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1 

My Sonnet 
by Kian Quinn 
The admirable plant sprouts through the ground, 

decorated colourfully and bright, 

petals so beautiful and round,  

not too big or too small; just right.  

 

The birds singing their song,  

Their melody the tune,  

I just want to sing along,  

They fly away so graceful yet so strong like a 
typhoon.  

 

I observe the insects running wild,  

so detailed almost as if they were fake, 

they look to be excited like a little child, 

the bees buzz by sending down my spine, a sudden 
shake.  

 

The tall, gigantic tress provide me with shade,  

relaxed in the soft breeze, I slowly fade.  
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I’ll Stay In 
by Daniel Scarlett 

Going outside,                                                                                                      

That’s not for me.                                                                                          

Don’t like the tide,                                                                                                

Don’t like the sea.                                                                                                 

Why would I?                                                                                                                  

It’s not that fun,                                                                                                

For animals die                                                                                                                    

and so will the sun.                                                                               

It’ll all disappear,                                                                                                  

Everything has a due date,                                                                        

No one will shed a tear,                                                                                          

For the universe has met it’s fate.                                                                                              

So I’ll go see it all,                                                                                             

Before the universe walks the final hall.  
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Snowy Day 
by Keeley Corcoran  

As the trees blow in the breeze,                                                       

the sun goes away.                                                                             

Snow falls and starts to freeze                                                                       

Wow it’s so pretty, I say.                                                                    

Flakes flash before they land                                                                                                                  

I reach out and a single flake here and there                                                         

glistening in the palm of my hand.                                                                                           

I blink once and they appear.          

The snow falls silently in the dark night                                                                                      

before it crumples on the ground.                                                            

The snowflakes swirl in the street light                                                                 

they flow and land without making a sound.     

Eventually the snow went away,                                                        

It will come back again, soon I pray.                                                                                                                     
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Oh, how I wish it 

could be Winter  
by Rosie Lowe  

As flowers begin to bloom all on the ground,                                           

The colours are very bold,                                                                                                                                                   

More and more people are out now as I’ve found,                                                               

Oh, how I’d love the weather to be cold.                                                           

All I see is birds all around,                                                                         

Sometimes I even see the odd crow,                                    

They’re all making a sweet, unique sound,                                                      

Oh, how I miss the thick blankets of snow.  

The red and orange leaves scatter the floor,                                           

Rainfalls heavily and the floor gets wetter,                                                                                                                                            

I find loads of piles of leavers more and more,                                                                                                         

Oh, how I love the weather getting better.                                                               

Finally, it’s the end of the year and the snow falls heavy,                                                 

People have big smiles on their faces and are merry.  
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Summer Blues 
by Courtney Radford  

When days drag on and day finally turns to night,                                           

When the birds start to cow in the morning sun,                                                                                                                                                   

You’ll realise that the cold starts to bite,                                                               

You remember when everything used to be so fun.                                                           

You pull your blankets close,                                                                         

Trying to fight the chill,                                          

Do you remember, stealing your parents clothes?                                                              

Sitting and watching snow build on a hill.   

We don’t get snow anymore,                                           

Mostly just a faint memory of the past,                                                                                                                                            

Cold weather is usually a bore,                                                                                                         

So this time I hope the snow will last.                                                               

You sit there reveling in your nostalgia,                                                 

You miss the snowy days where your mum used to hold you.  
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Summer is upon us 
by Madison Treece-Butler  

As the sun glows,                                                                

High in the sky,                                                             

As the air flows,                                                               

The birds will fly.  

When the leaves grow,                                                   

As the cold goes low,                                                     

And when the seasons start to show                                                    

We all go with the flow.            

Then everyone has a swim                                           

Or they even hit the gym.                                                                                                                                            

Then when the sun goes grim,                                                                                                         

You watch your favourite sports team win.                                                               

Then you sleep and wake up in the morning,                                                 

You will know that today will not be boring.  
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Summer Days 
by Lola Kelley-Jones  

As the sun glows,                                                                

High in the sky,                                                             

As the air flows,                                                               

The birds will fly.  

When the leaves grow,                                                   

As the cold goes low,                                                     

And when the seasons start to show                                                    

We all go with the flow.            

Then everyone has a swim                                           

Or they even hit the gym.                                                                                                                                            

Then when the sun goes grim,                                                                                                         

You watch your favourite sports team win.                                                               

Then you sleep and wake up in the morning,                                                 

You will know that today will not be boring.  
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Summer Breeze 
by Ella Webster  

Here I stand surrounded by trees,                                                                

I’m in the shade with the warmth of the sun,                                                             

to my right, I hear bees,                                                               

people are close, behind me they run.  

It’s peaceful outside as I admire the earth                                                   

The wind is blowing my hair,                                                     

The bushes in front of me sway back and forth                   

covering the sing that reads ‘beware’.            

