God’s good earth?

A poem written by the children in Squirrels’ class.

The scent of the attractive flowers clears my mind
and soul.

Glittering in the sun, the blue shadowy water
ripples.

Just like the arms of a blossom tree, the horizon
was beautiful, bright and bold.

Shining down on the green grass, the bright sun
moves across the sapphire blue sky.

Poor and helpless, the children live on the
abandoned street.

The roaring rage of the inferno fire is distributed
through the vast forest.

Blazing through the disturbed treetops, the
crackling fire spread like a lightning bolt.

A lovely place that used to be looked after now a
dreadful environment.

Reuse all the wonderful things we possess.
We all have a part to play.

We all have to work together to save God’s world.
If we make a difference we can change the world.



