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Flowers

We grow on trees
And clench for dear life

To the branches that surround us.

The lives sucked out by the bees,
Children pick at us like thieves

But we aren’t able to make a fuss.

We have no control over where we live,
Just planted for decoration,

But it’s time we make a change

And that change will happen soon.

We deserve lives,
We deserve a say
In what happens to us.

So let’s make a change,
Stand together
And be brave.

Lucy


















Sword

Typical!
Not that I wanted

To be buried with him...

You understand,
But I

Grew used to the
Dark and the rank

Sweat smell of him.

Then, there was
The stink as he
Decayed whilst I,
So much the
Stronger weapon,
Shouted my fury
Into his dead ears.

Now, you who grub
In the earth with
Inferior mettle,
Blind me with
Forgotten light.

Millennia ago

I shone, glinting

In the sun as his
Skilled hand swung,
Stabbed and slashed.
We were victorious!
I have no doubt that
Of him, songs were
Sung and tall tales
Told, yet what

Is my rewards?

To rust. Erode.
Fracture into
Fragments.
Forgotten.

Yvonne (teacher)






























