrounded by trees,

Squirrels, birds and buzzing bees.

It’s hardly a place where you would fret,

But just you wait – you haven’t gone there yet.

Roses like blood, daffodils like the sun

Show off their beauty to everyone

While glamorous butterfl ies suck their juice

They’re completely unaware there’s an assassin on the loose.

There’s a shimmering lake, sparkling with pride

As graceful swans gracefully glide

And glittering fi sh dart here and there

They all seem so cheerful but they are so unaware.

Then the silent murderer fi nally arrives

Much to everyone’s horror and surprise

They all rush around, trying to escape

But for most of them it’s far too late.

The frost spreads changing everything in its path

All living things must suffer its wrath

It bites, it freezes, it causes agony and pain

Some endure it while others turn insane

The stiff fl owers weep their diamond-dew tears

None of them are brave enough to face their worst fears

The frost looks around to see what there is to see

And, of course, it sees a towering tree.

He pulls at it and bites it and tries to bring it down,

But after hours he gives up with a livid frown

And he leaves the meadow…forever…

But the evergreen tree stands in the meadow like a soldier 

And every day it gets older, older and older.

Zainab Rahme, Year 7
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Sports Action

A duck and a dip and down I go,

A dish and a dash and around I go,

A dig and a dodge and over I go,

Some skill and strong arms will help me throw.

A splish and a splash and under I go,

A sprint and a squint and across I go,

A splat and a slide and fl at I go,

With some practice you could make a good show.

A kick and across and then it’s in,

A pass too high and it hits the shin,

A go, but a miss, and the games down the bin,

A pass and a shoot, and then a win.

Hannah Blackman-Mack, Year 7
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Apocalypse Desert

Blotch in the ripples in the mounds of sand,

Then scatter pebbles and fragments of jagged rock.

Splatter the wind across the page

Flick up the sand in your mouth 

So you can taste the draught and loneliness.

Drag the sunlight across the scene

Bathing everything in its path.

Dab in the scent of death

In the dry, rasping air.

Next you must fi ll in the plain, azure sky.

Moisten your palette of despair and doubt.

Hang your painting on the wall

And you shall fi nd a desert of the apocalypse.

Imogen Kimberley, Year 7
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A London Night

To fl ood your mind with a London night,

Here’s how to paint that stunning sight.

Sweep a wash of royal darkness

Upon your waiting black canvas.

Craft some ebony blocks of buildings,

Then splatter lights across those bricks.

With a wave of cool night air,

Design the creeping doubtful shadows

Sinking in to the dusty page.

Over the image, gloss with mystery,

Varnish with a dazzle of fl ickering stars,

To create an overall lonely sense.

That’s how to paint a London night!

Pip Frizzelle, Year 7
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Sunrise On a Beach.

First dye your page with beige,

For the colour of the sand,

Then sweep your brush from right to left,

Using the palm of your hand.

Varnish half of your painting,

Gloss it with brilliant blue.

Then draw the sun above the sea, 

With the colours you think are true.

Decorate the surroundings of the sun,

With shades from yellow to red,

Delineate all the colours you see,

That are fl oating around your head.

Paint a turtle rising,

Slowly out of the sea,

Its little head rocking,

As it waddles along to me.

Lacquer the painting with sounds

Of dolphins, whales and fi sh,

You cannot see them,

For they are hiding, in this shining clean dish.

Your painting is now complete,

The sounds and smells are done,

This painting is ready,

So stick it on the wall. I hope you had wonderful fun.

Arima Regis, Year 7
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The Storm

The sun goes behind the clouds

We all begin to shiver,

The mast is pulling on the shrouds

The sail begin to quiver.

And then the boat begins to list

I begin to shake, 

And now we’re sailing through the mist

We all begin to quake.

The wind is howling, shouting crying

The boat begins to tip,

The waves are big we’re almost fl ying

The deck is wet, I slip.

Then gradually back comes the sun

And I begin to cheer,

It all calms down the storm is done

Waves’ lapping is all I hear.

Alyssa Phelps, Year 7
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Seasons

Spring,

The swallows in the garage swooping and diving through the

hole in the barn door.

Walking through the tall trees in the wood over run by 

plants and buds.

The crisp morning with the baby birds inspecting

everything they saw.

Dew sparkling on the crisp grass.

Summer, 

The blazing campfi res and tasty picnics surrounded by 

colourful fl owers.

Picking the bright, dangling fruits and green beans for us to

eat.

Smelling the mouldy logs that were ready for winter.

Carrying baskets of ripe juicy fruit up to the sun streaked

house.

Autumn,

Bonfi res leaping and jumping with the bright colours of

copper red and russet tinted by a deep-sea blue.

The crunchy apples falling one by one to the ground.

The yolk yellow leaves whistling and rustling down the tight

paths and lanes.

The September fruits hanging from the green damp stalks.

Winter, 

The cold frosty mornings and the clear pitch black skies at

night.

The wood smoke creeping through the house.

The glazed ice on the frozen pond.

Grandpa chopping logs in the cosy barn.

Bright red berries on the spiky holly trees.

Soon, the swallows would be back again.

Frances Snowball, Year 7
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Ollie

Muddy paw prints along the fl oor,

Dirty nose marks rubbed up the door.

Chew toys dropped everywhere-

Look, there’s one there and there.

Vases shattered when he wags his tail,

Every time he sees the mail!

Homework is always tattered

Never before has an A grade mattered!

What are those drops on the wall?

WAIT!  There’s more in the hall!

The hoover is on every day,

Fur everywhere like scattered hay.

