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Children in Need

So maybe you’re born to a rich family,

or maybe you're not.

Maybe you're born to a family with not a lot

of money to spare-

it doesn’t mean they care less,

they just can’t pay

for a fancy gadget, or posh holiday.

In fact, there’s a lot you go without,

and yeah, sometimes you feel like you’re missing out
but it's alright,

you’ll make it through this tunnel and into the light
but you’ve heard noises in the night,

raised voices as your parents fight over the fact that money’s getting tight-
if only someone could help.

Maybe your parents aren’t in such great health
and perhaps they need some extra help

so on the weekends

instead of seeing your friends and going out
you’re busy helping round the house.

All in all it’s hard to find

space for you to have down time.
Schoolwork, housework, homework, all work
and no play.

A break would be wonderful-

if only someone could help.

Maybe it’s you who'’s not so well.

Maybe you’re sick, maybe you're ill.

Maybe other people don’t understand

you may be ill, but you're still human

but they treat you like you're not

you wish you had, but you haven’t got
someone there who could explain

yes, you're different, but you’re still the same-
if only someone could help.

We are the children of the earth.
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Christmas 2012

It’'s November,

I’'m not even thinking about Christmas Day,

‘Cause it's ages away,

But | put on the radio and a song starts to play

“Oh when Santa brings that sleigh

All along the milky way”

I turn it off quick ‘cause | know mom’ll say

“You’ll be sick of those by Christmas”

And meanwhile there’s houses lit up looking sparkly,
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Mind Games is one of the poems which Claire has used in poetry workshops in schools.

If the world worked a different way,

Would dull be colour and colour be grey?

Would down be up and up be down?

Would happiness be conveyed by a frown?

Would winning be losing, and last place be first?
Would eating cause hunger and drinking cause thirst?
Would dreams be real and awake be asleep?

Would our lives be spent counting sheep?
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| Hate You is one of four poems which Claire submitted when she applied for Young Poet Laureate.

JRU VR IRQJ \RXJYH WUHG R KLGH IURP L

but | think you could benefit

from someone bursting your bubble,

it ELQGY \RX DQG WKDIfV KH WURXEH

you hide from your flaws,

VDIH EHKLQG IIKH ZDWV \RX{YH EXLI XS

EXI QRZ P JRQQD EIRZ |HP XS

with my honesty like dynamite,

DQG \RX FDQfll KIGH IURP IKH (LIKW

of the truth as it shines in your face

and we illuminate, enumerate every mistake
DQG \RX{UH JRQQD IDFH XS IR L DQG FKDQJH-
you may even thank me for it, someday.

, KDIIH IKDI \RX{UH D]\

Without me here to push you

To do what you could do

\RX{UH KDSS\ IR 0HDYH LIl iIKHUH

\RX GRQfll FDUH

\RX{) JLve it fifty per cent, or less.

| want to give it blood, sweat and tears

to raise it from down there to here,

IFDXVH \HDK \RX FRXIG JHI E\

on minimum effort, and waste the rest of your time,

but tell me, where will that leave you in ten years; looking back,
trying to accept the fact

that you could have been someone,

EXI\RXUH QR jFDXVH WKH SDIK \RX IRRN ZDV KH HDV\ RQH

= KHUHV \RXU DPELILRQ

IKH NH\ IRU IKH LIQUWLRQ R GULYH \RX FDXVH ULJKI QRZ \RX{UH GULIILQJ
a sailboat going along with the wind.

You need to get inspired,

need to feed the fire,
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My Star is one of four poems which Claire submitted when she applied for the position of Young Poet
Laureate.

My star; my dear, my light, my love,
sometimes | sit and stare above

me, to where life has placed you; high
beyond the earth, the clouds, the sky-
so high indeed it seems

that only in my dreams can we be close,
and yet still never meet,

and | continue to reach, and leap

and long for the impossible.

I know that we may never be.

you are forever bound to lead,

and | to follow far behind,

your light, my guide,

my every hopeless stride in your pursuit.
Yet why do | chase with such passion

an event that, if it were to happen,
would be of such intensity

that | could not bear its heat,

and it would kill me?

You remain unaware of my existence,
yet tempt and lure me from a distance,
and, untouchable as you are,

you light my life from afar;

you touch my world and make it shine,
yet with this brilliance is left behind
those places that remain unlit-

the deepest shadow, darkest pit.

And I've realised that although I may bask in your glow
without it, | would never know

the icy hand that grips the heart

when 1 sit and fester in the dark.

My star, | fear reality

could not hold your majesty.

Such as you are could not bend to laws,
could not conform to this world’s norms,
and so | know that, should we meet,

it would not be the stuff of dreams,

for what is there that could compare

to the mind and the wonders wondered there?
| am your planet, held in orbit;

Your pull prevents me leaving;

ever chasing, never meeting-

| stay away to maintain the illusion,
content as | am with my delusion.

So continue as you were my dear,

I'll sit and watch you from down here.
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Rumours

A secret passed from mouth to ear,

Meant for only one to hear,

But still the news is passed along,

And every time that it moves on,

Bits are added, missed out, changed,

8QIL IKH ZKRIH IKLQJ{V UHDUWDQJHG

Blown up wildly out of proportion,

<RX FDQI VHH WUXIK IKURXJIK IKH GLVIRUILRQ
And when the meVVDJH{V UHIXUQHG IR VHQGHU
There is no obvious offender,

Who bent the truth to make it hurt,

7KDWV IXVIIKH ZD\ IKDIf UXPRXUV ZRUN

| trusted you to hold your tongue,

To keep quiet, to not let on,

But you told my secret anyway,

Just for your fifteen minutes fame,

| guess it was just too hard a task,

For you, silence was too big an ask,

You try desperately to shift the blame,

You apologise again and again,

7KLQJIV GLGQMI IXUQ RXIIMIKH ZD\ \RX SIDQQHG
The situation just got out of hand,

<RX GLGQfl ZDQll Pe to get hurt,

And should have thought it through properly first.

<RXIKIQN \RX IRR) PH EXIl ,iP QRI ENLQG
Your excuses are just hollow lines,
Remorse is not the reason why,

<RX{UH W\LQJ IR DSRIRJLVH

That fearful look you try to hide,

| see it clearly in your eyes,

Vv
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Claire wrote the poem One Last Time in response to the move out of the Central Library building into the new
Library of Birmingham.

| stand here, breathe in,

DQG , ZRQM RSHQ P\ H\HV

this smell will be my last memory

KHUH EHFDXVH , GRQM ZDQIl' IR VHH

the empty spaces where what | know should be.
For now, at least, the smell is still the same.

JIV IXQQ\ IKH VPHW ZL EH ILWVIIR IDGH

from memory whilst the images still remain.

If the bricks had been made of sponges,
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Passing Places

When we were young,
we danced among the passing places
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Sutton Girls Leavers Poem was specially written by Claire to be performed at her Leavers Assembly.
It's been seven years
but finally we've made it here.

Through exams and late detention, house competition,
and
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Wherefore art thou, Romeo? is one of four poems which Claire submitted when she applied for the
position of Young Poet Laureate.

It seems
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