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When your words bubble and pop,
When your words collide,

When your words are true,

When your words are kind;

When your words paint,

When your words fly,

When your words make your mind soar
And your heart cry.

When your words challenge,
When your words count,
When your words fill up

An emotional drought.

When your words bring a truth
And every bell rings,
Your words become poetry
And then -

your

words

sing.
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A collection of poetry by Chevening CEP
When Words Sing

The Parable of the Mustard Seed

31He (Jesus) told them another parabled The ki ngdom oafmudtasdlaven i s
seed,which a man took and planted in his field.*2 Though it is the smallest of all seeds,
yet when it grows, it is the largest of garden plants and becomes a tree, so that the
birds come and perch in its branc

Matthew 13:31-32 (NIV)



Welcometo Chevenin§ Book of Poetry:
When Words Sing

We hope this book inspires you to read and werEativepoems.
We aim to describbow each sebf versecame aboutas well as
sharesome hints and tipsvhichwe havefound usefublong the way.

Thesepoems have been organisedarihemes and were all written
and illustrated by the current Class 5 of Chevening CEP §&028/24.

We would like to thank a number of insadional people who have helped
us to learn, enjoy andreate.Brian Bilston, Harry Bakdtucy FarfortAngela
McAllisterand CLPE are amazing wordsmith® name just a few

The Atlantic projecivebsitehas somepoignantimages from the pasand
present which sparked ideaandthe importantwork ofour friends at
Wheir Voic® 02 y likspirdassa ( 2
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the awesome celestial bodies in our solar system.

For the following poems,
we decided to collect as many facts as we could about a subject.

By Grace

Thenwe consideredhow the subjectits into our culure, history and traditions
We thought rhyme would make these poems a little more fun and light
hearted, so we collected rhyming words and near rhymes. Next we thought
about a cheekyteasing structure. Weosted out our ideasrom thosemost
obviouslyrelated tothe subjectto the most obscure. Then ordered theo

that it played out like a quiz. It can work for any subject.

Why not give it a go?
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On a journey for 27 days,
Watching us, sure to amaze,
In his place may be no air,
But enter it, if you dare,
Turning hands into paws,
Immediately, growing into claws,
Giving direction to the tides,
Waiting, for another ride,

Jumped over by a nursergw,
Watched by dishes, saying ciao,
Gliding around in huge, deep space,
Every night, changing his face,

AsArmstrong found there is no
breeze,

But neither is there any cheese,
Takes 3 days in a ship,
Make sure you wear, the right kit,
In the shape of a big balloon,
My mysterious Buddy is in fact
X¢KS
By Amelie

a22yHHH

. dzR FOBe miystedous poem

27 days a very londaze

Acow, jumping over saidhow
Lovely hands turning into furyaws
And fragile fingers int€ LAWX

Thecrescentshining its glow,
Howpleasant!

Silver wings on thisship,
Taking a hearstoppingtrip.

The eclipse ofung

Better come later, thasooner.
Zipped up in its cloudy skycoon
With only a few hauntingunesx

L aTXe Moo

By Blake




My Mysterious Friend Silver Crescent

The president of the raging tides, Orbiting Earth in 27 days,
Watching boats, taking a ride, Its shape changing in each phase.
Now my friend has a different side, The lonely ball floating in space,
One she likes to keep and hide. Is sometimes seen as a face.
Finallywithin the grasp of man, On my friend there is no air,

They know they can reach it, they know And every craters so bare.

they can,

Travelling through space, taking a ride,
Lu RzSayQu SOSYy KFOS F o0NRSIS%e L tAy3 or NI
And sadly no more holy cheese,
Its orbit really is legit On my friend there is no breeze,

Sailing on a staship, taking a trip, And sadly barely any cheesel

Is_pchéa 2dzau Ft2Fo0Ay3a | N‘Eed%slﬁerioﬁs}fumgir%,Snuré?e}'y Q&N’y saa 2%

. . It took a leap and then a bow.
Inspiring a very expensive race,

Over 27 long, hard days, In the night the werewolves claws,

It goes through many a changing phase, Scrape against rock, whilst it roars.

