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What is the World

What is a river?

What is a volcano?

The World is a giant blue and green
Beach ball kicked into the sky.

It is a mound of seaweed and ink mashed together
And squashed into a black bag.

The world is a spill of green and blue paint
On a piece of dark, dark paper.

It is a round patch of grass
With bluebells blossoming on it.

The world is a fireman's hosepipe
Soaking a green carpet with blue.

A river is a piece of blue ribbon flowing across a green carpet.

It is a chocolate bar
Waiting to be opened
Never knowing what is inside.

A river is a murmur on the outside but a shout within.

It is a winding staircase
That twirls the world.

But a river can be a loathsome ice-cold knife, unwarming and sly.

A Volcano is a sleeping baby
Lying still, making no noise.
It is a smoking man
Breathing fumes over everything.
A Volcano is an angry snake
Hissing and spitting.
It is an octopus
Spreading out its boiling tentacles of death.
A Volcano is a dying man
Uttering his last gasp.

Lorne Magill and Jessica Wingrad 4H

Nell Maudslay and Sophie Wakeham 4H

Sebastian Troy 4H

Moving House

What is the Heron?

My room is empty as well as the floor.
Sadly and slowly I get nearer the door.
Dust and fluff travels round the house,
Everyone's going except the mouse!
We're all prepared and ready to go,
Everything's going with an easy flow.
The lorry is packed and slowly leaves,
Mummy and Daddy clutch the keys.

At last our new home is in sight,
And everyone watches with great excite.
We open the door and what do we see?
It's a new home again. Yippee!!

Harriette Blackstone 3F

The heron stands as a straw
In a glass of water.

Its beak is a needle
Pecking for fish
In a murky pond.

He is fond of the slippery salmon
Spiced with the tiniest pinch
Of seaweed.

His legs so thin,
Are scaffolding
Supporting his elegant frame.

His powerful wings,
Though feeble to the unwatchful eye
Are deadly engines in reality.

Edward Stapley and Giles Grainge 4H



Vinehall School

2002-20032002-2003

EnglishEnglish

Fables

The Peacock and the Skunk

The Fox, the Rabbit and the Hunter

There was once a a peacock, proud and beautiful. There was also a
skunk, smelly and helpless. The peacock teased the skunk, showing
off how attractive it was and telling the skunk how smelly it was. The
skunk knew that he was ugly so he tried hard to ignore the peacock.

Then one day the skunk did something that no other skunk would ever
do. He was taking a walk in the morning when he noticed the peacock.
But the peacock was splattered in mud and was squealing. The skunk
ran up to the peacock who was shouting,
'Help me! Help me!'
Thinking carefully the skunk decided that maybe if he rescued the
peacock then it might stop teasing him. So, using all the strength he
could, with the peacock hanging on behind him, the skunk managed to
heave the peacock out. The peacock was quite surprised and
exclaimed,
'Perhaps you aren't such a bad skunk after all!'

Moral:

One day rabbit was hungry. He hopped out of his hole in the field and
started chewing on the fresh grass.

Meanwhile back deep in his lair, fox lay feeding his cubs with the meat
of the rabbit. Fox had made the kill earlier that day. He was full but he
was very, very greedy.

Back outside the hole in the field, rabbit sat chewing his delicious
grass. Rabbit knew the sun was shining and the flowers were growing
but there was one thing he did not know that he was being stalked, not
by one thing but two!

Crouched low in camouflage armed with a 220 swift rifle high velocity
bullet, was a hunter. The hunter flicked the safety catch and adjusted
the scope.

At that moment fox started to creep silently through the foliage. He had
seen the rabbit but had not noticed the hunter. The fox was so greedy
that the thought that he would keep it all to himself and not share it with
his cubs.

The hunter lifted the butt to his shoulder. Then just out of nowhere the
hunter noticed the fox. He could see the fox was hunting the rabbit.
The hunter thought to himself , 'Why should fox kill this rabbit when he
already has food, that is so wasteful.' So hunter moved the barrel over
to the direction of the fox. He aimed for the head, shot, fight between
the eyes. The hunter squeezed the trigger. BANG! Fortunately for the
fox he had moved just before the bunter had shot. The bullet had
taken off his tail. Fox whined back to his hole. He had certainly learnt
his lesson.

Moral:

Don't judge people by their looks. It's what's inside that counts.
Sarah Williamson 4R

Hold on to what you have and don't be greedy

Calum Bowie 4H
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