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In March 2020, schools had to close for the duration of the COVID19
Social Distancing restrictions.

Our wonderful students worked very hard from home and were set an
additional challenge .......

To write some poetry.

These are the fruits of their labours and what fantastic poetry they have
produced.

Their poems are imaginative, thought-provoking, moving and,
occasionally, laugh-out-loud funny. They are a treat to read and | have no
doubt you will enjoy reading them just as much as | did.

We are very, very proud of each and every one of our poets.

A poem can make you laugh and smile
I/t can even make you cry
Poems can make you pause a while

And ask the question “Why?”

Poems can bring you far away
To places you've never seen
Or have you race through times long past

To see things as once they'd been.

Poems can let us share with friends
And others we've never known
And bring us all together

When each of us is at home.



& DIFFICULT TIME

AT HOME TOGETHER, IN OFF THE STREETS,
STUFFING OUR FACES WITH POPCORN AND SWEETS.
IT’S TIME TO BE SAFE, CAN'T WAIT TILL IT ENDS,
M MISSING SOME PEOPLE, ESPECIALLY MY FRIENDS.

LOOK OUT FOR EACH OTHER, THAT'S WHAT THEY SAY,
AROUND THE CORNER IS A& BRIGHT NEW DAY.
NO USE IN STAYING UP IN THE BED,
LET’S LOOK FORWARD, THERE’S GOOD TIMES AHEAD.

LOOK AFTER YOUR NEIGHBOUR,
WHETHER THEY’RE YOUNG OR OLD.
REMEMBER WHEN SHOPPING,
ALL THE TOILET ROLL IS SOLD.

OUR DOCTORS AND NURSES FOR THEM,
WE DO PRAY.
THEY'RE WORKING EXTRA HARD
THROUGHOUT THE NIGHT AND ALL OF THE DAY.

OUR LOVELY TEACHER, GAVE WORK TO TAKE HOME
NOW BACK TO MY MATHS
1 HOPE YOU ENJOYED MY LITTLE POEM.

BY EMMA FLANNERY, 9 YRS

MY DOG

My dogs name is Lola

| love her so much

Her coat is the colour of cola

And she’s soooo0000 soft to touch

She’s four years old

And not a bit bold

She’s often quite CRAZY

NEVER ever ever lazy

She LOVES going on walks every day

And her favourite thing is always to play

Late at night she loves to have cuddles

And my favourite thing is to give her snuggles
Then she goes to bed and gets up the next day

To repeat everything the very same way.

BY LUCY PLUNKETT
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The ship that never sailed

One cold night in Littletown,

as fog rolled in from sea,

the workers downed their tools,
and headed home for tea.

The next day dawned,

their job was done.

A beauty to behold.

The sun went down,

the wind blew up,

the waves began to fold.

She crashed about,

and groaned and moaned.
Then sank to the seabed floor,
until she was no more.

Clear and bright.

The storm had passed.

People moved about.

A glance down at the harbour,
led to loud shouts.

‘Our beauty’s gone.’

‘Down, down at night.’

It gave them such a fright.

Day passed, weeks, months
and then years.

The tale grew,

of work undone,

of ruins and wrecks,

of stormy gales,

and of a ship that never sailed.

By Catie Grassetti
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The Day we met the Deer

We saw a deer out in the bushes.

It was fluffy and nice and had fur that was luscious.

She looked rather lonely and a little bit sad as though it was missing its mom and its
dad.

We wanted to help her but she was to scared,

Each time we touched her she jumped here and there.

She ran so fast we could not keep up,

In front of a car with a quick sudden stop .

Out from the trees sprung her mother and father,

To rescue their there quaking and nervous young daughter.
She ran so eagerly to them joyful and happy they flew off.

By: Arianna Griffith 3rd Class




Ghost Town

By Siofra Vandamme
5th Class

Mrs. Dunne

Birds are chirping their morning song,
The church bell rings ding dong.
A smell of freshly baked bread fills the street,

A market with stalls selling clothes, art and meat.

People wandering in the park,
A squirrel resting by a tree bark.
Children feeding bread to the big old duck

And rolling around playing in the muck.

| swallow back a tear
As | remember this town when | lived here.
As | walk into what used to be the park

All I hear is a stray dog’s bark.

There should be people having fun
But there isn't anyone.
Old peeling buildings around the square,

Time moved on and left this town back there.




I love all sweet treats

Chocolate Chocolate sweets,
Cakes and donuts can t beat,

Ice cream is my favourite treat, with

lots and lots of sprinkes to eat.

Friday is our treat day, with lots of

sugar and sweets.

Favourite sweet is my favourite

treat, with lots of colour to eat.

Topings and sprinkles and sweets, bake

a cake with these.
Chocolate icing and colourful cake.

Hope you enjoy your lovely cake.
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Written by Lisa Wang

Third class




A WONDERFUL DAY

By Leah Ennis [3" Class, Ms. O’Malley]

| woke up in my bed,

With happy thoughts in my head,

| got up and got myself dressed,

| went downstairs and had some jam and bread,
| put my coat on and off | went.

| got to the park to meet my friends,

When | got home, | noticed a card there,

That my cousin had sent.

We live apart but it’s still not the end.

My Cat Went Through A Wormbhole

My cat dreams to go to space,

so first he learned to use a mace,

to protect himself from the dangers,
of all the weird space strangers.

At first light he took off in his ship,
with a really big bag of chips!

He shot up through the atmosphere,
soon Earth was just a tiny sphere.
Suddenly he got sucked into a hole,
it was as cold as the North Pole.
Now what will | do with my cat Ger?

He came back from space as a baby panda bear!

EMILY COBBE




The Day I Got Stuck at ......HOME!

Oh No! I’'m stuck at home!
What ever will I do!?

Will | paint?

Will | play?

This could go on for quite a while
I’ve got some days to fill
| won’t hurry

| won’t rush

Wait wait wait | think | might get hungry!

OH! | really hope that mum’s been shopping!
Maybe she’s bought my favourite cake topping!
Oh no! | start yawning.

Fine! I’'m not getting up in the morning!

By Isabelle Cobbe

Ms Ryan’s 1st Class