Chew up adverts that aren’t any good,

In addition to all kinds of wood.

Never mind his cheeky self,

And he may be like a naughty elf,

But all he wants to do is play

Every single minute of the day.

He’s very cute and a tiny bit lazy,

And possibly a little crazy!

Johanna Mandal, Year 7
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The Perfect Night 

I’m wrapped in my robe and can’t wait to get in, 

My maid has the water for my bath made of tin. 

My pink gown is laid out on my four-poster bed, 

A shower cap covers the locks on my head. 

She pours in the water, splash on the tin, 

The bubbles rise up and spill over the rim. 

I let my robe fall as I step into the bubbles, 

The hot water eases my cares and my troubles. 

Closing my eyes I imagine the ball, 

With the chandelier sparkling above the great hall. 

I wake with a start and my sweet dreaming ended, 

As my maid comes back in, to my needs she attended. 

Up I stand to be wrapped in warm cotton, 

Step out on to the mat, my bath soon forgotten. 

Helping me into my dress of pink satin, 

Then make-up and hair all the while my maid chatting. 

About who will be present this mid summer night, 

I secretly hope for my dear Mr Right. 

Matilda Longfi eld, Year 7
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A View from the top of a Cliff

Look at those dots

Way down below

Moving so slowly

Making time go

Look at those specs

Moving around

If you are silent

You hear their small sound.

Rochana Johnson-May, Year 7
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Go Ape!

I look down,

Wind rustles amongst the leaves, pat my ears,

Left behind is my body,

As my mind dreams of fears,

And all the while the rope swings to, fro,

Creaking as I go,

Like gnarled tremulous branches,

Step by Step,

My mind walks an untrod path,

Twenty paces to safety,

Five again to reawakened fear,

My harness, my wing, tightens as I stumble,

Though this just a thing of my imagination,

My hand, rough and blistered,

Like an ancient slab of rock, eroded and loose,

Grasps hard the safety rope, which seems to me, a thick 

metallic noose,

I step forth, thin air cushioning my weight,

Every ounce of my existence awaiting my fate,

Fumes of toasting chestnuts, autumn’s breath is in the air,

Its spirit turns to face me, my eyes caught in its stare,

“Go on.’’

Five paces to the fi nish, ten paces to the start,

The ropes still swinging idly, my feet don’t dare to part,

Standing at the end,

After weeping with relief, I cry out with joy and 

confi dence,

Never bowing to defeat,

My new found friend, the fi nish line, 

I caress the oak trees bark,

The beginning’s just one story but this ending’s just start.

Jane Simpkiss, Year 8
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Flowers

The clocks tick boring;

I stare at the fl owers on my wall -

Psychedelic, one-dimensional, interior-designed,

Shadows of nature’s beauty,

Each fl ower unnaturally perfect.

I stare at the garden through my window;

I see many extraordinary colours,

Many amazing things;

The weeds are just beautiful lost fl owers.

I go outside into the light.

Catherine Cross, Year 8
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My Poor Little Sunfl ower

It was the year of ’97, and all was well (I thought);

No bad luck had come my way; and so a seed I bought.

I bought a little sunfl ower seed, the colour white and black;

I had a lot of money then, so I bought the gardening pack.

When I got home, I knew I had to put it in a pot,

Then talk to it and sing to it and water it a lot.

I made sure it knew all of the Bible scriptures;

I took it to a football game, and then to action pictures;

We looked at our old albums, at all the photographs;

We saw a Charlie Chaplin fi lm –you should have heard it 

laugh!

This lasted for a week or so and, to my disbelief,

Nothing had started to grow yet, not a single stem or leaf.

I wondered what had happened after all my work and toil;

At last it dawned that I’d forgotten to put it in the soil.

Kiran Sangar, Year 8
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Change

In the summer, on a bench in the park,

Sat a young painter, thinking of art;

Thinking of daisies, and daffodils yellow;

Inspired by poppies waving like jello;

Inspired by bluebells, their colour so faint;

And with them in mind, he started to paint.

He dipped his thick bristles in yellow and blue

And mixed them around, the thickness of glue.

He spattered his paint, like ink, on the canvas

And, as he did so, sang sweetly this verse:

‘Oh petals, oh trumpets, oh pretty young fl owers,

Whose long stalks stand upright and tall as towers,

Whose light buds burst, with life, into Spring,

Whose bright shining colours make the birds sing.’

As he sang, all of the paints on his palette

Soon got mixed up, as if banged by a mallet,

And all of the colours the painter had made

Got darker and darker, or started to fade;

And as all the fl owers had started to wither, 

The painter himself began to dither.

His painting, which once stood so bold and true,

Had become dark and gloomy, and made him feel blue.

It was with heavy heart that he packed up his things,

As if stabbed by a sorrow that made his eyes sting.

Gloomily he trudged down the lane, out of sight,

Pushed on by the sadness that he could not fi ght;

And behind him he left a trail of dead fl owers,

And a canvas of black that had taken him hours.

Daisy Horan, Year 8
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Head In The Clouds 

My head is often in the clouds,

 I let my thoughts fl y free, 

And drift through that calm azure sea,

 Exploring every one. 

Those little puffs of whipped egg white

 My mind bakes into different shapes, 

Growling dogs or fancy houses,

 Birds or boats or trains. 

But like meringues, when water falls 

On one, sweet images dissolve, 

And those soft clumps of cotton wool, 

Were torn apart, dragged helplessly. 

The sky began to turn to grey, 

Black cats chased white mice away, 

Gloom descended, raindrops fell,

 Murky clouds did not bode well. 

