Happiness is a Butterfly
Happiness is a beautiful butterfly.

Its elegant wings flutter 
With freedom and delight.

It lives in a tropical rainforest, 
Dampened by  rain showers.
But by folding its delicate wings
 It can be protected and rise again.

It can change from a dull chrysalis,

Into a creation of beauty.

If you hold it too close - then you’ll crush it,
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If not close enough - it will fly away!
By Savannah Davies
My Crazy Shopping Trolley Family

My Dad is the metal bars keeping us safe as can be.

My Mum is the nougat sweet and soft.

My Sister is the brakes stopping everyone from going too fast.

My Brother is the wheels, always whizzing about.

And me? Well I’m the handles holding on tight to my crazy shopping trolley family. 

By Georgia Stopford
of my Family
My family is a weather system, 

constantly changing across countries and oceans. 

We are all very different in every possible way.

I am fog, hiding away from all the arguments.

I am secretive and mysterious,

 But I never know what decisions to make.

My mum is a golden ray of sunshine beaming over me, 

Guiding my path like a torch.

 She is bright and beautiful and makes me happy when I feel down.

My sister is a snowflake, delicate and playful.

 Sometimes she is graceful but other times she can thunder down in a blizzard and harm you.

My cousin is a crazy swirling whirling hurricane.

 She is out of control and always destroying everything in her path, making my family sigh.

My dad is torrential rain.

 He is sometimes jolly and pleasant to be with, but also has a temper that makes him fall hard. 
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By Bea Hopkins

My Family is a Book

My family is a fascinating book,

The whole story connected, though each page different,

Like our family, individual however all linked.

My hassling brother is the angry words, often shouting with frustration.

Dad is the story always keeping half the vital tale, to be revealed when it is too late.

Mummy is the strong binding holding us together; we would be nothing without her.

And I am the finishing full stop, putting an end to unnecessary quarrels.

By Tilly Roberts

My Family is a Christmas Cracker

My family is a Christmas cracker.

My daddy is the purple tissue crown, in charge like the king.

My mummy is the soul, which holds everything together but when nagged at, SNAP, the cracker splits in two!

My sister is the hilarious joke, who makes people laugh and cry with happiness but sometimes her words can misfire and hurt people!

And finally, I am the secret surprise inside and I create happiness!!
By Sophie Hicks





My Family
My family is a well kept garden, each member with their own personality.

My mother is a cheerful sunflower, always looking on the bright side with her remarkable fragrance.

My father is a tranquil pond, taking everything in until the wind picks up when he becomes angry.

My brother is a large bouncy ball, full of vigour and energy.

My sister is a holly bush; she has bright red sweet berries but is often prickly.

I am a willow tree dancing in the wind with joy. However if I panic I wilt.

My cat is the blossom causing hay fever while cuddling up to me.

My dog is a busy bumble bee always lively and doesn’t like to be without blossom.

Our family needs each other in order to live a happy life.

By Josie Braithwaite

My Family’s Feelings are at War

My family’s feelings are an army, a troop in a war

We always smile and get along

But sometimes our feelings fight on a battle field

We show our pain with facial expressions instead of physical wounds

Anna is the steel sword

Causing wounds that annoy the lord

She sticks her sharp tongue in

And develops more and more chaos

Dad is the army cook

His soul uses wisdom from his recipe book

He smiles and tells us jokes

Keeping our hopes high

Paddy is the war cry

That brings a tear to your eye

He barks and whines

Until he’s shut up in a trench

Mum is the aeroplane

Leading as she flies her Hawker Hurricane

She barks orders when we’ve done wrong

And gives us a medal when we’ve done right

Laura is the blood

Running fast and sometimes causing a flood

She likes to be kind and positive

But sometimes her feelings are mean

And I am the steel, silver armoured tank

Releasing all my warmth and happiness from my bank

Keeping everyone safe and sound

Far from death

By Helen Sheffield
My Glistening Mind

My mind is a treasure chest.

The skull is the protective case, 

Impossible to open without damaging.

The information is the radiant jewels,

Bright and glistening…..priceless

My imagination is the brooches and necklaces,

Glinting and gleaming, flashing and flickering in the night.

My bad memories are the chips, 

Which haunt and damage the jewels.

The key to the chest is lost forever,

It is the bad memoir that I rejected from my head long ago. 

By Alice Slade
The Rope of Friendship
Friendship is a rope, tying people together.

When it spits, it can be mended by a knot.

But if the knot is not properly tied, it shall fray

And slowly unravel until there’s nothing left,

But a string of remembrance.

You can lengthen your rope.

If you find another rope, keep it safe

And gently tie the two together.

More pieces of thread shall tie themselves to the rope

Until you have a rope that shall never split.


I have one of these ropes,

And the person who holds the end is Deniz Karaman

By Alex Barnfield

Weather is Moody!
When times are good, it shines down on the glamorous world, shining by the light of the Sun.

When upset, a rainstorm shows disappointment by pouring sorrow and desolation on unfortunate citizens.

When angry, he lashes out with a hurricane and destroys another stunning island.

When unsure, he hides in fog waiting for conditions to change.

Weather can change your life, ruining or enhancing It, but don’t get angry, you’ll only make your life worse.

By Rosie Dunbar







My Family is a Unique Pencil Case








My sister is a pencil sharpener who is never blunt and makes things clear, but inside there is a hidden blade of stroppiness.





My brother is a neon highlighter who brightens things up and makes them obvious.





Daddy is a trendy fountain pen who delivers his message but sometimes makes the odd splodge.





I am a new funky rubber always fixing things and making them better.





Finally, Mummy is the everlasting case holding us together.











By Esmee Hislop 6S