My dear friend is a silver crescent,
Jumped over by a nursery cow,

Only the dish and spoon know how. Wrapped in fol, like a present.

Like a shiny, silver spoon,

L K2LJ5 22dz RARyQh 7 Ay RSB AR Soyund qubwpygo soon,
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..THEMOON By Anna

By Ben C



My Mysterious Friend

Turning hands into paws,

You can hear the werewolves roar.

If you look at its crescent,

It looks like a wellwrappedpresent.

A nice nursery cow,

hy AGa ¢l & R2¢6y alAR WOI
It is made of cheese,

Fools may believe.

By Anna You might find out soon,
My Silver Friend My dear friend is in fact the...
Traveling in space for 27 days The Moon!!! By Jaikelos

In our universal maze.

Taking the tide for a little ride

Looking down with loads of pride.
A rocket going up like a harpoon

Over all the silverzgyptian tombs.
A pleasant surprise up in the sky

Wolves come out and start to cry.

s LT

A cow jumps over it singing a tune

Coming down again with a tremendous
boom.

') GKSNB e2dz g2y Qi ¥
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By Arthur

Maybe soon
L 2dzQff aSS Yé FTNASYRX (KS az22yo
By Arthur



Remembrance Poems

Remembrancé so poignant. When
studying war, the emotions stirred
can be hard to deal with. Poetry is
often used to express thoughts,
feeling and emotions about such
subjects. We have used 3 different
types of poems here to get across
some of our knowledge, ideas,
thoughts and emotions.

¢KS WiAG oF3 LRSY: WA
to stand for the predicament of the R
soldier. Each stanza starts with a
de<ription of the bag in a place.
Thelocatiors mrror the journeyof
the soldier. Contained within each
stanza (just like the kitbag) are a
collection ofobjects (set out in a list)
whichgive clues tavhat the soldier
has been throughThey all end with
'y SELINBaairzy 2F (-
feelings. '

By Amelie

We felt that rhyme would be too
difficult to use sensitively.

We also thought carefully about
K2¢g 6S o6 yiSR 2dzNJ
61AGolFaAQayv ald2Ne

By Murphy



The Sorrowful Kitbag

Shiny and new, in the corner of the
kitchen,
The green kitbag held:

A shiny rifle,
An unused pistol,
A slice of uneaten cake,

And a heart full of hope.

Tarn and ripped in the trenches,
The sorrowful kitbag held:

An inkless pen,
A kiss goodbye,
A whistle for the loss of life,

And a soul of sadness.

Bombed ad destroyed,
inNoYlyQa [ YyRZ
The lost kitbag hid:

A black and white photo,
An unfinished diary,
A pack of unopened cigarettes,
Buta spark of hope.
By Ethan

By Grace

The Muddy Kitbag

It was a crumbling kitbag

With bulky bumps at the spooky
entrance.

Feeling dark,

In the corner,

Left behind.

The rippedup kitbag was searching
for hope

Butwas stuck in the toxic battle
Wailing in the wind.

The muddy kitbag

Was sinking into the icy mud
With food that could have built
confidence, pride and joy.

But was never seen again.

By Hugo

10



THE KITBAG POEM

In a dusty little corner of the kitchen
Satthe beautiful brand new kitbag
Insideit lay,

Arifle, clean and clever,

Aleather canteen,

Abrand new book,
Arubbergasmask

And a heart full of hope.

In the dark dingytrain carriage
St a dirty kibag

Ready for whatever comes next.
It held a wrinkled diary,

Afluffy toy,

Ascribbled letter,

Amouldy apple

And a heatrt full of woe.

The dirty torn kitbag

Lying in the trenches
Contained a rusty canteen,
Alittle broach,

A cracked picture o loved one,
A half full box of bullets

And a dying spark.

The stained stitchedp kitbag
Layin the middle of neman@ land
Lost forever more.

With success and glory?