My darker villains, victory won,

Soon blotted out the cheerful sun, 

Thunder rumbled ominously 

As lightning ripped the sky apart, 

Whipped about by whistling winds, 

The ragged storm clouds loomed above. 

Rain had cleansed the sky and soon,

The tattered, beaten clouds dispersed. 

Timid wisps of candy fl oss, 

Came fl oating on fresh breeze. 

26



The sun was fi ltering through the grey, 

And so new life was born again, 

The angels ruled the sky once more, 

With them I fl ew away. 

Freya Turner, Year 8
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Dots on a page

Black dots on a white page

A foreign language, meaning nothing

Which I try so hard to decipher 

To extract the emotion and the beauty.

Every piece tells its own story,

One you have to read to know the end

My fi ngers are my students,

Guided by my brain

Obedient, though sometimes lazy,

Always desperate to please.

They place themselves upon the strings.

Gently, carefully but true.

But without the bow, no sound comes

No singing, haunting melody

Or joyful and triumphant tune.

To create the composer’s dream 

Wood must join metal,

Opposites must become one.

This alone is not enough

The real work is yet to come

Which cannot learn to be taught.

It can be found deep within me,

Shy but willing,

Its power brings the music alive.

No longer a sea of black

On a white expanse.

But sounds of rhythms, 

Swooping and soaring

Twisting their way to the top.

All this from a humble instrument.

Claudia Moore-Gillon, Year 8
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Pictures at The Gallery.

A hill looms; its dark

Silhouette blots out the

Sun. Below, huts creep.

The wide expanse ripples

Gently as the coot lands.

The white head

Glows in the sunlight

Thatch roof; a bale

Of hay on the driveway.

Dog frisks after

Butterfl ies.

Flat and bright

Cream, beige, white,

Blinding and crisp.

One speck of black, in pool of bright blue.

Keturah Civelek, Year 8
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Night

Night closes in,

Embracing the world in its gentle ribbons,

Smothering cities in everlasting darkness,

Like folds of navy silk.

Dotted with twinkling stars,

Like tiny silver beads sown carefully onto fabric.

Shining and sparkling,

Like glassy tear drops.

The night seems to stretch forever,

Like a cosy, comfortable blanket.

Holly Hearsum, Year 8
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Black Widow

Her insignifi cant body disguises malevolent purpose,

Smaller than a fi nger, she seems of no consequence,

Pitch black, invisible in the dark,

Except the vivid red warning engraved on her back.

And that warning should be heeded.

Her long spindly legs are delicate,

Scurrying as fast as lightning.

She scuttles into nooks and crannies,

Lying in wait, lurking in shadows,

For one who does not heed that unmistakable warning.

She spins her silky weaving,

Invisible in the gloom.

Her trap snares unwilling victims,

In her sticky, lethal web; it is deadly,

For one who does not heed that malignant warning.

Once a vibration is felt,

She will wrap them in a suffocating silk,

Entrapping them, helpless and dreading.

Death is all that waiting,

For one who does not heed that hateful warning.

She watches from her vantage point, unseen, unknown.

She lowers herself on a thread,

Hovering above her prey.

Suddenly with no warning she jabs.

Her victim never saw the warning.

Sian Evans, Year 8
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Bumble Bee Poem

Determination is strong,

To prove its loyalty to the queen.

Speedy clumsiness, 

Rush in.

Pursuing the mission, 

Through the wind

Skimming the trees and bushes, 

Dodging obstacles in its way.

It trips and palls

Lumbering through the branches of a young oak tree.

But soon it catches the wind,

Light yet strong.

Vibrating, hovering.

A glimpse of light,

Refl ecting from its wings.

An accidental sway of a hand

An agitated strike!

Plummeting to the ground.

Vivid tiger stripes lie silent, 

Still.

Abigail  Frankfort, Year 8
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Beware the Destroyer of Your Garden

Beware the Destroyer of your garden,

Its hairy body camoufl aged green.

Invincible, it stalks around, 

But it is never seen.

Like the Scarlet Pimpernel,

The Destroyer leaves its mark.

A chewed leaf here, a snapped twig there,

It’s as cunning as a shark.

Beware the Destroyer of your garden,

Its many feet upon the ground.

It marches swiftly but with dignity-

It knows that it cannot be found.

It may look very innocent,

But believe me, it is not.

Beware the Destroyer of your garden,

The caterpillar will eat the lot.

Antonia Skinner, Year 8

`

33



The Spider

An intruder, sneaking up my wall,

With mangled fl y it starts to haul,

Its spiky legs are jutting out,

And a hairy body, from which it spouts

Threads of silver, shiny thread

A web is made, and with growing dread,

I watch the fl y being wrapped up tight,

I shiver as the monster bites,

And when its tasty snack has gone,

It looks around, and scuttles on,

It creeps outside, looks to the sky

Perhaps searching for one more fl y?

Laura Chapman, Year 8
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Creator of Dreams

Alluringly soft, 

Too cosy to leave behind;

Creator of dreams.

So wonderfully inviting;

So hard to resist.

The covers fall,

Like a caring hand, and

Warm me with their gentle touch.

Lydia Garratt, Year 8
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Birthday
 
I lie awake 

Listening to the tick tock 

Of the clock 

Waiting in the dark.

 Just a few minutes now. 

The sheets hot and heavy, 

My throat dry,

Eyelids heavy with sleep. 

Soon there will be presents 

Coloured like jewels. 

And candles burning brightly 

Smiling faces around me. 

And cake, glorious cake. 

The warm spongy moistness 

Soft ham sandwiches. 

A forlorn bowl of grapes.

