You Are 
You are a soft sofa and comforting cushions. 
You are a wolfhound panting after a run. 
You are a cat stretching his curious claws. 
You are a red bus slowing to a full stop. 
You are an ancient oak tree, gnarled and misshapen.
 You are an ice cream cone with two flakes at different angles.
 You are clouds of sheep on a hillside. 
You are sunlight sleeping on a windowsill. 
You are the Tardis travelling to an unexpected destination. 
You are the squeak of a hinge that needs oiling. 
You are the moment after a sigh. 
You are the worker bee hovering outside the hive. 
You are the gurgle gargling in a drain.
 You are the scratching of fingernails on wood. 
You are anger spun into a knot. 
You are the sadness of ‘never again’. 
You are the nettle sting of a lasting lie. 
You are the smell of chips and vinegar on a frosty night.
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I didn't know I'd miss -

the hum of everyone in assembly

and the joyful sound of us singing together.
I didn't know I'd miss -

Miss Wood on the flipchart writing up our ideas
as we make up a story together

and the room is alive with creativity.

I didn't know I'd miss -

meeting with my friends each morning,

even when the playground was cold.

I didn't know I'd miss -

showing the little ones how to read

and help my friends with tidying up the class.
I didn't know I'd miss -

my pencil case with all my pencils

and the smell of the inside of my school bag.

I didn't know T'd miss - S
finding a new book that I love N,) the class library.
I didn't know T'd miss -

school dinners, especially
‘the thick layer on top of custard.





