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A collection of poetry by Chevening CEP 

When Words Sing  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Parable of the Mustard Seed  

31 He (Jesus) told them another parable: òThe kingdom of heaven is like a mustard 

seed, which a man took and planted in his field. 32 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 branches.ó 

Matthew 13:31-32 (NIV)  

  



4 
 

 

Welcome to CheveningΩǎ Book of Poetry:  

When Words Sing  

 

We hope this book inspires you to read and write creative poems.  

We aim to describe how each set of verse came about; as well as  

share some hints and tips, which we have found useful along the way.  

These poems have been organised into themes; and were all written  

and illustrated by the current Class 5 of Chevening CEP School ς 2023/24.    

We would like to thank a number of inspirational people who have helped  

us to learn, enjoy and create. Brian Bilston, Harry Baker, Lucy Farfort, Angela 

McAllister and CLPE are amazing wordsmiths - to name just a few.  

The Atlantic project website has some poignant images from the past and 

present, which sparked ideas; and the important work of our friends at  

ΨTheir VoiceΩ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜǎ ǘƻ inspire us. 

Themes: 

The Mysteries in Space p5 ς p8  

Remembrance Poems: p9 

                                          Kitbag p10 ς p11,  

                                          D-Day  p12 ς p16,  

                                          Chain p17 ς p18. 

Egypt p19 ς p21 

Space Returns p22 ς p24  

CLPE Picture Books p25 ς p29  

World Refugee Day p30 ς p33 

Brahman Spark of Life p33 ς p39 

Performance! P40 ς p43 

Holy Week p44 ς p48     

Numeracy Rap p49 ς p51  

 

{ƻΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ flyΧ 
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¢ƻ .ƻƭŘƭȅ DƻΧ 

²ƘƛƭŜ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘǳŘȅƛƴƎ ǎǇŀŎŜΣ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ ōŜ ŦŀǎŎƛƴŀǘŜŘ ōȅ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ 

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 

Then we considered how the subject fits into our culture, 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 cheeky, teasing structure. We sorted out our ideas, from those most 

obviously related to the subject, to the most obscure. Then ordered them so 

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

Why not give it a go? 
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aȅ aȅǎǘŜǊƛƻǳǎ .ǳŘŘȅ ƛǎΧ 

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 nursery cow, 

Watched by dishes, saying ciao, 

Gliding around in huge, deep space, 

Every night, changing his face, 

As Armstrong 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  

                    Χ¢ƘŜ aƻƻƴΗΗΗ 

                                         By Amelie

  

 

 

 

 

One mysterious poem 

27 days, a very long faze 

A cow, jumping over said chow 

Lovely hands turning into fury paws  

And fragile fingers into CLAWSΧ 

The crescent shining its glow,  

How pleasant! 

Silver wings on this ship,  

Taking a heart-stopping trip . 

The eclipse of Luna,  

Better come later, than sooner. 

Zipped up in its cloudy sky cocoon,  

With only a few haunting tunesΧ 

LǎΧ The Moon! 

                             By Blake 

 

 
                                                               By Lily 

 

 

 

 



7 
 

My Mysterious Friend   

The president of the raging tides, 

Watching boats, taking a ride, 

Now my friend has a different side, 

One she likes to keep and hide. 

Finally within the grasp of man, 

They know they can reach it, they know 

they can, 

Lǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ōǊŜŜȊŜΣ 

And sadly no more holy cheese, 

Its orbit really is legit, 

Sailing on a star-ship, taking a trip, 

LǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƭƻŀǘƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎ ƻŦ 

space, 

Inspiring a very expensive race, 

Over 27 long, hard days, 

It goes through many a changing phase, 

Jumped over by a nursery cow, 

Only the dish and spoon know how. 

Like a shiny, silver spoon, 

L ƘƻǇŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻƻ ǎƻƻƴΣ 

¢Ƙŀǘ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƛǎΧ 

...THE MOON         

                                        By Ben C 

 

 

 

 

 

Silver Crescent 

Orbiting Earth in 27 days, 

Its shape changing in each phase. 