 The smell of new books 

With loving messages inside. 

Aunts’ perfume as they kiss me 

Fresh fl owers in a vases. 

And so I lie and wait 

Listening to the tick tock 

Of the clock,

Dreaming in the dark.

Elena Tucker, Year 9
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Marrakech

I think it was the snake

slowly coiling in sinister loops

fi xing me with its yellow eyes,

or maybe it was the smell,

the other-worldly scent of spices and exhaust fumes

mixed with mint tea and animal sweat,

or perhaps it was the noise,

the incessant drone of wheels

and the guttural wailing from the mosque,

that made me hate Marrakech.

It could have been the souks,

the dark faces grabbing for attention,

chestnut eyes piercing the slatted darkness,

or maybe it was the tanning stench,

the fetid fumes of rotting skin

burning my nostrils in the tanning pits.

It certainly was the food,

the putrid smells of boiled sheep’s heads

and grey lumps of fl esh on the seething coals,

that made me hate Marrakech.

I know it was the heat,

the clawing, suffocating, life-sucking rays

of the high-skyed African sun;

I am sure it was the colours,

the sense-arresting vibrance of the hue

blinding my eyes in the scorching sun;

I am certain it was the animals,

the rictus grins of the emaciated monkeys,

the soulless watered eyes of the drooling camels,

that made me hate Marrakech.
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It’s amazing –you’ll love it,

they all said.

It’s so different and eye-opening,

they  told me.

Be careful of the souks,

they warned me.

They didn’t tell me the truth,

they didn’t mention the stench, 

they didn’t describe the food,

they didn’t explain the complete other-worldliness

that made me hate Marrakech.

Sophie Howard, Year 9

38



Stuck in traffi c

In a smooth, cool leather seat,

I look at the window streaming with rain.

Neon lights fl ow with brilliant hues,

Distorted by rain to a polka of sparkles.

The splash of wheels merge with the stereo;

The music is punctuated by blaring horns.

Raindrops waltz down from a dark velvet sky

To join the ball on the roof of the car.

The pattern of rain soon fades and stops.

Red switches to green and the cars edge forward.

Jenny Ou, Year 9
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A Meal

Sausages skip and hop and dance;

Cabbages gurgle; potatoes prance;

Water bubbles; carrots boil;

Chickens fry in hot, sticky oil;

Peppers roast; cooks grumble;

And all through the house impatient stomachs rumble.

The murderous shriek of knife on plate

Marks the end of a very long wait;

Dainty china, heaped with food,

Its colourful patterns mirror the mood

That is seen on each and every face,

Sitting in each and every place.

Rich, warm smells fl y around,

Far more beautiful than any sound;

Sweet, savoury, spicy, sour,

Each odour blossoms like a fl ower.

Inhale, exhale, savour the smell—

And now for the best part, it tastes great as well.

Slice, spear, chomp, chew;

Tastes great and it’s good for you.

It’s such a wonderful thing to feel:

The simple joy in every meal.

Amelia Tudor-Beamish, Year 9
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The Market

Gaudy clothes billow in the warm summer morning

Beckoning to people

Inviting them nearer

10 o’clock and already the streets are crowded

The cobbled stones vanish under summer sandals and 

farmer’s thick boots

Wafting through, aroma of chickens turning on rotisseries

And the strong stench of crates over fi lled with live 

poultry.

Fake jewels, sequins and tiny clocks

Present themselves as ‘’Fantastical Treasures’’.

And all around people bustle for the latest bargain

Because when the church strikes 12

Like a magician’s trick, stalls pack away and streets are 

deserted

For another week.

Molly Mittelman, Year 9
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On The Street Where You Live

The throng and pandemonium that ruled the day

Has now dissolved into an unfathomable black

The sun that shone through cracks in clouds of grey

Has gone, and fecks of snow fall against the hollows of 

pitch black.

The clocks of the chapel chime nine o’clock,

And wafting through the tinsel adorned windows comes

A delicate aroma of turkey, garnished with sprigs of 

rosemary.

The heady fumes of mulled wine, redolent spices.

With the people gone and the moon glistening,

With the snow languidly descending through the darkness

I feel a sense of solace and yet keep my ears strained for a 

sound

Always listening.

Discarded newspapers and unwanted pamphlets whirl 

around in the chilling breeze

Most are damp from the litter of the sky.

Cans and bottles indolently roll across the pavement.

There is more to this road than meets the eye.

Shikha Pahari, Year 9
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If the time…..

What time is it on the wall?

Which bit of fun,

Has this become?

Sumptuous strawberries speaking,

Cherubs chatter through the air,

My tongue is talking,

There is the clatter of a bear,

What a world we live in.

If the time wasn’t on the wall,

Which bit of fun,

Would this become?

If sumptuous strawberries didn’t speak,

If cherubs didn’t chatter,

If my tongue thought before speech,

If the clatter was a platter,

Would the world be strange!

When the time ticks, it ticks a beat,

The world is pulsing,

An amazing feat.

If we stopped to think,

If we listened to the bear,

We may hear the strawberries on the brink,

We might hear talking in the air,

Is this the world we live in?

Louisa Laughton-Scott, Year 9
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Two Flowers

Two fl owers I have in front of me,

Both I cannot take.

Two fl owers I have in front of me,

What if one is fake?

All of their petals I have explored,

Leaves, nectar and stems too.

All of their petals I have explored,

The sticky pollen reminds me of glue.

Two fl owers I have in front of me,

Both I cannot take.

Two fl owers in front of me,

What if I make mistake?

