Colston’s Girls’ School
Cabot Tower

By: Gillian 

Looking down over Bristol

Al the things that I see

Are beautiful yet ruined

A lot like me

I am older than all these people

That scurry round and round

So long ago Cabot sailed away

Inspired by the places he found

So now I stand empty

Forlorn and alone

They shut me down, as I’m unstable

So I sit in this park, my home

I am like a tooth

That sticks out of the land

Strong, yet crumbling

Not any more very grand.

Keeping My Balance

By: Emma 

I wobble

I wobble

I walk.

I’m walking

past red bricked buildings,

the tigers, roaring at

Gloucester Road.

I walk

past lumbering buses

the mammoths, lumbering

down Gloucester Road.

I wobble

And I walk,

over the grey, aged pavements

the tortoises I balance on…

Down the street.

I wobble

I walk…

Death of the School

By: Fatima

Fifty years or more have passed, 

The memories stay but the school does not.

Perished within the fragments of time.

Until all that’s left is dust – 

Crumbling away at the hands of man.

The Sailors Ghost

By: Savannah 

Standing on the dark flakey wood of the docks

I stare into the empty air.

The salty, chilling breeze washes over my tongue

and the taste of regret creeps down my throat.

Slowly I lower myself to the ground

melting into the dusty wood.

I dip my toe into the water,

and it laps over my skin.

I stare at the boats,

rocking gently.

The place is lonely, a dream, floating distantly away from life.

The water mirrors the wide, white sky,

Distorting the clouds in ripples.

The docks are drowned in history

drifting away from the present.

I stand again,

Hours have passed, lost in the vast water.

I turn.

100 years rush past me as I take a step

and leave.

Poison

By: Hannah 

Like an eel it snakes through the city

Trickling through its sludgy pits of silt

Sucking mud-soaked history into its black depths

As it slips through its oasis,

Stolen away from the unsinkable stone.

What journeys have, as they slid with creaking hull,

Made their way out of the swell?

Which proud vessels has its murky poison 

Slicked calmly over?

Bristol Cathedral

The cathedral stands as intricate as coral,

Its delicate structure lies deep in the hear of Bristol. 

Planes and cars float around like seaweed

Slimey and slithering polluting this beautiful aquarium.

The patterns in this building show true beauty

The rose window, the honey comb grooves.

This place of workshop has a real history to it

Standing strong as iron for hundreds of years.

There’s an eerie feeling in this big old place

So quiet, so still from the outside world.

You can almost see Bristol’s past in front of you

But now as I leave it drifts off into the dark, dark shadows

The Locket

A sense of wilderness fills the air, colours of the rainbow, shades of grey.

Prawn-pink flamingos with an elegant ballerina’s pose.

Humming birds, delicate beads in a sworl of shell, each with a song accompanied by the sun.

Collaged frogs, with soft smooth skin, with water like thousands of mirrors swaying, whooshing. Their calls dark, deep, light and shallow.

All-wise lions, with million years of history, musky, loud – their sound drums in your chest. Fierce warriors in battle. 

The creatures of the world, caught in a locket.

City Streets
By: Elizabeth 

To whoever is not looking at the sky

this Monday morning, 

but instead to the hard pavements,

thick, 

and sticky,

and a magnet to the eyes

that stare at the gait
of their stone-stuck feet,

with disbelief.

Hurry up! Hurry up!

The chant repeated all over the city.

But ancient rock obeys not time,

for being beyond it.

Oh, so slowly.

The dead flow.

treacle coloured,

and warm beneath

the grey crust surrounding.

Red too, 

where the heart beats.

We are Bristol

We walk along the stone pavement where so many other feet have stood.

We have had problems in our past, bad points and good, that we can never forget.

We look into the Glass Window with its multicoloured reflection.

We see ourselves and our friends around us, we are all so different but similar, we are multicultured.

We look up at the new intricate metal building thinking of the future.

What will become of us? What will disappear for ever and what will be preserved?

We are Bristol.

We have had the slave trade.

We are Multicultured.

We are looking to the Future, ready for what comes.

The Downs

By: Lily 

You walk over the hills,

There you see the fields.

Wide and stretched,

They seem to go on forever.

Winding roads divide this place.

And give it shape.

This shape fits into Bristol.

A space for people to walk.

A place for animals to live.

The crunchy leaves widen across this area.

And the trees spread their roots

And grow for years on.

At the edges of this place there are views.

Views of history.

Views of home.

Paths guide us around,

We pass brushes and benches.

People flying kites.

Without the downs

People would have no place to run.

Birds would have no place to fly freely.
A Distant Memory

By: Alice 

Natural and pure, 

A place to be treasured

Simple beauty at its best, 

Not yet ruined by the hand of man

A place for fund, 

& relaxation

No shape, edgy buildings

To get in the way.

But for how long?

One day the pearl of Bristol

Will be just a distant memory.

Shades of Contrast

Dark, is the unknown

The unquestioned, the unapproached

Nobody wants to be curious

It stays locked away untouched

Unused by the people of Bristol

Light is the explored

The desired, the welcomed.

Everyone wants to be there

It’s busy, lively like a source of love

Used by the people of Bristol

Bristol has two sides

Light and dark, loved and hated

But in our modern society

They are equal.

Sea Walls

By: Ellie 

Bronze, 

A summer sunset at Sea Walls,

Warm, inviting, and surreal,

It puts you in a bubble,

A bubble of memories,

Of good and bad.

Funny, and upsetting.

The rumbling of rush hour traffic below,

The screaming of joyful children,

As the icecream van jerks round the corner.

Watching frisbees fly around people’s heads

Seeing people laugh with their friends.

The evening drags on,

The sun dies down,

And eventually children tire

The frisbees take their final flight,

The dogs make their last leap for freedom

Finally, it’s me and the moon.
Henleaze Lake

By: Bridget 
The city’s alive and moving,

cars swelter as they hoot their horns.

alleyways and crevices conceal

many mysteries.

and in a nook, a little cranny

hides a haven amidst the bustle.

around are houses, roads and pathways

yet this place holds no sense of time.

The water’s glimmering and glistening

the wildlife’s placid, at ease

And as a swim in the lakes deep waters

or spring from the high mounted boards

the stress of a city sweeps past me

and a wave of serenity sweeps over me

in this little heaven on earth.