The lonely ball floating in space, 

Is sometimes seen as a face. 

On my friend there is no air, 

And every crater is so bare. 

Travelling through space, taking a ride, 

Lǘǎ ƎǊŀǾƛǘȅ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ ǿŜǘ ǘƛŘŜΦ 

 

On my friend there is no breeze, 

And sadly barely any cheese! 

The mysterious jumping, nursery cow, 

It took a leap and then a bow. 

In the night the werewolves claws, 

Scrape against rock, whilst it roars. 

My dear friend is a silver crescent, 

Wrapped in foil, like a present. 

 

I guess you have found out way too soon, 

9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǳǊ ƛǎ ƛƴ ŦŀŎǘΧ ǘƘŜ aƻƻƴΗ 

                                                 By Anna 
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                                                       By Anna 

My Silver Friend 

Traveling in space for 27 days 

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 silver, Egyptian tombs. 

A pleasant surprise up in the sky 

Wolves come out and start to cry. 

 A cow jumps over it singing a tune 

Coming down again with a tremendous 

boom. 

¦Ǉ ǘƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ŀƴȅ ŎƘŜŜǎŜ 

¦Ǉ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŀ ōǊŜŜȊŜΦ  

Maybe soon 

¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΧ ǘƘŜ aƻƻƴΦ  

          By Arthur 

  

 

 

My Mysterious Friend 

Turning hands into paws, 

You can hear the werewolves roar. 

If you look at its crescent, 

It looks like a well-wrapped present. 

A nice nursery cow,  

hƴ ƛǘǎ ǿŀȅ Řƻǿƴ ǎŀƛŘ ΨŎƘƻǿΩΦ  

It is made of cheese,  

Fools may believe. 

You might find out soon,  

My dear friend is in fact the... 

The Moon!!!                         By Jaike-Jos 

 

 
                                                         By Arthur 
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Remembrance Poems 

Remembrance is 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.  

¢ƘŜ Ψƪƛǘ ōŀƎ ǇƻŜƳǎΩ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘōŀƎ 

to stand for the predicament of the 

soldier. Each stanza starts with a 

description of the bag in a place. 

The locations mirror the journey of 

the soldier. Contained within each 

stanza (just like the kitbag) are a 

collection of objects (set out in a list) 

which give clues to what the soldier 

has been through. They all end with 

ŀƴ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊΩǎ 

feelings.  

We felt that rhyme would be too 

difficult to use sensitively.  

We also thought carefully about 

Ƙƻǿ ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǊ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊΩǎ 

όƪƛǘōŀƎΩǎύ ǎǘƻǊȅ ǘƻ ŜƴŘΦ    

  

 

                                                         By Amelie 

 

                                                     By Murphy 
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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.  

 

Torn 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 and destroyed,  

in No-ƳŀƴΩǎ [ŀƴŘΣ  

The lost kitbag hid: 

A black and white photo, 

An unfinished diary, 

A pack of unopened cigarettes,  

But a spark of hope. 

                                        By Ethan  

 

 

 

 

 

The Muddy Kitbag 

It was a crumbling kitbag 

With bulky bumps at the spooky 

entrance. 

Feeling dark, 

In the corner, 

Left behind. 

The ripped-up kitbag was searching 

for hope 

But was 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 
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THE KITBAG POEM 

In a dusty little corner of the kitchen  

Sat the beautiful, brand new, kitbag. 

Inside it lay,  

A rifle, clean and clever,  

A leather canteen,  

A brand new book,  

A rubber gasmask  

And a heart full of hope.  

In the dark, dingy train carriage  

Sat a dirty kitbag  

Ready for whatever comes next.  

It held a wrinkled diary,  

A fluffy toy,  

A scribbled letter,  

A mouldy apple  

And a heart full of woe. 

The dirty, torn kitbag  

Lying in the trenches  

Contained a rusty canteen,  

A little broach,  

A cracked picture of a loved one,  

A half full box of bullets  

And a dying spark.  