Zarnigar Khan, Year 9
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The bus 

A heaving, shrieking, leering mass, 

I gaze at stirring legs, the footless tights, 

The stags came looking for a fi ght, 

The hens wielding their vinyl bags, 

I sit and watch the night unfold, 

Numb and neutral and 12 years old. 

Sirens wailing through the night 

The moon dwarfed by the fl ashing light, 

Her beauty disregarded long ago, 

Her solitude ravaged. 

This comes as one more fi nal blow 

From a race of savages. 

The stench of life is on the air, 

Of fear and hurt and unwashed hair.

 

Nancy Hine, Year 9
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Journey 

I gaze at the ravens hovering above, 

Black smudges on a blank sheet. 

The trees like bones - old and frail 

Quiver, shiver as the bitter wind 

Attacks with its icy blasts,

The earth beneath me quails. 

As though through frosted glass, my vision blurs. 

Voices muffl ed, muttering, 

I’m close, yet life seems so far. 

All light goes out - the switch turned off,

Then through the timeless mists

Shines out a sparkling star.

Katharine Higgs, Year 9
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Depressed Mind

Where torrents of thoughts used to fl ow,

Only a trickle can make it past

The brooding cobwebs, dark and vast.

The air reeks.

The doors creak.

The fl oor is squishy beneath your feet.

The furnace of creativity

Has long been quenched

By the oppressive stench

Of gloom and lethargy.

The stink of mildew and rotten wood,

The carpet of mould, worn by your feet,

The very air seems to speak

Of years of claustrophobia.

So here you are, forever doomed

To wander in unending gloom,

Waiting for a ray of light

To slice within and end your plight.

Maria Young, Year 9
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Great Granddad.

Great granddad always wanted a kiss.

The taste and smell of cigarettes,

I hated that.

I told him about my new toy.

“Let’s have a look.’’

I listened intently as he described every detail, 

Forgetting for one moment that he couldn’t see.

Georgina Stenhouse, Year 9
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The Frog 

On the lily pad 

Sits a frog, green and slimy 

Catching passing fl ies. 

Hops in the water. 

Bulging eyes and big webbed feet

Croaking at the skies. 

Hannah Karas, Year 9
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Mrs Beanstalk

I told him to go to the market,

Sell Daisy the cow, I said.

But when he came back, he held out his hand,

Look what I’ve got instead!

A handful of beans he gave me

I hurled them into the sky

But next day I saw in amazement

They’d grown unbelievably high.

I told him not to climb it

The beanstalk that grew outside

So what did he do?  He climbed it.

I’m surprised he came down alive.

He told me that when he was up there,

He entered a giant’s house.

I stole fi ve golden coins, he said.

And was as quiet as a mouse.

Again he clambered up there

To see what he could fi nd

What are you going to bring down next?
Won’t the giant mind?

He brought down next some weird stuff

A goose which laid golden eggs!

He nicked a harp which yelled aloud

(But had no arms or legs!).

I’ve had enough! I screamed at him

That veg has got to go!
And as I hacked (Jack came down fi rst)

The giant crashed below.

Anna James, Year 10
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I hope…

I hope you saw something pretty,

Before it all ended,

Like the fl ower in that painting

Or a bird on a sill

I hope you smelt something sweet, 

Like that perfume you said you wanted,

Something worth smelling 

To remind you of home.

I hope you felt something soft,

And clung to it through the transfer,

The teddy I gave you last Christmas

Because my hand wasn’t there

I hope you ate something yummy,

Something that wasn’t hiding medication,

Food that wasn’t trying to make you better,

But feel happy for a change

I hope you heard something memorable,

Before you had to go,

Your ears took in so much

From Beethoven’s symphonies to my calling voice

I hope you breathed in, content,

With all you had experienced.

Was the timing of your last breath

At the same time as one of mine?

Nicole Ocansey, Year 10
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Ex-Mrs Presley

He was a great man, or so I am told,

The face of a God, and the hips of a devil.

I wait to see any such talents unfold

Although his stardom was a whole new level.

He wasn’t always so pig headed, rude and unkind -

There was a time we would greet with a kiss

Until he became another woman’s fi nd.

Although he loves them now remember this:

It was me who polished his blue suede shoes

And walked that bloody hound dog night and day

I danced along with him to those rhythm’n blues

And once he loved me tender on sunlight bays.

Now he’s alone, over weight and drugged up

I guess that’s what happens when you fall from the top.

Verity Reynolds, Year 10
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Mrs Freud

You would think that the amount of time a man

Like him spends psychoanalysing people,

He would be a bit more in tune with himself.

He should be able to communicate.

He should know how to be a husband, by now.

You would think that the man who invented 

Freudian slips would be careful not to

Make any himself.  Or at least not often.

Like when he ‘accidentally’ calls me 

None other than his mother’s name.  How fl attering.

You would think he would know better than to 

Question me so keenly, Any dreams last night dear?
And there he sits at the breakfast table,

Pen poised, ready to make his notes at 7am,

While I drink my tea and eat my toast.

You would also think that a man who claimed,

To be able to judge women would know

A thing or two about them.  One would hope.

But no, he never does, never will.

Does he even know what interaction is?

I doubt it.  So I do all the work.

Sophie Patterson, Year 10
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Monotony

Sunrise brings the shrill birdsong to my ears.

It rings through the dreary, overcast sky -

A relentless wailing, ‘til twilight nears, 

Lengthening the hours spent hacking at rye.

The scythe reaps on to the beat of my heart,

An eternal pulse, as steady as time.

This ongoing thud, this dull, lifeless art

Lasts forever, a continual rhyme.