By James and Blake
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D-Day Landings

Continuing with the Remembrance
theme, we were stunned by
photographs of the D-Day
locations from the past and how
they contrasted with the present
day photographs taken in the
same location.

We wondered whether anyone
realises what had happened in
these areas around 80 years ago.

We decided to work on one
location in particular. We studied
the pictures of a beach in Saint-
Aubin-sur-Mer, France, code-
named Juno in June 1944,

This time we wanted to alternate
the stanzas. We wanted to
contrast happy tourists enjoying
the beach, with the stark reality of
crashed airplanes, destroyed
tanks and barbed wire.

We tried to personify the things
that were present in both images,
such as the sand, and the hotels
peering over the beach.

Do take a look at the amazing

photos on the Atlantcwe b si t e é

https://www.theatlantic.com/photo/
2014/06/scenes-from-d-day-then-
and-now/100752/

You can click on the pictures to
see them merge from the black
and white ones to the colour
photos across 80 years!

]

gy,

Yo R C@URAGA(,E
YOUR CHEER*’F @msss

Wr?@n

By Tamsin

By Herbie
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Today vs D -Day @ Juno Beach
The Clouds Waved Back

The helpless umbrella
Tossed and twisted through thear
And bounced, and pounced

Landing straight into the glimmering

sea
waving goodbye to its family.

Little did it know

80 Years ago

Of the cunning, disguised mines
Laying, waiting to pounce on an
unknown victim

Watching every move of the
frightened, frustated guards.

The colourful flags waved proudly
At the plain, white beach huts
Consuming the sunlight

Getting hotter and hotter

As the clouds waved back and
drifted along the bright blue sky.

Little did they know

80 Years ago

Of the frightened houses
Thatwanted to hibernate
And crumpled into a little ball

On this beach, where spirits from
the past become the future.

By Klarissa

By Theia

The French Beach

They can see the swirling, ssind
Just slithering ath twirling
On the wet, coldeach.

The sea is shifting
And splashing
And crashingon the nice, soft sand.

But little did they know
About the Mustang plane
. dzZNA SR yn
Or the lone guard,
With a deadly rifle of war in his
hands.

By Murphy

13

&SI NRa

- 32



80 Years Ago

The glimmering soft sand

And the blue calm sea

Were washing the clear beach
On which the sun shone brightly.

But 80 years ago

The soulless sand

Was watching the broken plane
While the armed guard walked the
beach.

The busyshops

Were filled with the living people
And outside

The seagulls were stealing food.

But 80 years ago

The wrecked, breaking buildings
Were waiting silently

For the terrible war to come to an
end.

By William

By Hugo

The Mustang was Buried There Too

The beach has soft sand and mpre
Like flags that cheer and clap

For what would come from the
distance

Whilst the bin sat, still and silent, on
the smooth sand.

The beach has sharp sand and more
Like flags warning of danger

That would come

As 80 years ago, the plane crashed,
where the bin now stands

The beach huts want to be front
row

In the yellow, shiny sun

Staring at the sedlue sky.

The guards hoped not to be in the
front

Where the dark misry lay

Staring at the deathly sky

80 years ago.

Parents being buried under the sand
By giggling children

Little did they know, 80 years ago
The P51 was buried there too.

By Herbie and Jessica

14



Relaxing Hotels Stand Tall

Relxing hotels stand tall, as they
watch the sea.

Swimmers swim out to the ocean
amongst beautiful fish.

Children collect shells and bury their
parents in the sand.

And colourful flags move swiftly,
while children scream for ieeream.

But little did they kiow,

80 years ago,

Roofless houses were bombed,
while trying to hide in the fog.
An armed guard,

Was avoiding menacing mines,
While a crushed tank lay in the
shadows.

Many years later,

Happy people lay on beach towels,
sunbathing.

Divers leap into thevater, off the
pier.

Kayaks row out onto the calm
waters.

But all those years ago,

The black sea washed in murdered
people.

A Mustang P51 buried itself in the
soulless sand.

Bloodthirsty barbed wire perched
on the wall.

And a wooden boat destroyatbelf
in this burning hell.

