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SPRING

The trees started to come alive,
Small young bees left their hive.
Tender young buds began to appear,
Finally Spring wos drawing near.

The colour came back to the children’s faces;
Father was starting to take them places.
People’s hearts were filled with cheer,
Finally Spring was drawing near.

The birds came back to their favourite tree,
Small green shoots appeared on the lea.
Soon small lambs would be playing here,
Finally Spring was drawing near,

Cheryl Pattle.

SLEEP

So deep is my sleep, in far away dreams.
Dreams that come and go within the night,

The darkness of night covers the world.

It's not only | that sleeps in far away dreams.

The starlight is lonely and blird in the midst of the

night.

But sleep brings peace with closing eyes.
You shiver. The echoes of the night sound.
But all is gone. Sleep shuts out the darkness of

the night.
Marie Krawac.

OUR PLACE

Yellow, it is drab,

Weeds grow round and grab
At one’s ankles as they go.
Slash, slash we try to mow.

Squelsh, squelsh mud in your shoes,

Greasy, slimey stuff . . . ooze.
Broken windows, cracked walls,
My Pop's coming — splash — he falls.

The lawn’s been mowed,

A change ot last — and the road,
The cracked windows arent no more
— Nor the hole in the front room floor.

| suspected some foul play

And wondered about it all day
Then when the buyer came to see,
| was forlorn — poor me.

The house is going, going, gone,
The new owner's name is Lon,
Here | am, all alone

Homeless in the slums — groan.

I'll sleep in the park | said with glee
There they don‘t charge a fee,

But | was kicked out into a lane,

Fll just wander down the road again.

Bobert Bottle.

Yo

TODAY

Much is cardboard.
Shows on the surface,
But behind . . . nothing!
Tinsel wrapping and glittering
Paper. Looks nice.
But cut it, and it falls
Apart.
Signs flash, screens shout
“Buyl” Impressive. Modern.
But they only want your money.
Damn vyou, Jack!
It's shallow. Futile, extravagant,
While others die in pain and
Squaler.

Geoffrey Hannon.

POOR ALLEY CAT

Poor old, hungry cat.
He slinks down the alley
Locking for food,

With fear

The dogs will appear.

Poor old, alley cat.

He has no home

His dinner comes from rubbish bins
Scraps and bits from discarded tins
Unless

Some kind person has a heart

And takes him in.

Poor old, scrawny cat

With his bones showing through.
Tired, for want of rest

For want of a better place to sleep
Instead of a rubbish heap.

He wants.

A bed of straw.

Poor old, squalid cat

He'd love a home

Someone to care for him

A fire to sit by

On a cold, rainy night
Food from kind gentle hands
And a nice warm bed.

Elizabeth Thomson.
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