The freezing winter months are raw and rough,

The summer ones so dry, parching my throat.

Always too hot; never quite cool enough,

The scorching rays burn, the winds tear my coat.

And through all this, I stand in the fi eld,

Day after day, harvesting the yield.

Annabel Parry, Year 10
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Benfl eet

Yes, I remember Benfl eet-

The place, because one morning

Of snow and ice the car drew up 

Unexpectedly. It was mid-winter.

The engine churned then stopped.

The sneeze I heard was small. Someone

Joked but no-one laughed and there 

Was dead silence.

The wind blew sharp and quick around

Our ankles, as we paused over the pit.

Everyone stood for a moment. The brown 

Box reached the bottom. 

We said sorry and left. I looked up and 

Read the sign- 

Benfl eet cemetery 

Georgia Phillips, Year 10
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Woman with a Parasol and a Small Child on a Sunlit 
Hillside 

1874 Renoir

A woman of her era. 

A composed fi gure, 

Positioned awkwardly on the sunlit hillside. 

Dappled sunlight playing, 

On the folds of her white dress. 

A fi gure posed in a natural environment, 

Immersed in but always protected from it. 

She is restrained, 

Yet her surroundings are wild. 

Her child of reality, 

Sees all, embracing nature. 

This child is not self-conscious. 

He knows no restraint. 

He can explore the forest’s secrets. 

Alexandra Eastwell, Year 10
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The Waterhole

A hazy blanket of dust begins to settle,

At last the chill of dusk approaches.

In the parched veldt water is precious

And so the ritual begins.

Gradually they emerge

In their small groups.

They come together

To drink their fi ll.

The giraffes gaze down, haughty

As the restless zebra tussle,

Wildebeest laze, unperturbed.

Others graze on the barren landscape.

We watch from afar,

Keeping the truck at a distance

Not wishing to disturb the natural peace.

There is no place for humans here.

Then amongst the silence,

The solemn tread is heard

Following an unspoken rule all animals disperse

As the fi rst elephant appears.

Closer, in a long line they purposefully march.

Their power is undisputed,

Always they watch us, with one warning eye,

Will they come closer? They dare us to try.

For the animals it is simple,

Size determines all.

Ranking order is clear

At the Waterhole.

Eleanor Daniel, Year 10
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The Traveller

The rider paused beneath the shadows

Of the autumn sky,

Then, shrouded by the folds of darkness,

Slipped unnoticed by.

Moonless are the nights of travel,

Masked with mist and wind;

Pounding hooves and rustling harness,

Streaming cloak behind.

Through the night she rode in silence,

Straight and certainly;

Heard the everlasting calling

Of the sighing sea.

On she travelled through the dawning,

Leaping silver light;

Pale and weary was her face;

Her clear deep eyes were bright.

As the sun climbed up, she hastened

Through the thickening trees,

For time was close upon her heel

On the quickening breeze.

She rode to help, to aid, to save them,

Rode to do her part;

Followed neither sun nor stars,

But guidance in her heart.

Bethia Ruttle, Year 10
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School Shoes

‘Dear Parents,

                   Please note…’

Our headmaster sternly wrote,

‘School shoes must be sensible.

Girls need to look presentable.

Ballet pumps are not accepted.

Keep in mind you’ll be inspected.’

So I found myself in Clarke’s shoe shop,

With my mum going on at me non-stop.

‘Buy these!’ ‘But, Mum, they’re granny shoes!’

(Gosh! My mum doesn’t have a clue!)

All around the shops we go,

Till we stop at one shop win-dow.

‘I want those!’ I can’t help but cry;

My mum glares at me and gives a sigh.

‘If I have to pay, I get to choose!’

So I end up with ‘practical’ shoes.

On Monday morning, she’ll get my grumps,

But in my bag will be my ballet pumps.

Delphina Schneider, Year 10
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Cadet

Adrenaline devours his nerves

He stands, shaking

The foreign clump of metal

Lying potently in his hand

Mouth dry,

Forehead creased in apprehension,

He takes up a braced stance

And lines up the eyesights

The fi nger tightens,

The force penetrates throughout his body,

Jarring his bones,

His heart hammers

The smoke has long cleared

But he stays,

Imprisoned in the moment,

Numbed by the ultimate power

His fi ngers curl involuntarily

Caressing the cold surface

Moulding to its shape

Admiring its ability

He does not think of the deaths

Or the families

Or the pink mist erupting

From wounded human fl esh

He only sees the neat round circle

Punched through the target ahead,

Only smells the burnt, singed air

Only hears glorious ringing in his ears

He can only feel the gun.

He is addicted.

Jennifer Lanigan, Year 10
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Good Bye

If I had known that it would be,

The last time that I would see,

You standing there in front of me

Would I have done differently?

I thought there’d be another day,

But now when you’re so far away,

I miss the little things you’d say,

I wish I could go back some way.

You didn’t look me in the eye,

And tell me you were going to die

And even though my tears are dry,

I never got to say good-bye.

Emily Scorer, Year 10



A Little Illness

Starts off small,

An itch, a little worry niggling.

A tiny worm is nibbling,

Burrowing into the mind,

Irritating, uneasy dreams,

Restless thoughts,

The key begins to run.

The tiny worm getting bigger,

Squirming, delving deeper,

Morale is bruised and starts to rot,

Troubles enlarge,

Doubts engulf,

The cogs begin to spin,

Tension unsettles sleep.

