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My very own tree
In a peaceful wood near other trees

With no sound but a calm squeak of a mouse

Small, so very young,

Maybe eleven years old, like me

Thin, straight branches at the top

Not at the bottom so hard to climb

Producing oxygen for animals and humans

If not for them we wouldn’t be alive

Silently moving side to side

Like a swaying swing left alone

The bark’s rough with angled pieces

One like looks like 

Two were touching branches

Like two touching hands

Happy where it is

So spindly like needle and thread

Branches like hands and fingers

Waving goodbye in the wood

Kirsty Barnes
My tree

My tree lives among others in a peaceful wood

Buried deep within the ground

My tree is antique,

Old and wise.

My tree is tall and thin,

Tall and proud but not alone
My tree loves its surroundings

Holds out its hand and holds on tight

My tree is a warrior with a heart of solid gold

So friendly, it wouldn’t hurt a fly

My tree is surrounding in love and happiness

Happy, just where it is.

Beth Memery

You can count on me !

I have a nahd that rests on the end of a branch

And I stand there holding my friend’s hand

Like a giant’s hand hovering overyou.

But this tree is not mean like a giant.

No ! I stand tall tall and proud !

And my bark is rough and tough

He stands there very brave and looks very strong

And to top it off he sits there happily

In the woods with his friends

Thinking I have a long time left to be

Happily standing with my friends,

Since I’m only 100 !
Joshua Batty
