
 

 

What The Water Hears 

  
I know her better than anyone. 

Each morning, before the sun has woken, 
she dives into my open arms. 

 
The world above me is noisy - 

school rush, 
competing assignments, 

friendships choppy, 
questions about who she is becoming. 

 
But down here, 

I hear a different sound. 
The steady rhythm of kick, pull, breathe. 

Kick, pull, breathe. 
A symphony. 

 
Not played by violins or trumpets, 

But by determination. 
 

Some days the music sprints, 
bright and confident. 

Some days it stumbles, 
heavy with disappointment after a race. 

 
 

Still, she returns. 
Again. 

And again. 
 

She thinks she is chasing a clock, 
a medal, 

an elusive time. 
But I know the truth. 

 
With every lap, 

she is composing herself. 
Each stroke is a note. 

Each breath is a pause. 
Each turn a change in tempo. 

 
And although she cannot hear it yet, 

the symphony she is becoming 
grows stronger 

with every ripple she leaves behind. 
 

 

Lotus V – Year 7 



The Symphony of Life 

To create a symphony  
you need multiple roles. 

Kind of like society, 
Or like bees. 

 
Everyone has a role, 

So everything sounds pretty, 
In order, 

Like clockwork. 
 

But then there is that one instrument, 
That one person, 

That one bee, 
 

That can't hit the note, 
Can’t read the music, 

Can't find the right flower, 
 

This one instrument, 
This one person, 

This one bee, 
 

Makes the world become  
the opposite  

to a symphony. 
 

But  
 

What if the conductor lowered their baton just for a second, 
What if someone put their hand down for a second, 

What if one bee stopped flying in circles just for one second, 
 

And they thought about this, 
Considered this, 

And found something new? 
 

A new note, 
A new skill, 

In this one wrong thing. 
 

This wrong instrument, 
This wrong person, 

This wrong bee, 
Is given a chance, 

 
Giving the world a spin and a twist, 

Changing things up, 
A little out of the norm, 

 
Making this one instrument, 

This one person, 
This one bee, 

A special part of the symphony of life. 
By Macey O – Year 7 



 

 

 

The Greatest Story Ever Planned 
 

The velvet curtain slowly parts,  
A hundred breaths, a hundred hearts,  

A hush falls on the crowded hall, 
Awaiting the maestro's quiet call. 

 
The strings awaken, soft and low,  

Like wind across the melting snow,  
A steady pulse, an undertow,  

Where all the hidden currents flow. 
 

Then woodwinds breathe a gentle sigh,  
And brasses blare and clarinets cry,  
A clash of cymbals, grand and bold, 

A soaring tale of times of old. 
 

From timid hums to roaring swells,  
The music weaves its ancient spells.  

No single voice, no solo song,  
But all the notes where we belong. 

 
The tempo shifts, the rhythms race,  

As chaos finds its perfect place.  
A woven web of joy and pain,  

Like brilliant sun through falling rain. 
 

And in the final, breathless beat,  
The disparate melodies all meet, 

A lingering echo, pure and grand,  
The greatest story ever planned. 

 

By Sophia L – Year 7 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Nature’s Song 

 
The rushing of waves, 
The soft shift of sand, 

A cacophony of noises, 
They swirl, twirl, 

Shimmer and glimmer, 
Lilting and melodic, 

A sound like the wind,  
softly swaying a windchime, 

Nature’s song. 
 
 

Ripples of sunlight, 
Distorted yet delicate, 

Tiny creatures flicker and glint  
in the warmth of the sun, 

They duck and dart 
With bright zings of energy, 

and incredible grace, 
The soft swish of their bodies,  

echoing through the deep blue wonder. 
 
 
 

Clicks and whistles fill the impenetrable void, 
Songs sung by creatures, far, far away  

Leak the secrets of wisdom and beauty, 
Lingering like an aura 

far beyond our understanding, 
Every leap 
Every arch 

Every sleek blue-grey body  
swells from the depths and bursts through the horizon. 

 
 

The click clicks of mottled brown, razor-sharp legs  
enhance the melody  

of this natural beauty, 
Slimy tendrils whip out of thin air  

and snatch their pray,  
completely undetected,  
like a bolt of lightning, 
Providing the rhythm 

The beat 
Of Nature’s song. 

 

By Azalea H – Year 7 

 



 

A Symphony of Words 

Words are not words to me. 
They are something else entirely. 

Light bending in sound, 
Silver slipping in silence. 

They are 
beautiful 

alive 
electric. 

 
Something wakes up when I open my mouth or uncap my pen 

A Living Thing 
Swirling, S   W   I   R    L   I   N   G 

through the air 
like ink made of music,  

like starlight forgetting how to stay in the sky 
in crescendos of meaning, 

in harmonies no one taught me,  
but I still know.  