Deprived of rest,

Paranoia creeps,

Grotesque grub swells and writhes,

Hopes decay,

Wound up,

Twisted and tight,

Tighter still,

Seams start to split,

Quickly unravelling,

Colours draining and surrounded by grey,

Pressure squeezing,

Too much now,

The grub explodes,

The coil snaps,

Emptiness,

Gently rocking,

Back and forth,

Back and forth.

Ursula Doris, Year 10
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The Butterfl y Landing

Short sharp rays of colour,

They fl it through the damp morning air

Cutting the silent, soft, grey stillness,

Wings like tiny, beautiful knives.

Bejewelled, they hold a distant gaze

And hold a mind forever

So small, exquisite creatures of beauty,

Radiance refl ected in the greenhouse glass

Daringly close one fl utters before me,

Coming to rest on an outstretched hand

Barely detected, like a whispered secret

The butterfl y has landed

The symphony of colour is life personifi ed

But seconds pass and with a fl icker it is gone

Snatched from my motionless hand

It fl oats like silk, so delicate, so small

Scarcely holding the weight of its beauty.

The butterfl y is gone.

Saskia Phelps, Year 10
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The Clock

The wife (tick), now widow,

Stares down at the piece of her wedding present.

The clock slipped off the wall while she slept

And when she woke up everything had changed.

She gazes blurry-eyed into the clock’s wrinkled, still face

And tries hopelessly to fi x the life that has just ended

When an uncertain, clammy silence surrounds her.

Her mouth goes dry, her hands cold, mind blank.

The frightening absence of the monotonous ticking

Pushes the guilty question into her head:

Were the years I spent with the man I love 

Worth this sickly sorrow I feel now?

Zsofi a Cassidy, Year 11
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At The Station-house

And we took a long, clinging kiss

on the platform;

weightless and unending.

looked into our grey faces and 

recalled London

where tears bleached my sleeves

and only concrete served to witness how

I was so

Undeseving.

I will not forget

I will not regret

how expertly quickly we crossed.

We spoke in rhyme

we kept good time,

I bowed to your bittersweet authority.

A slowness to judge

an unwillingness to believe,

not happy nor sad as we part and

You leave.

But here at the station-house,

Oh nothing is more dark and terrible

than knowing that people need love.

And when we break apart,

We exhale all this into space.

Surfacing a hundred miles North or South,

where the Sun is rising or setting;

weightless and unending.

Ellie Wade, Year 11
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Ode to Salmon

I walk into Tesco, 

For Salmon al Fresco, 

That burning desire,

For nothing but that scrumptious high-fl ier.

As I look into his eyes I see not

That desired delicacy but something

Resembling gumption or

Perhaps just a passion for living.

Their seamless fi ns that skipped through currents

That came from a far off destination.

That fear that was lost without hesitation.

That dream of the ever-closer, blissful continents.

One should always remember that 

Desperate desire was caught

In such a vile fi shing net,

For that equally vile pretext.

For though their colour may be odd, 

Their manner highly-strung,

We should cherish such unrestricted effort

And those whose quest was never won.

So ode to you - you tempest-tossed salmon,

To you I must salute;

For every rascal, angel and brute

That sits at a table and ne’er saw so many books,

‘Tis to you failed salmon,

Their weary glance does look.

Leonie-Rae Gasson, Year 11
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The Offi ce Bench

Hard against your thigh you sit, and listen,

the wood vibrating with the words

and instead, you feeling every unasked question.

The air is warm and densely thick with thought

but his eyes lie coldly open, ever wary;

clocking every breath, wondering why this is so sought

after, and why such intelligence is so intense and at times 

scary.

He knows as much as you do as to why

you’re here, “mock me’’ you might say

but those eyes will forever, for both behalves, lie.

And one thing neither do, a cardinal crime, betray

a fellow with something unreserved like a sigh.

Of all the things to do, to continue in such 

a way would not be right.

To hide yourself away behind a touch

or feeling of some sort would be too slight

a way to deal with this, expose too much

though and you’re broken; stuck tight.

Regard you warden with unwavering eyes,

let nothing slip loose from underneath your tongue,

and just lose yourself in the wooden cold beneath your 

thighs

for there are no praises left here which need be sung.

Angelica Pomroy, Year 11
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A Sonnet

Do not request that I keep faith with Time

Nor, pray, suggest I relish change it bears,

For darker are the depths with ev’ry chime

And with the fl ow one travels unawares.

Not long ago I wallowed satisfi ed;

Buoyant, and in the shallows calm and green, 

Among writhing refl ections did reside;

And beyond the horizon unforeseen.

But now the rock to which I clung does fade,

And waters into which I’m fl ung are wild,

And all the while I try in vain to wade

Backwards, to the start, to stay a child.

But I‘ve found the current of Time is strong,

Perhaps I’d do better to fl oat along.

Claudia Grigg Edo, Year 11
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The Winds of Sailing

Wind trickling torpidly through

The air, leaving the boats

Motionless in their line, plaintively

Calling, which begs you to come

Join their vital cause.

Wind swirling smoothly through

The masts, knocking them together

Rhythmically, creating their own

Music, which begs you to come

Join in their dance.

Wind heaving heartily through

The fl apping sails that signal

Frantically, with beaming white

Innocence, which begs you to come

Join them and perform.

Wind veering vehemently through

The racing boats, tilting them

Exhilaratingly, creating untouched

Speed, which begs you to come

Join their fervent chase.

Wind roaring roughly through

The wild seas, attacking the sails,

Avidly leading them astray,

Tarnishing the joy, which begs you to come

Join their despair.

Wind careening carelessly through

The dispersed fl eet of friends,

Coolly destroying these fl eeing

Vessels, which begs you to come

Join them and protect.