The stained stitched-up kitbag  

Lay in the middle of no-manΩs land  

Lost forever more. 

With success and glory? 

                     By James and Blake 

 

 

                                                                  By Theia 

 

                                                           By Hugo 
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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 Atlantic websiteé 

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!  

 

                                     By Tamsin 

 

 

                                       By Herbie  

https://www.theatlantic.com/photo/2014/06/scenes-from-d-day-then-and-now/100752/
https://www.theatlantic.com/photo/2014/06/scenes-from-d-day-then-and-now/100752/
https://www.theatlantic.com/photo/2014/06/scenes-from-d-day-then-and-now/100752/
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Today vs D -Day @ Juno Beach  

The Clouds Waved Back 

The helpless umbrella 

Tossed and twisted through the air 

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, frustrated 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 

That wanted 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, soft sand 

Just slithering and twirling 

On the wet, cold beach. 

The sea is shifting 

And splashing 

And crashing, on the nice, soft sand. 

But little did they know  

About the Mustang plane 

.ǳǊƛŜŘ ул ȅŜŀǊΩǎ ŀƎƻ 

Or the lone guard,  

With a deadly rifle of war in his 

hands.  

By Murphy 
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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 busy shops 

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 more; 

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 sea-blue sky. 

The guards hoped not to be in the 

front 

Where the dark misery 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 
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Relaxing Hotels Stand Tall 

Relaxing 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 ice-cream. 

But little did they know, 

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 the water, 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.  

Blood-thirsty barbed wire perched 

on the wall. 

And a wooden boat destroyed itself 

in this burning hell.  

But now relaxing hotels stand tall, 

as they watch the sea.      By Ben F 

 

                                                            By Klarissa 

 

 

                                               By Herbie 
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Echoes from the past 

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 

Invading all 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 

 

                                                       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 

ŦƻǊ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΦ {ƻ ǿŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ Ψ/Ƙŀƛƴ tƻŜƳǎΩΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƻǳƴ 

in each line becomes the focus of the next line.  

 

                                                                                                                                          By Charlie 

LǘΩǎ ŀ ǎƛƳǇƭŜ ŦƻǊƳǳƭŀ ǘƘŀǘ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ǾŜǊȅ ŜŦŦŜŎǘƛǾŜΦ  

Why not have a go at making one of your own below?  
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I Am the Peace Waiting to be Heard  

I am the bomb falling out of the sky 

I am the sky, choking and spluttering in smoke 

I am the smoke, seeping out in the devastation 

I am the devastation caused by war 

I am the war, bringing bullets and guns 

I am the guns laying wasted in the mud 

I am the mud capturing boots in every step 

I am the steps, slowly falling to the ground 

I am the ground full of rubble and broken buildings 

I am the buildings suffering the sirens 

L ŀƳ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǊŜƴǎΣ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ Ψƴƻ ǇŜŀŎŜΩ 

I am the peace waiting to be heard.  

                                                                  By Lily 

Lest We Forget 

I am the soldier waiting to fight on the battlefield  

I am the battlefield full of gas and bombs 

I am the bombs that kill the bodies 

L ŀƳ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ōƻŘȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜ  

I am the survivor, patiently waiting to go home  

I am the home of the fighter, better than the trench 

I am the trench, stained with blood shed 

I am the bloodshed drenching no-ƳŀƴΩǎ ƭŀƴŘ 

I am no-ƳŀƴΩǎ ƭŀƴŘΣ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǇƻǇǇƛŜǎ  

I am the poppy that brings peace 

We are the peacemakers who defeat the war.  

                                                                   By Poppy 
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¢ƘŜ Ψ!LΩ ƛƴ !ƴŎƛŜƴǘ 9ƎȅǇǘΥ 

{ƻΣ ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƻƴŜ ǘƻ ŘŜōŀǘŜΗ 

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 AI could be.  

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

It was surprisingly good at picking up facts and rhyming!  

