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by Constance, Year 10 
 
Waking up at my workplace 
breathing in a salty breath 
feeling something slippery on my legs 
Discovering an underwater world 
Hidden from civil society. 
 
A Concealed World  
"Dream World" 
 
A shiny blue surface 
holding a concealed world 
A lovely home for marine creatures 
Any size or type 
No judgments or outcasts 
Just the circle of life. 
 
 
Lincoln started blinkin' 
at the oceans acidic emissions 
Sitting in his chair 
he slowly started to wear 
as the H2co3 corroded his 
carbonic acid 
where the costal processes of biotic  
weathering embraced him 
in the corroding night. 
 
 
Sea Storm  
by Selina, Year 8 
 
The waves overlap each other, 
dragging away all on the sand that will not stay, 
We leap for our snorkelling gear me and my bother, 
the storm coming certain to cause dismay, 
 
 
the rain began to be heavy downpour, 
running for the car we seek cover, 
the hail kicked in and made our backs sore, 
the waves of the flood overlapped each other, 
 
the ocean once peaceful, 
looked like a war zone, 
the wind that was once cool, 
put a chill down to the bone. 
 
 
 
 
 



by Catherine, Year 10  
 
A lonely rock at the edge of a shore 
pushed, pressed upon, crashed onto my violent seas, 
but still he stands, 
taking blow after blow. 
A constant pain, wearing out the rock. 
He begins to disintegrate, 
Still the waves crash on as strong as it can be. 
 
Finally, it ends. 
The rock is no more. 
Relentless pound after pound, 
he has faded into nothing.  
 
 
Whale  
by Joel 
 
Beasts of the blue 
Strong, yet timid 
Condemned to a solitary existence  
Doomed to walk to the of the dead. 
 
 
The Sea  
by Priya, Year 8 
 
This big cup of salt water is  
something we are all surrounded in. 
its a place where everything in 
a simple quiet breeze. As much 
as the sky is, the sea is blue, 
where the things are happy and free. 
next time you go to the shore of the sea, 
take a moment to feel the sea speaking to you. 
Everything is there perfectly placed, nothing to be 
changed. It's a free land under there. 
The sea is you and you are the sea. 
 
 
by Taylah, Year 10  
 
The deep blue is lonely 
for I am the only one 
the silence I see 
and the emptiness I hear  
I am, the only one. 
 
Nothing is around 
and everything is gone 
then there is just me 
I am the lonely one.  
 
 
 
 



by Aron 
 
Silent clouds part 
unearthed, fingers type 
Breathless 
the gentle currents can not ease 
the pressure which pounds 
Befriending the currents. 
 
 
by Dovahkiin 
 
I blend with the green fields, 
where I'm hard to find. 
I float slowly amongst the  
weeds and reeds and endless forests. 
 
I roam the cities, 
of twisted metal and coral. 
 
 
A man at a desk  
by Ailisha, Year 10  
 
Swimming, swimming, must get away 
Suddenly a man before m, his face is a perfect thing to see 
His hand held something unfamiliar, the other rest upon the large, solid object before me 
This think in my path is big, dominating like coral, it is solid. 
Barnacles have begun to form 
I have no time to categorise the mess. 
A perfect place of sanctuary for me to use 
Against my continuous abuse.  
 
 
by Karlyn, Year 8  
 
As I sit here staring into the clear blue 
My heart aches with longings for the chance 
to swim with the fish in the sea 
Amongst the colourful explosion of coral 
But i am stuck here, watching, grieving 
Because while my hearts in the sea 
I am stuck in an ugly chair. 
 
 
by Keira, Year 8  
 
I am swimming in the sea 
a man with his desk watching me 
his eyes as hard and cold as stone 
sitting like a king in his throne 
he sits, he stares, he sees. he watches 
without being loud, without making a sound 
he sits there night and day 
forevermore till he crumbles into ash and rubble. 
 
 



by C.J.L. 
 
Misty colours around; 
new designs of old 
home for mystery 
mystery forever 
immortal life in darkness. 
 
Little rays of crystal 
give magical patterns 
hope of light yet; 
darkness has control 
calmness, peace, silence! 
 
Old is new! 
New is old! 
What's the difference?  
Nothing but everything 
time is ageless but endless. 
 
 
by Sean  
 
Shaping, patient, majestic 
When angered, deadly 
life-giver from the first 
 
Shaping, patient, majestic 
hot-bed of life 
though occasional death bringer  
 
shaping, patient, majestic 
we try to ride her 
and, in folly, we try to control her 
 
Shaping, patient, majestic 
I will always love her 
to the last 
 
Shaping, patient, majestic 
remaining long after life 
stretching forever 
 
Shaping, patient, majestic 
washing in and out 
leaving foam and wet sand 
 
shaping, patient, majestic. 
 