Hayley Flood, Year 11
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August 6, 1945, One Mile West of Hiroshima Station

Black shadows burnt against the wall

Scraps of clothing gently fall

And break the silence all around

They fl utter to the bloodstained ground

Where dolls and shoes lay strewn about

Where mouths stretched open paused, mid-shout

The eyes still wide, the skin burnt raw

And all the rubble on the fl oor

The heaps of broken glass and stone

And tangled hair and shards of bone

And broken burning houses where

They will not wait to lose their hair

They’ll not wither, they’ll not cry,

They will not watch their children die

For these are the lucky, this devastation

One mile west of Hiroshima station.

Harriet Conner, Year 11
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The Rime of the Modern Mariner

There is a Modern Mariner-

His tale, of global warming.

By his badge of green, and sandals bare,

I feel he may be boring.

The ice was here the ice was there,

But the fl oes are fl oating free.

Bergs as big as cliffs,

Are melting to the sea.

Water, water, everywhere,

Gloucester’s on the brink.

Water, water, everywhere,

But none is fi t to drink,

And now the hurricanes came.

They were Katrina, Ivan and Felix

They struck with mighty force,

And left many people homeless.

I fear for you, Modern Mariner!

From the woes you foretell to us.

But who’st to blame? – Tis all of us

Who shot the albatross.

Alice Taylor, Year 11
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Death Beauty

A snarl,

Rage ripped from her throat.

Crescent gleams of white menacing

From that unearthly face.

Deep rumble of danger

From the pit of her soul,

Crouched low and intent

Curling lips raising challenge

Slender and deceptive

Tensed strength and coiled speed

Unnatural in its power

Waiting to be unleashed

In her deathly spring.

Compelling and silent

She waits for her moment

Beautiful but deadly,

Eyes gleaming,

An instant

She takes it.

Laetitia Ward, Year 11
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Palmistry

Layers building on a slatted plain

Sheds the past as Autumn sheds its leaves

Falling, becoming lost in the swirling dust

Riding the air as Summer’s spirit grieves.

Deep canyons carved over centuries compressed

That once held raging rivers now dried up

Scars of previous battles lost and won

Depicting epic adventures of daring and luck

Ragged cliff tops cleave to velveteen bays

And caress the landscape of forgotten past

Memories stored where nothing else remains

In cavern safes with bunkers iron-cast

Far beneath the landscape of the dunes

Dry, forsaken, parched of satin skin

Lives and breeds the languages of oases

Where mountain streams entice the travellers in

Hannah Thorton, Year 11
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Dear Cupid

Child, who do you think you are?

From the shadows you stalk and follow

As the poison drips from your arrow,

And circles the temples of those in sorrow.

Your fake infection of emotion

Will only pretend love between friends.

The only true love potion

A couple’s devotion until the end.

Actions born from immaturity

Hinder passion and security.

Now is the time to be honest;

Discard your quiver full of false promise.

Jessica Austin, Year 12
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Whisper

The whisper is sleeping

A tiny silver globe

It rolls and hums gently

In a warm wet place

Suddenly the place is gone

And the whisper is tumbling, spinning

It lands.

Cautiously tickles the pink shell of an ear

Tiny feathers

Shiver, just for a second

And the shell is cold

Though it cannot tell why.

Someone else

the whisper slowly uncurls

It stretches and smiles

For now it can dance.

Amelia Walsh, Year 12
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Gazelle

With one leg bent, she stands aware.

Though all around is stagnant air,

Firm, she stands, this elegant mare.

The trembling grass wafts, down below.

Each fragile blade drifts to and fro.

She stops to graze, this noble doe.

A murmur shivers up her spine;

And with three leaps, each one divine,

The plane is bare, all left to pine.

Caroline Wedmore, Year 13
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I remember…..

I remember those days on the road

Never stopping in one place long enough

To forge friendships, 

I was a nomad

Always ‘’the new girl’’

I left my identity behind at the place where I started,

A place I can scarcely remember,

A place called no-where.

A childhood lost in transit,

Cars, trains, caravans, a blur

A blur too are the fi gures without faces,

I couldn’t name them if I tried,

And without doubt they wouldn’t remember me, 

Who left as soon as she arrived, nameless, no-one, a nomad.

Lily Gill, Year 13
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Poem

When feelings of elation or of misery

Are caught and bound upon the page

And, struggling, share their message

Of joyful melodies or clashing chords,

A mournful phrase, or even silence

To the reader whether near or far

Binding them in turn, with chains of words

To the writer, the successful hunter

Of these words, whose power alone

Connects two strangers, over any distance-

That’s a poem.

I wish I had those sought-for tools

That words and metaphors fear most,

To shoot them down where they fl y,

Laughing and taunting my blank page

And force them into the tuneful lines

Which presently they happily scorn

But as it is, they tumble down

With no regard for others, pace or tune

And I am forced to leave them be

And write you my discordant song.

Gabriella Mead, Year 13
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The Disappointment

My dear! How was your summer holiday?

I have been so busy these last seven weeks, 

The Oxford applications, don’t you know.

Which colleges is yours considering?

We simply can’t decide-She’s not? But why?

How very strange! You have tried persuading her?

I can’t see how it matters what one does

As long as one gets in. So where will she-

Oh, yes. I have heard of that. It’s meant to be

Quite good. Of course, you never can be sure

What kind of people one might meet down there…

Still, it’ll be a pleasant change of scene.

Don’t worry, dear, I’m sure she’ll just be fi ne-

She’ll turn out every bit as well as mine.

Charlotte Mehta-McDonough, Year 13
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