I walk forward, down to the grass                                           

I get out my point and sit,                                                                                                                                            

I admire the view and paint my canvas,                                                                                                         

the painting, I will submit.                                                               

It won’t win, I predict,                                                 

Then suddenly I knew how to make it be a hit.  
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The place that 

everyone loves  
by Lilly-Grace Turner and Amiyah Sansom  

Water rushes down the rocks,                                                                

Shimmering in the sun,                                                             

I hope I don’t wet my socks,                                                               

Summer has begun.  

Flowers have grown                                                   

The temperature is increasing,                                                     

This place I love is well-known,                                     

and the coldness is decreasing.            

When the sunset comes out,                                            

The sky is nothing but eye catching,                                                                                                                                            

It’s nothing but beautiful and that’s beyond doubt,                                                                                                         

but it’s not quite matching.                                                               

It’s now the end of the day,                                                 

even though I want to stay.  
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The Dream Land 
by Brooke Mae-Boulton and Sapphire Barber  

There was a big pile of grass,                                                                

I bought my picnic,                                                             

I’m not gonna give that a pass,                                                               

It’s not that cryptic.  

Sandwiches all around                                                  

Take your pick,                                                     

There is lots of sound,                                        

making the world go round.            

Shaded by the trees                                           

feeling classy,                                                                                                                                           

rattling the leaves in the breeze,                                                                                                         

makes me happy.                                                               

As the night grows close,                                                 

my eyes close.  
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The Park 
by Leila Whitehead and Kayleigh Johnson  

Beautiful clouds,                                                                

The green grass gleams.                                                             

The bird chirps are loud,                                                               

As the sun beams.  

The water is blue                                                    

The leaves fall,                                                     

The dogs have fun with no clue.                   

Trees so tall.            

Fences all around,                                           

Children playing,                                                                                                                                            

Dogs lying on the ground,                                                                                                         

while other children are disobeying.                                                               

Now it’s starting to get dark,                                                 

Everyone goes to leave the park.  
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Summer Breeze 
by Ella Webster  

Here I stand surrounded by trees,                                                                

I’m in the shade with the warmth of the sun,                                                             

to my right, I hear bees,                                                               

people are close, behind me they run.  

It’s peaceful outside as I admire the earth                                                   

The wind is blowing my hair,                                                     

The bushes in front of me sway back and forth                   

covering the sing that reads ‘beware’.            

I walk forward, down to the grass                                           

I get out my point and sit,                                                                                                                                            

I admire the view and paint my canvas,                                                                                                         

the painting, I will submit.                                                               

It won’t win, I predict,                                                 

Then suddenly I knew how to make it be a hit.  
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November Blues 
by Kian Goodman  

My sorrow when she’s here,                                                                

It becomes clear.                                                             

The days of Autumn rain,                                                               

my love is great again.  

The fain day                                                   

I felt like the world was grey,                                                     

It was  fading away                                                  

unlike my May.            

The day was coming to an end                                            

The abyss felt like my friend.                                                                                                                                           

The sky was desolate,                                                                                                        

it looked maleficent.                                                               

The earth fades away as the world is weeping,                                                

but not me, I’m sleeping. 
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The Truck 
by Lucy Mattison  

The truck drives,                                                                

The truck slides,                                                             

The truck crushing trees,                                                               

The truck destroying memories.  

Everywhere it has been,                                                   

Tangling the bushes,                                                     

Leaving everything unclean                    

Holes, lumps, bumps in the ground.            

With the driver full of grief                                           

The truck went on to destroy,                                                                                                                                            

Everyone in disbelief,                                                                                                         

there’s no longer life ahead.                                                               

Thy truck breaks down and gets towed away with ease,                                                 

Nature smiles and is pleased.  
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Remember, Remember 

the Summer’s Day! 
by Leah Ward 

Remember in the summer,                                                                

When we walked along the road,                                                             

you found a caterpillar,                                                               

I found a little toad.  

We talked about the tadpole                                                   

my toad had grown in spring,                                                     

we imagined your small caterpillar,                   

growing, glowing wings.            

We were quiet as we thought,                                            

of what once was and what will be,                                                                                                                                            

sometimes I think about the day,                                                                                                         

Summer. You. And me.                                                               

Unlike something rotten,                                                 

animals will never be forgotten.  
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Sunset 
by Phoebe Taylor 

When the sun and clouds have met,                                                                

Our shadows long,                                                             

The day is gone,                                                               

But it’s not dark just yet.  

The sunset paints the gold horizon,                                                   

As I stare at the light that remains,                                                     

The world grows dark behind me,                   

And everything continues to change.            

As the sun goes away,                                           

Our world becomes a cold, cold place,                                                                                                                                            

All the colours changed to grey,                                                                                                         

As we come to the end of the day.                                                               

But after everything it fills our souls,                                                 

As the beauty of the sunset unfolds.  
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Break through  
by Teegan Young 

A break through the trees,                                                                

looking out across the field,                                                             

leaves rustling in the breeze,                                                               

Light breaking through the shield.  

