PROTECT HER* by Jordan Butler

We’re polluting the earth now can’t you see.

We’re turning our home into tragedy.

Mother Nature needs help these days.

For this is not just a short phase.

It’s time that we see,

Earth is losing its beauty.

She needs help to live beyond.

Now it’s time that we respond.

Now let’s clean up earth’s wonderful face,

For this could become a beautiful place.

The time we have is wasting away.

Now it’s time we make it ok.

It’s time we reduce, reuse, recycle.

Instead of a car, take a bicycle.

Recycle bottles and cans,

So we will have some beautiful lands.

Let’s be nice to the earth.

And give it a wonderful rebirth!

In the future, I can see it now,

Our earth is so clean, I can only say wow.

The grass is green,

It feels so clean.

Let’s have our earth looking like this.

Let’s keep it clean so we won’t miss!

We can remove this entire blur,

All we have to do is protect her...

Just protect her!

* EPA Award Winning Ecology Poem

My Dad  by Jordan Butler
I didn’t know what I would do,

When my dad had left.

I felt so sad.

I had to cry.

I didn’t want to say goodbye.

But I couldn’t hold onto him forever.

Thinking of his smile,

I get filled with feelings of joy.

Thinking of his hugs,

And crying when I know I won’t be able to experience them.

I didn’t know how I would make it,

But I did and I have to try again.

It took all my strength not to hurt.

But I failed, and would cry myself to sleep.

So, I look at the bus,

That he was in.

And I hold on to the sign.

The one that said goodbye be safe.

I’ll see you again.

I’ll be waiting to see your face.

And when I do, I’ll cry, but not the tears of sadness,

I’ll cry the tears of joy.

I know we won’t get the call,

The one that you have died.

I believe in you.

You’re so strong.

You always fix the wrong.

You’re my hero.

And no matter what happens,

I’ll always love my dad!

Gentle Hands by Samantha LeBlond

Gentle hands that hold you tight

They give out love with all their might.

Giving their own sentimental feeling

Hands are great for healing.

Grandparent’s hands give their lives’ stories               

 Mostly filled with pride and glory.

They leak with the surprise of wisdom 

Now looking at their graceful freedom.

Mother’s hands as soft as butter

As gentle as they are, they might as well flutter.

Hands for tucking you into bed 

Holding them you know you have nothing to dread.

Father’s hands warm and strong 

They make you feel safe and secure for so long.

They can build up your toys and dreams

And fill your life with unforgettable themes.

There are gentle hands everywhere.

Finding them takes time and care.

They are God’s greatest gifts for you to find and give.

They are the missing piece that will help you live.

Ten Reasons*  by Samantha LeBlond

There are ten reasons I have to say

To save the earth and do it today.

This place where we live is starting to die.

If we start now, we won’t say good bye!

There’s reason one; now here’s number two

To stop the smoke and turn the sky blue!

Now here’s important number three

To plant or save a precious tree.

Now here’s reason four so listen up

To reuse or recycle your plastic cup.

Lend all ears for number five

To start to help and save animals’ lives. 

Now reason six is coming up

To clean up your town for you and your pup.

Here’s reason seven get ready to fight

To save the rainforest and its rights.

Now here’s lucky reason eight

To clean the earth and make it a date!

Reason nine is coming around 

To reuse that unused stuff you found.

Last reason ten is finally here

To help the things you hold most dear.

Now use the those ten reasons I taught you today

To save the earth while saving the day!

*EPA Award Winning  Poem

My Creation By Tanner Wilson

My worlds are quiet.

Yet so full of life

With vibrant places 

It makes you ecstatic.

The people are kind.

All of them at your fingertips

To control someone’s life

You can make them cry,

Or hurt, love, and yearn.

Sometimes they overtake you.

You cannot stop them.

You are there life’s interpreter.

Their whim is your command.

They still let you experience,

The taste on the air, sweet

The feel of the earth, cold

The looks of the people, loving

You let them be so you can move onto a new world.

Their stories make you weep,

And laugh, get angry or concerned.

Sometimes my world creates them.

Gives them life

From a hazy dream, a thriving tree, or a placid pond

They shape to your choice.

Their hands, hair, and eyes

Waiting for your next command

Their world is a clock for you to wind.

Some can give themselves life.

They whisper and poke you saying “Make me more”.

You cease their please

It starts with one

One idea, a glimmering of thought

Then they pile up to the sky.

