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Burma’s beauty by Tom M 
 
Beneath a pastel pink sky, 
Lays a bed of white 
Enveloping a green canvas, 
Once a place of anger,  
This land awakes peaceful 
 
Scattered amongst the green misty canvas, 
Products of man are illuminated, 
In an eclecticism of colour, 
Tainted amber by product of the natural world: 
A distant shine upon the horizon,  
Once a place bruised by fighting, 
This land glistens once more 
 
Before an infinite horizon,  
Blue depths can be heard, 
As they wash and splash, 
The golden sand upon the shore, 
Shining a lustrous diamond. 
Once a place to evict the different, 
These seas glow in the morning light. 
 
Once a place of anger, 
Once a place prejudice,  
This land awakes peaceful, 
As Burma’s beauty is revealed, 
Behind a curtain of mist. 
  
  

 
 
 
  



The Storm’s Battle by Daisy H 
  
Enshrouded in the heavy mist, 
Nature’s strong lightning, like a fist, 
Gracefully forks towards the ground, 
Ready and prepared for battle. 
  
Towering tall above the land, 
Standing, all majestic and grand, 
The cliffs regard the battle scene, 
Watching the thick, dense mist beneath. 
  
Choking all in its thick blanket, 
Drowning out nature’s rich banquet, 
Like a snake, curling around trees 
And grasping up to the lightning. 
  
With a growl, high up in the sky, 
The raging, warring storm let fly, 
A single streak of silver lightning, 
Piercing through the fog like a dagger. 
  
Grey fingers began to turn back, 
To retreat, slowly into the black, 
Like showing its flag of defeat, 
The mist began to clear. 
 
 
Clouds by Harriet D 
 
The clouds have silently slid down from the sky, 
And begun trailing their threatening fingers over the hushed world. 
Curiously, they glide over to the Celtic Realm, 
Ignoring the water and walking up and down, 
Letting their tendrils linger on the black rocks. 
  
However, at once the jealous, evil light, 
Outraged at its trapped misery, 
Hurls its electrifying tears and screams at the cunning clouds. 
The world is shaken by the booming sobs and bright blue light of tears, 
And the silence is broken.  
But the clouds are not hurt. 
  
Penetrating the darkness, the sinister souls ease themselves through the smallest crack, 
Stroking the living into a trance-like sleep,  
Lulling time into a hypnotised stupor,  
Slowing everything down, 
One by one, 
Until life 
Stops. 
  
And the clouds silently slide up into the sky, 
Trailing their fingers over the hushed world. 
 