 
The Creators 
by Maxine L., Year 8 
 
A shimmering pool of blue 
Holds the people without a clue 
Their mission only known by their creators alone 
And their lives beginning brand new.   



by Caitlyn 
 
Floating out into the vast blue 
He struggles to stay alive 
He breathes heavily, needing air 
Until he finally dies 
 
His eyes are empty, his soul is no more 
He lays beneath the ocean  
death spread throughout his core. 
 
 
by Sophie, Year 10  
 
Sea-wind bites, breathes its 
chilling whispers down my neck. 
A bracing breeze once calm 
Now throws turmoil in its whirlwind grip. 
 
Blue mountains rise but never fall 
Just swirl closer, higher. 
A lonely gull, soars high above, 
Trust of this blue ink is scarce. 
 
 
by Bek M.H., Year 8 
 
Turtles, turtles 
here and there… 
turtles, turtles, everywhere… 
  
turtles, turtles, swim so high… 
turtles, turtles never die… 
 
 
by Elaine D. 
 
Born today. swimming tomorrow 
your Sundays burst from the heavens 
The gods sing harmony while I glide endlessly. 
 
The waves my guide, I guide the sea. 
Where many hearts lay, the sea my grave. 
Your arms expand far and wide, 
No mercy, nor sympathy-just pride 
I fear your raring power 
but admire your beauty.  
 
 
She dips and dives, speeding through the sea, 
all sad and alone, secluded in the dark, 
looking for somewhere with nowhere to be, 
longing for happiness if only a spark. 
 
 
 
 



by Jemma, Year 8 
 
As I watch the dolphin flip and flop by, 
I sat on the shore, quiet and shy. 
 
I wanted to swim, I wanted to be free, 
I wanted the sights that they could see. 
I knew it was all imagination , 
but come on, everyone’s allowed to dream, 
in that moment I go for a swim, 
forget I can't but down, down, down 
I just wish I was free,  
I just wish to see all the sights 
but my wish no longer granted, 
I just wish to watch the dolphins one more time.  
 
 
by Jessica B., Year 10  
 
The sea is a snake 
entwining the earth 
in patterns obtuse 
and ever changing. 
 
Sailors are uneasy 
a venomous snake sailed 
if bitten, they are lost 
in a mess of withering coils 
and anger absolute. 
 
When soothed, 
her scales softly shine 
and playing children 
see her pearly eyes 
as she gently laps their feet. 
 
Without mercy against the hull 
Waves thrash effortlessly 
To bring a ship to the darkened deep 
Sailors wives at home shall weep. 
 
Fathers mourn the loss of sons 
Mother's tears fill the sea 
with happy faces, sailors left 
Not expecting a tragedy.   
 
 
by Shania 
 
The sun rises east to west 
In the place that I know best 
the humbled rocking that I admire 
as on this journey I do tire 
the starboard side rocks gently  
as the port is as calm as the sea 
the cannons are ready as the ship holds steady 
as I journey upon this mighty vessel 



by Nicholle 
 
Covered in algae, under the sea 
was a concrete man staring at me 
sitting at a desk writing a story about 
a silly young man catching a trout 
 
but this man was once a boy 
and his name was Alfred Troy 
and as the writer sits at his desk 
he thinks to himself "this is the best". 
 
But as I run out of my air,  
desperate to hear the rest of the story 
I cling to my hair 
but I don't get to hear the story about 
the silly young man who was catching a trout 
 
because I float to the top of the sea 
So that my mother can still see me 
she calls "come on dear its time to go" 
I saw "I saw a man and he scared me so". 
 
"Under the sea he told me a story 
and it was kind of gory" 
"Don't be silly," my mother said 
and she smiled and patted my head 
 
covered in algae under the sea 
was a happy man smiling at me. 
 
 
by Sharon, Year 8  
 
We take life everyday 
from near or far away 
through rain and shine 
we cross that line 
we're the predator 
your pray 
day after day. 
 
 
by Jai 
 
Crashing waves on rocks 
lighthouse warning too late 
shipwrecks long forgotten.  
 
 
by Jai 
 
The tides a labourous worker 
Pushing against the ancient stone 
A concrete monument as deep as Atlantis 
Eternal scholar holding secrets of this world. 
 



by Alison 
 
i saw a man 
he lives in the sea 
he has no heart 
no soul 
but 
somehow 
somewhere 
he is making a lead 
although he's alone 
not for long 
he is inspiring the youth  
and the elders of a different kind 
the ones who can make a difference  
in the everyday life. 
 
 
by Samantha T., Year 10  
 
The waves crashed against the ship 
as the men abandon all hope, 
a captain sits at his desk alone, 
and with the waves is sent below, 
 
With pressure so heavy, 
His breath is lost, 
And his mind forever wanders, 
In the world on top, 
 
He send a prayer silently to 
keep save his family, 
and with his wife in mind, 
he lets loose his time, 
And cuts the eternal line. 
  
 
by Rebecca 
 
The waves crash on the rocks below 
the arms of the ocean open wide 
waiting for her mind to show 
everything that it confides. 
Alone she stands as still as possible 
hoping she can just remember 
everything she once was able 
before she became addicted to 
the life she now leads. 
The surf and sea excite her so 
that she realises she can never leave 
the live of a surfer she will forever have. 
The waves crash on the rocks below 
and she has made up her mind 
the life of a surfer she will lead 
forever in touch with the heart of the ocean. 
 