However, we had to correct some aspects, remove some repetition that we 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ǿƻǊƪŜŘΣ ǊŜ-order aspects, and fine tune a bit 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 AI will be a hindrance to creativity or a tool to assist?   

 

                                                                                                                                                   By Poppy  
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The Land of Might 

 

    

 

                                                                                                                                             By James 
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                                                                                                                                                   By Ethan 
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The Moon Part Two: 

My Night-Time Friend! 

Whilst floating slowly in space, 

Our friend leaves no visible trace. 

Watching over a marble of blue-green, 

The best thing that could ever be seen. 

Flying in space, gently flowing, 

Showing how wonderful it is - glowing. 

People transforming into creatures, 

Adding furry wolf-like 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, 

²ŀǾƛƴƎ ŜŀŎƘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ΨƎƻƻŘōȅŜΩΦ 

A cauldron of amber is a special sight, 

See this thing in the starry night. 

Armstrong discovered there is no air, 

Our planet Earth is its pair. 

Our orbiting partner and natural satellite, 

Seas of holes that are plainly so white. 

You will see my friend at night-time soon, 

aȅ ƳƛŘƴƛƎƘǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƛǎ ƛƴ ŦŀŎǘΧ                  ¢ƘŜ aƻƻƴΗΗΗ   

                                                                                                                                              By Poppy  
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Hidden Satellite 

Orbiting our Earth in 27 days, 

This is such a fascinating phase. 

It is shaped just like 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, 

άaŀŘŜ ƻŦ ŎƘŜŜǎŜΣέ ǎƻƳŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƭƛŜŘΦ 

This ball of wonder floating in space, 

Is living in that magical place. 

 

I guess you found out way too soon, 

¢Ƙŀǘ 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ ƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ǎŀǘŜƭƭƛǘŜ ƛǎ ƛƴ ŦŀŎǘ Φ Φ Φ 

The Moon!                                     By Lily 

 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, 

²ƘŜƴ ǎŜŀΩǎ ǊƻǳƎƘΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƻ ǎǇƻƛƭǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛǇΦ 

Werewolves with vicious bites, 

Howl at this (balloon) every night. 

Tonight the shape-shifter is a crescent, 

aŀƪƛƴƎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǎƻ ƭƻƻƴȅΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ŀ ǎŜƴǘŜƴŎŜΗ 

Have you found out my fascinating friend? 

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

                                                                     By Klarissa 

 

 
                                                                                                                 By Ben C 
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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 inspiration ς often with 

flowing text and amazing illustrations. 

²Ŝ ƭƻǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƘȅƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜǎ ƛƴ Ψ[Ŝƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ tƭŀŎŜ .ŜǘǿŜŜƴΩ by Angela 

McAllister. It is practically a mysterious poem in itself. For our poems, we 

decided to just focus 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 ordinary scene. (Angela does this in her story too.) 

So watch out for words specially chosen in our circus poems, to give the 

familiar, ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ΨŜŘƎŜΩΦ 

 

We used the inspiring book - ΨLƴ hǳǊ IŀƴŘǎΩ ōȅ [ǳŎȅ CŀǊŦƻǊǘ - for all sorts of 

creative whole-school work. There is so much you can draw from it. However, 

for the following poems, we kept it simple. We just used determiners to explore 

responsibility. In these days of climate change and other world problems, we 

wondered about whether problems are: ΨoursΩ, ΨyoursΩ or ΨtheirsΩ to deal with. 

[ǳŎȅΩǎ ōƻƻƪ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ǳǎ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƻǿ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŀŎǘƛƻƴǎ Ŏŀƴ ƎǊƻǿ ς just as in 

our school vision, reflected in the parable of the Mustard Seed. We decided that 

we all need to be courageous advocates for good ς just like our friends at the 

charƛǘȅ Ψ¢ƘŜƛǊ ±ƻƛŎŜΩΣ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǊŜǎŎǳŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƳƻŘŜǊƴ ǎƭŀǾŜǊȅΦ  

 

 

                                                                                                                                                 By Tamisn 