Wishing hoping to be paraded around,

And when they get their chance they leap.

To entangle themselves in the thoughts of others

Giving life to a new world.

Nightfall

 By Erica Hopkins

The breeze is gently rocking,

The tall grass to sleep

As the trees rustle around,

Trying to get in a comfy position.

The barn creaks with the sound of life.

As the cows moo their last moo for the day,

All the children lay in their beds as,

The sky turns as black as coal.

The moon appears along with,

Hundreds of twinkling stars.

This is the beautiful place of Canada.

The sound you hear is silence.

All accept the crickets playing,

Their beautiful songs,

But this only happens in Canada.

Life
 By Carleigh Davis

What is life?

I’ll never understand.
Is it something we just have,

Like an item or a pet?
Or something people cherish,
Like a brother or a friend?
Is life something we need to stay alive,
Or just another thing we have?

In our life we have things happen to us,
That we can never forget.

During life we have friends and foes
We will be happy or sad.

We can be scared of life.

Or stand up and be strong.

There are people in our life.

There are things in our life.

Is life just a dream?

Well I don’t think I’ll ever know. 

Over Loaded Earth
By Carleigh Davis

Beautiful tree, there it goes.

How it went down nobody knows.

Come on now, let’s all just stop!

Before our world just goes …POP!

All they do is go to waste.

It wasn’t something we embraced.

We try to help everyday.

Even down by the bay.

Here is something you can try.

To always have our Earth nearby.

Maybe you can ride a bike.

Instead of being childlike.

If you can bike or walk.

When you are, you can talk.

There is much more you can do.

Now that you got a clue.

So left’s all start to help right now,

And maybe even save a cow.

Now let’s all go to try to help.

Before we all start to melt.
Bunny Snowflake  by Caitlyn Verbridge
  My bunny snowflake is as white as white.                                                                                                                                

  She glitters when the moon shines bright.
  She is as fluffy as could be,                                                                                                                                          

  Fluffy as a new sheet of snow you see.
  Her eyes are a ruby red.
  I wish she had her own bed.
  When we shave her, she has a fit,
  So we always have to have a kit.
  Her whiskers are so long.
  They could probably make a song.
  She is calm and white and snuggly when the water flows,                                                                                       

   When her eyes are as sparkly as snow.
  One ear’s up, the other down,
  She will never make me frown.
  She barely has a tail,
  She even helps me send out mail.
  Her nose twitches like a bug.
  It kind of looks like a pink mug

  Most of her brothers and sisters died.

  So there is a really scary side.

  Her toenails on her feet grow really slow, 

  It will be so hard to let her go.    
Christmas by Ellie Jean

Christmas is a holiday,

When everybody wants to pray.

Everyone gathered around the tree,

Where else would you rather be?

Presents, presents filled with love.

Peace everywhere with all doves.

Friends and family gathered near,

Sharing all their Christmas cheer!

Snow, snow piled high,

Piled high to the sky.

Snowmen line the glistening streets,

Wishing they could have some treats.

Little kids wait with glee

For presents under the tree.

They leave out cookies and milk

With hopes of pj’s made of silk.

When Santa came he left some loot.

But that’s not all, he left some soot.

Santa cleaned the entire tray.

It’s time to celebrate Christmas day.
Rainforest Landfills by, Andrew Dimock

All around are ancient trees.

I’m begging on my knees.

I’m begging for a solution

To stop all this pollution.

In the rainforest the loggers do their work.

They cut down mahogany to make homework.

For things much larger, they cut it down for pure profit!

Chopping for a living, all they do is chop it.

An environmental coffin is what we’re in.

Our landfills are like an overloaded laundry bin.

None of these are very sweet.

The morning bird does not tweet.

All these problems are heart breaking,

But the solutions to these problems will stop that shaking.

They are as easy as pie.

When you are on your feet, you can fly.

Traffic is nothing.

You aren’t even puffing.

While you’re walking by

You can wave “Goodbye.”

Nature doesn’t need that trash.

Save it and turn it into cash!

Recycling plants are out of use.

The ways we treat our planet are just abuse.

But together we can fix it.

So it isn’t a living waste pit.

All planets will die.

Life will be very shy.

But there is a solution, to the pollution.

Reduce, Reuse, and Recycle is the magic fusion.

If everyone were to help,

The solutions will be dealt. 