Butnow relaxing hotels stand tall,
as they watch the sea. By Ben F

By Klarissa

By Herbie

15



Echoes from thepast

The excited swimmers
Splashed cheekily

At their sleepy parents
Who were reading happily.

Little did they know,

The raging sea held an underwater

battle
Which the exhausted Mustang
feared the most

The clear sea
Was clinging to the soft sand
Invadingall the space.

But 80 Years ago

The sand was worried

About the explosions booming at
every moment.

The grey seagulls
Were nipping all the fish and chips
Making the children hungry.

But little did they know

That precious food was rationed
Due to the bombs

There was always hunger.

Echoes from the past
come into the present.

By Grace

Ny
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By Arthur

By Tamsin
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The Chain

Finally we thought about the way that one event in history is often the spark
F2NI Fy20KSNW®» {2 S RSOARSR G2 YIS W/ i
in each line becomes the focus of the next line.

By Charlie

~ 7
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Why not have a go at making one of your obpalow?
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| Am the Peace Waiting to beddrd

| am the bomb falling out of the sky

| am the skychoking and spluttering in smoke

| am the smoke, seeping out in the devastation

| am the devastation caused by war

| am the war, bringing bullets and guns

| am the guns laying wasted in the mud

| am the mud capturing boots in every step

| am the steps, slaly falling to the ground

| am the ground full of rubble and broken buildings
| am the buildings suffering the sirens

L Y GKS aAANByaxz aONBlFIYAYy3a Wy2 LISIOSQ

| am the peace waiting to be heard.
By Lily
Lest We Forget

| am the soldier waitingp fight on the battlefield

| am the battlefield full of gas and bombs

| am the bombs that kill the bodies

L Y GKS RSIR 02R& 0KIFG RARYQU &dzZNIBIA O
| am the survivor, patiently waiting to go home

| am thehome of the fighter, better than the trench

| am the trench, stained with blood shed

| am the bloodshed drenching a6l y Q& f I YR

lamneY  yQa fFyRX 3INRgAYI 6AOK LIRLILIASE

| am the poppy that brings peace

We are the peacemakers who defeat the war.

By Poppy

18
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We were studying Ancient Egypt around the time that Artificial Intelligence was
hitting the headlines. So, we shared our knowledge with each other and then
wondered how creative Al could be.

We set it off to create a poem about Ancient Egypt.

It was surpisingly good at picking up facts and rhyming!

However, we had to correct some aspects, remove some repetition that we
RARY QU T S-&der agpdigind fiRe tunblBbit more.

After that, we found we had a good working poem and decided to put our
efforts into learning it by heart and performing it to others.

What is your favourite poem to hear or perform?

Do you think Al will be a hindrance to creativity or a tool to assist?

By Poppy

19



The Land of Might

Verse 1: Ancient Egypt was a land of might,
Where pyramids rose up, to amazing heights
A civilization that was full of wonder,

But sadly the tombs were often plundered.

Chorus: Ancient Egypt, oh how grand,
A land that we all want to understand,
A culture full of mystery and awe,

A history that we can't ignore.

Verse 2: Pharaohs were kings in this desert land,
Their rule was firm, they held command,

‘With tombs full of gold and priceless treasure,
And a legacy that will be there forever.

Verse 3: The River Nile - a source of life,

With essential water, to help them thrive.
Farming and irrigation were certainly key,
The Nile Delta was where they would be.

Verse 4: Hieroglyphics were the way they wrote,
With symbols and pictures hard to decode.
Mysteries on tombs and temples were inscrﬁbed,
'til the Rosetta Stone opened our eyes.

Verse 5: Mummies of course, were a strange sight to see,
With organs placed in jars, so carefully,

Wrapped in bandages, in sarcophagus they'd lay,

For eternity, in tombs they would stay.

Verse b: Egyptian gods were worshipped and revered,
With temples built in honour, they were feared,
Anubis, Horus, Isis... being just three

Sacrifices to gods, you would often see.

Verse 7: Egyptian art was filled with colour,
Masks and artefacts, like no other.