Shades of green covering the land,                                                   

As clouds pass hindering light,                                                     

Birds flying above and grand,                   

Admiring from such a height. 

Watching horses pass me by,                                           

The wind blowing the dandelion,                                                                                                                                            

Realising night was soon made me sigh,                                                                                                         

Seeing the sun was at its horizon.                                                               

The sky turns blackish blue,                                                

I know tomorrow will bring something new.  
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The Magical Place 
by Gracie Measom  

The sun goes pink,                                                                

within a blink,                                                             

The clouds go grey without a hint,                                                               

The grass is in disarray.  

The tree stands tall above it all,                                                   

The water is crystal clear,                                                     

The animals are aware,                                                                       

Of its beauty and glimmer.            

It’s not murky or dirty,                                           

I can see the tadpoles growing,                                                                                                                                            

I think I will call one Bertie,                                                                                                         

It will become my bestfriend.                                                               

Oh, isn’t it wonderful?                                                 

Let’s not make it harmful!  
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The Disaster 
by Bailey Watson and Alfie-Leon Cooper  

Sun brighter than any light,                                                                

Unique how all the kids are playing with kites,                                                             

My kite is taking flight,                                                              

I hope it lands on a beautiful site.  

When the sun shines,                                                   

We shine together,                                                     

This kite will be mine,                                     

forever.            

Suddenly the wind blows the kite,                                           

Forever it gets higher,                                                                                                                                           

You can’t even see it in site,                                                                                                         

It even got tangled in a wire.                                                               

Today was a disaster,                                                 

But at least now it is going by faster.  
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The Grand Oak 
by Jake Anderton 

There’s the tree standing so beat,                                                                

Its bark looking so dark,                                                             

It has seen the kids play all day and all night,                                                               

Although it doesn’t like it when they fight.  

The tree stands there,                                                  

Watching the squirrels eating nuts,                                                     

With the others looking hungry in despair,                   

at least they all get to live there.            

Around the tree there’s leaves                                           

to fall as and when they please.                                                                                                                                            

The birds like to perch on the branch,                                                                                                         

they do this with ease.                                                               

But in the end the tree must fall,                                                 

I stare in appaul.  
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The Graceful Fall 
by Oli Sturman 

The crystal has a delicate touch,                                                                

As the snow falls as the wind calls,                                                             

The bird falls into my delicate clutch,                                                               

Now rain begins as the light falls.  

I stare upon the stormy sky,                                                   

I find the distant shores,                                                     

The birds begin to smoothly fly,                   

As the glistening snow pours.            

Then I shall continue to stare,                                          

At the trees branches moving freely,                                                                                                                                            

as the happiness of true nature is rare,                                                                                                         

I hope to see the tree blossom, ideally.                                                               

All the colours pop,                                                 

as the rabbits start to hop.  
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Woman by the Pond 
by Georgie Graham 

Her eyes as green as summer grass,                                                                

Her hair flows in the subtle breeze,                                                             

She sits stuck to the pond like glass,                                                               

She looks as pretty as the cherry trees.  

Her lips as red as roses,                                                   

Deers don’t fear when she is near.                                                 

She doesn’t have to do poses,                                                  

The sun bounces of her and exposes.            

The birds don’t even want to take flight,                                                               

Mesmerised by her hair the most hazelnut brown,                                                                                                                                            

She shines ever so bright,                                                                                                         

She always wears a crown.                                                               

When she’s out there’s never rude stares,                                                 

As it’s clear that she really cares.  
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Deserts Love 
by Lucas Hill 

As the sun falls and day sets,                                                                

as the sky cools after the ground bakes,                                                             

and I struggle with my daily regrets,                                                               

unlike my love which never breaks.  

Unlike my heart which I gave,                                                   

As long as your with me I’ll be happy,                                                     

Unlike our marriage which I try to save,                   

Although you annoy me and make me snappy.            

The sun is scorching without the rain,                                           

And you just think I’m lame,                                                                                                                                            

I try throughout all the pain,                                                                                                         

Just to realise that to you, I’m just a game.                                                               

After all the pain and all the trouble,                                                 

I realise you are not worth the struggle.  
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Seasons 
by Oliver Mitchell  

The field is better than the seaside,                                                                

The grass is green and brown,                                                             

The beautiful birds glide,                                                               

But the brown bits make me brown.  

The trees are blowing in the wind,                                                   

And the birds are flying in the sky,                                                     

Just before the beautiful spring,                   

And then the birds will fly on by.            

As spring comes around,                                           

All the flowers grown and shimmer,                                                                                                                                            

When the kids come they make a lot of sound,                                                                                                         

The flowers start to look dimmer.                                                               

They say goodbye,                                                 

And then the season turns unpleasing to the eye.  
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“Poetry lifts the veil from the hidden beauty of the 

world, and makes familiar objects be as if they were 

not familiar.”  

— Percy Bysshe Shelley, from A Defence of Poetry 

and Other Essays. 

 