 
As they come into existence 

Words 
Words 

Notes of silver that spark in the night 
Pulsing like a second heart 

A living orchestra hiding behind,  
yet not confined 

Unfolding, unfurling 
Words take me into  

my own world. 
 

How are you meant to capture music in your hands? 
 

So I let it  
GO 

And I show them how words dance with me 
And they tell me 

you talk too much 
you never stop 

why are you like that? 
 

I wonder if maybe the music I heard so vividly 
Was never there at all 

Maybe there is nothing  
swaying behind their words 

Maybe it is just me 
and the symphony inside words 

that no one else stops  
long enough 

to hear. 
 

By Rebekah G – Year 7 



 

Symphony of Silence 

Alone yet surrounded 
Warping, resonating 

Soundless 
 

Yet louder than a million shattering stars 
Deafening 
Alluring 

 
A harmonious kind of quiet 

Echoing through my mind as I 
Stare 

Up into the sky. 
I can 
Feel 
It. 
 

An overwhelming presence as 
The world moves as 

One. 
 

Emptiness 
This quiet has no beginning, 

Nor farewell 
 

My thoughts lose their names 
Like Autumn leaves falling 

Upwards 
 

Woven in whispers 
Labyrinths of light, 

I wander 
And ponder 

Yet never arrive 
 

This silence, 
Leaves footprints in my mind 

I'm free yet confined, 
 

By a voice I can't find. 
I'm drowning in silence 

Yet this feeling is priceless 
 

And I'm torn 
 



Between the dark and the light 
What's wrong and what's right 

And I 
Just 

Can't 
Breathe. 

 
I gathered every unsaid word 

Like sighs 
Too heavy 

To rise 
 

They swirled 
Inside 

Opinions 
Waiting for a sky that never 

Opened 
 

A moment that 
Never came... 

 
My echo arrived 
Before I spoke 

My shadow wandered home 
Without me 

 
And I remained. 

 
Stitched into the quiet 
Watching the horizon 

Forget my name. 
 

This silence 
Is the symphony 
Of everything I 

Never said. 
 

 

By Noa F – Year 7 

 



 

 

 

A Symphony of Colours 

I scream as the red hurdles and races for the door 
The audience jumps in surprise. 

Windows rattle as the orchestra lifts at the crescendo 
Colours fly across the room. 

Bending and twisting in the light like shards of glass 
They darken and turn sinister 
They break apart and shatter, 

The light cowering in the corners. 
 
 

The sound lifts and breaks my gaze from the darkening embers 
The sudden high pitch tone piercing my ears. 

It feels free 
Gliding through the air 

Soaring like a bird. 
The audience claps and stomps. 

Colours bouncing in fluorescent streaks 
Ricochetting off the walls. 

I scramble to catch its impossibly fast movement 
Turning heads as I stand. 

 
The colours quiver 
As if noticing me 

And glide down with purpose, 
Breaking through the horizon. 

The colours slow down gently, purple morphing into waves of blue. 
I reach out to grab the vibrant strokes 

Cradling its warmth 
Holding it like a child 

The soothingly comforting symphony. 
 

 

 

 

By Sophie C – Year 7 

 

 

 



 
 
 

Nostalgic Notes 
 

Her hair is the colour of pinecones, bouncing off Her shoulders in the breeze 
Her eyes are like sweet, creamy, milk chocolate, pulsing with energy 

Her voice is an echo in my head, like a cave and an explorer 
The sun shines down on Her, reflecting Her bright and bubbly smile 

 
Oh, that smile 

I'll never forget it 
That smile brought light and a melody 

And Her laugh brought symphony 
 

Those giggles go on forever 
Every snort and snicker is consonant 

And as She babbles about stretchy slime and fluffy puppies 
All of those sounds agree with each other 

 
She reaches for my hand and the composition aches in my ears 

I stretch my hand for Her 
But a laptop breaks us away 

The music halts 
 

My hair is the colour of pinecones, but it stays stationary on my shoulders in the breeze 
My eyes are the colour of sweet, creamy milk chocolate, but now they droop and strain 

My voice is like my conductor, guiding me through my life whether I have a choice or not 
The sun fades behind the clouds, my bright and bubbly smile disappearing 

 
My symphony is vanishing 

But Hers gets stronger with every note 
Every pause 
Every beat 

 
I know I'll never see Her again 

But She'll always see me 
In my dreams 

Emphasising my melody 
 

For this girl is my younger self 
Expressing Her joy and gratefulness for life 

Her symphony replays in my head 
Never letting me forget. 

 

By Savannah B – Year 7 

 