So much discovered under blistering sand,
A testament to this ancient land.

Verse 8: The Pyramids of Giza stand ever so tall,
A marvel of engineering, they never fall,

Built as tombs for Pharaohs and queens,
Securely holding their afterlife dreams.

Chorus: Ancient Egypt, oh how grand,
A land that we now understand,

A culture full of mystery and awe,

A history that you mustn‘t ignore.

By James
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By Etton

By Ethan
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The Moon Part Two

My Night-Time Friend!

Whilst floating slowly in space,
Ourfriend leaves no visible trace.
Watching over a marble of blegreen,
The best thing that could ever be seen.
Flying in space, gently flowing,
Showing how wonderful it isglowing.
People transforming into creatures,
Adding furry woHlike features.

It sure has much history,

And still so much mystery.

Guiding the ships sailing at sea,

It shines and smiles over me.

Proudly standing in our sky,

2 gAy3 SIFOK yAIKGEZT WI22R08SQ0d
A cauldron of amber is a special sight,
See this thing in the starry night.
Armstrongdiscovered there is no air,
Our planet Earth is its pair.

Our orbiting partner and natural satellite,

Seas of holes that are plairdgwhite.
You will see my friend at nigliime soon,
ae YARYAIKI FNASYR A& Ay Tl OdX

By Poppy
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Hidden Satellite

Orbiting our Earth in 27 days,

This is such a fascinating phase.

It is shaped just I a beautiful crescent,

Wrapped in silver, just like a present.

It makes werewolves shout and howl,

Making the sound terrible and fowl.

The Earth has never seen its darker side,

Gal RS 2F OKSSasSzé¢ az2ys
This ball of wonder floating in space,

Isliving in that magical place.

| guess you found out way too soon,

CKFEG 9FNIKQa yIFGdzNIT £ &l
The Moon! By Lily
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By Tamsin
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The Shape Shifter

Circling the Earth in its Orbit,

Sometimes vanishing is its forfeit

Ice lay on its darker side,

From the Earth it chooses to hide.

Rely on it while sailing your ship,

2 KSy &SIk Qa NRdAAKI e2dz {y28 oK2 aLRAfi
Werewolves with vicious bites,

Howl at this (balloon) every night.

Tonight the shapshifter is a crescent,

al {TAy3a LIS2LX S a2z ft22yeées (KS& OFyQl TA
Have you found out my fascinating friend?

Well, it is actually the Moon, and this is the end.

By Klarissa

T Foren 1% Agk 6 ) “7“"-“5_:'”534.&

AT et g R

1457 0eko L&_Fgén“d th_n)‘a : : o
okl b be loondeh b | [Lad pi 2

24



Picture Books as Inspiration

CLPE love reading as much as we do and they suggest some great books to

learn from.Picture books can be great sources of inspiratioften with

flowing text and amazing illustrations.

2S f20SR (UKS NKe@YS | yR LA OlbyzNdgela Ay W[ ¢
McAllister It ispracticallya mysterious poern itself. For our poems,av

decided tojustfocus on the first couple of pages and use our descriptive skills

to try to set the scene of a busy circus. Sometimes it can be interesting to give a
slightly sinister twist to an ordimg scene(Angeladoes thign her storytoo.)

So watchout forwords specially chosen our circus poemso give the
familiar,l f AG0G0f S WSR3ISQO®

We usedhe inspiringopook-WL Yy h dzNJ | | y R &for albsérts pfdzO& CI N
creativewhole-school workThere is so much you can draw franHowever,

for the ollowing poemswe kept itsimple. We just used determiners to explore
responsibility. In these days of climate change and other world prolbVeens

wondered about whether problems at8ursQYour<br their2o deal with.

[ dzOe Qa 0221 KSE{LISR dza G2 G kKjusfasinl 02 dzi f
our school visiomreflected in the parable of the Mustard Se®¥de decided that

we all need to be courageous advocates for goadt like our friends at the

chah 1@ WEeKSANI +2A0SQF KSfLIAYy3a GK2aS NB3

By Tamisn

25