 



by Omega C. 
 
Collecting sea shells 
A privilege of living near the blue 
where dives a new adventure 
and delights of swimming under the moon 
 
Fishing is a must  
And strolls taken with glee 
memories of this 
will forever stay with me. 
 
 
Pirate’s Backyard  
by Brianna, Year 8  
 
In this big blue thing called the sea, 
there's someone saying "Ahoy there matey" 
for a moment I thought I could play my card 
then I realised I was in a pirates backyard. 
 
Up on the ship I was dragged, 
all my jewellery and coins were bagged. 
On the sea floor I hit my crown, 
then that's all I could do, drown.  
 
It's a beautiful-but fatal sound 
An enchantment that will drag you down 
to hear it is to end your all 
there is darkness in a sirens call. 
 
it will poll you in and trick the mind 
a beautiful face 
but never kind 
 
it's a beautiful but fatal sound 
an enchantment that will drag you down 
to hear it is to end your all 
there is darkness in a sirens call. 
 
You will tumble down 
into the watery depths 
its her sing of the sea 
that brings your death. 
 
 
by Aleks 
 
The blue desert, a sailor's home, 
I can taste the salt in the air. 
The reflection of the moon shines on the 
sea while waves are crashing against the 
rocks, foam flying everywhere 
 
 
 
 



Sea of Dreams 
by Regina 
 
As the ruler of the sky awakens, 
throwing light across the land, 
massive creatures from the deep 
gracefully swaying their mammoth bodies. 
 
Small creatures of many sizes and shapes, 
cross under the sea grass 
made out of rock and sand, 
untouched by human hand. 
 
Now rocks assemble like towers 
breaking the waves and reading the land 
to greet green lush mountains high above. 
 
The panorama in the distance, 
appears like a woman lying down, 
sleeping for millions of years uncrowned.   
 
Wile the sun retreats behind the horizon, 
it thaws countless shades of orange, 
then red 
then purple 
as it fades into darkness. 
 
 
by Jai 
 
A blue angel 
full of infinite wonders 
stretching endlessly around our planet 
controlled by a celestial rock that gives a milky glow 
life flourishes among it all 
At times calm others fierce like a restless spirit 
All around life depends on it 
It both gives and takes life at will 
Justified by the blue angel. 
 
Sitting alone in their dark blue retreat, 
Forgotten the touch of human hands, 
In harmony they forever rest, 
A peaceful life away from land, 
 
Over time a city will grow, 
proud foundations of life they will stand, 
Ocean-life will be seen all around, 
A peaceful life away from land. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



by Lucy, Year 8 
 
The light of the moon illuminates 
the ocean. I am laying on 
the surface, the water, 
once warm but now so cold. 
The holier in my chest where 
my heart once was causes 
water to flood over my 
body as I begin to sink. 
 
His eyes of grey, hair of 
black and skin as pale 
as the moon. His lips on mine 
then to hers, like a dagger 
running right through. 
 
The ocean pulls, my legs sink 
down, my tears flow heavy. I 
watch the ship, I say 
goodbye and silently slip. 
 
My bare feet sink under, into 
the dark, feared and unknown. 
My legs disappear, my torso next 
the cold heartless spirit of the 
soft waves pulls me deeper. Chin- 
deep in death. Tears mixing with  
the waves. I do not inhale or  
exhale as my body falls completely 
beneath the surface. 
Her hands grip my feet, gripping 
cold and tight. 
Deeper.  
 
Deeper. 
Pulling me to the floor. 
My life leaves my body. 
I watch it flow in a stream of 
glowing bubbles rising to the surface. 
I am hers now. The spirit 
of the ocean.  
 
 
The Big Blue 
by Sarah, Year 8 
 
As the waves hit the shore 
shells washed up, from the sea floor. 
The strong, salty wind pounds against my face 
My  mouth was filled with a salty taste. 
Beneath the blue, a new world awaits. 
Coral, fish, it holds so many traits. 
The calmness and the stillness awaits me. 
The true beauty that I can see. 
 
 



by Tahlia 
 
Greying waves of salty tears 
sooth the sun-kissed shorelines fears. 
One of night and one of day, 
destined to love but destined to pay. 
 
Always meeting but never remaining. 
The sand and sea, forever claiming.  
 
 
Death the Kid 
by Kinde 
 
Surround by water I write, 
as the fish swim in this pool of light. 
Will I die, I wonder? 
But surrounded by this water, I still write.  
 
 
End 
Ms. Jacob 
 
The light comes through the ripples. 
Creatures swimming - gliding - crawling 
Marine-blue surrounding a golden land. 
Swaying grass,  
Swishing sand. 
Seasons change, some to our horror. 
Shimmering fin, sliding through the current. 
An innocent rainbow at home in the warm waters 
Waves crashing as families are destroyed… 
Zig-zagging through this one peaceful premise. 
In an instant what has happened is forgotten. 
This life continues along the journey that has no end.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


