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A world to escape to,

A little fantasy,

A place where all is happy,

That only you can see.

You could soar the brightest skies,

Or swim the seas below,

Where imagination runs wild,

Where only you can go.

There are endless opportunities,

Adventures are waiting,

A get-away from reality,

Which only you are making.

Your brain forgets all limits,

Nothing is holding you back,

Where everything is complete,

Where there’s nothing that you lack.

Your eyes shoot open,

You’re blinded by the light

You go about your day,

And long to go back tonight.
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Foreward

The annual NACE Poetry Competition provides both primary and secondary 
phase schools with an enriched challenge for able writers. The NACE office has 
been overwhelmed this year with both the quantity and quality of entries. 
The standard was so high that NACE has awarded 1st, 2nd and 3rd in each 
phase along with highly commended awards to all the shortlisted poems. 

We would like to thank all teachers for encouraging their pupils to get involved.  
It has been a delight to read these poems and we look forward to receiving your 
entries for next year.  Thank you also to our partner RM for producing this 
E-book of all the winners and highly commended entries.

Rowena Gaston
NACE Chief Executive

It has been a joy to read these wonderfully distinctive and inventive 
poems. The standard was so high that I found it almost impossible to 

choose winners. And since so many of the entries showed such 
enormous talent, I hope that absolutely everyone who entered the 

competition keeps writing whenever they can.

 Anne Fine OBE, judge

“
” 



I Wonder
I Wonder how it feels when a blade of grass looks like a tree,

I wonder how it feels to see a monster of a bumble bee,

I wonder how it feels to live underground,

I wonder how it feels to live underground,

I wonder how it feels to talk without a sound,

I wonder how it feels not to be noticed by anyone,

I wonder if these creatures actually have any fun!

I wonder if all that running  makes them stop to pant,

I wonder what its like to be an Ant!

1st

By Ella Passel, age 9, The Marist Preparatory School
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The Child
The child, sitting in the corner,     

Watching, children running by.

lonley, no friends to play with.

Waiting for the bell to ring.

Listening to the childrens laughter.

Sadness, coming from deep within.

Noise from the big bad playground.

Silence, from inside her head.

Sitting, looking out the window.

Thinking about what life would be like,

If, if she had some friends.

Wondering, if her life would ever change.

The child, sitting in the corner.

A child, reaching out her hand.

Fun, playing with the children

Happy a change deep within.

2nd

Olivia Rankin Age 10, Thomas’s London Day School
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Football 
Inspires Me

Football is amusing especially when we win,

it teaches you good teamwork and lots of discipline.

Messi and Ronaldo inspire me and also R.V.P., they score 

lots of goals and play very skilfully.

When I play football I feel so alive, I kick the ball, score 

a goal and make the goal keeper dive.

I think about the players when I’m running down the line, legends aren’t born 

they’re made one practice at a time

 

3rd

 Luke Flowers, Age 8, Canon Burrows C of E Primary School
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Hand-Me-Downs

Your clothes don’t fit me.

They twist and sway whilst I swim in them

And try to cling to curves – a semblance of fitting-

But they don’t fit me.

They’re yours, you see, your hand-me-downs:

The jeans you snagged on a nail in town

Running from some place you shouldn’t have been.

A too big top, even for you,

That twists at my belly and isn’t made for me.

I am not a boy.

And these shoes seem made for slip sliding

Because my feet have never been as big as yours,

My stride has never been as sure.

Even this bag of yours,

Filled with remnants of your thoughts:

Old shrapnel pencil sharpenings

Folded into grey smudged paper

Where half-baked plans live.

You’ve painted the front with tipp-ex:

Symbols from bands I don’t like and sayings I don’t know.

Hand-
Me-Downs

1st
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There’s a hole in the corner too,

That spills out pens and pencils

And, once, a bastardised compass

That I know belongs to you.

This thing used to be your identity,

And now they say it belongs to me.

It sits on my back like a turtle shell,

It won’t fit my arms and legs because it’s not my home.

Thank you for your hand-me-downs. 

I don’t know who I am now.

Josephine Foderingham-Thompson,  Age 17, The Crypt School,
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Ode to 
the Mars Bar

Ode to 
the Mars Bar

Hail, O Mars Bar!

Unfurl your sparkling wrapper,

Reveal what is inside.

Remove your outer shell to show

The Wonder that you hide

As I tear inside the crinkles

Fill my hear with glee –

As the wrapper opens

True bliss is what I see!

The glistening, gleaming, glinting light

Reflects off your velvety face – 

Like a silent pool you shimmer

With ripples that dart and chase.

Smooth and silky, soft and shiny,

Your surface is magic to touch.

Tantalising, tempting, I’m almost pre-empting;

How I just want to eat you so much!

And as you break, a caramel snake

Slides from your heavenly mousse.

A river of gold, so sticky to hold:

I cannot resist, it’s no use!

2nd
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The child, sitting in the corner,     

Watching, children running by.

lonley, no friends to play with.

Waiting for the bell to ring.

Listening to the childrens laughter.

Sadness, coming from deep within.

Noise from the big bad playground.

Silence, from inside her head.

Sitting, looking out the window.

Thinking about what life would be like,

If, if she had some friends.

Wondering, if her life would ever change.

The child, sitting in the corner.

A child, reaching out her hand.

Fun, playing with the children

Happy a change deep within.

By Patrick Merritt, Age 12, Lanesborough School

And as you crunch, I start to munch;

With bliss my tongue you smother.

Alas, too fast, my joy is past-

I’ll have to have another!
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Surrounded 
Yet Alone

We are alike, you and I;

We walk the same earth, under the sky.

We are the same, me and you;

We are the same, but so different too.

You have friends, a family, a home,

I too am surrounded, yet I am alone.

I have no free will; you have a mind of your own,

I think – just like you – yet my thoughts are go unknown.

You look right through me, down to the floor,

And when day turns to night, I am there no more.

When we were small, you grew to love my shadowed face,

Confused when I would fade from you, into empty space.

But, after a while, you got caught up in life,

By day-to-day drama, the gossip and strife.

What’s going on, who when why and where,

Now I see clearly, you no longer care.

But still I will not leave your side:

Despite your many friends,

No other will die beside you,

Your shadow, ‘til the end.

By Emily Lewis, Age 12, St John Baptist Church in Wales High School

3rd
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Who do I talk to, when I can not sleep at night?

Who do I talk to, when I’m filled with fright?

Who do I talk to, when I’m numb to the bone?

Who do I talk to, when I feel like my empty future is set in stone?

What do I do, when horrific images fill my mind?

What do I do, when I’m mean to the only one that’s been kind?

What do I do, when unhappiness takes 

up all my time?

What do I do, when I’ve gone down to the worse just before my 

prime?

Where do I go, when the demons are in my head?

Where do I go, when the thought of home fills me with dread?

Where do I go, when I say nothing is wrong?

Where do I go, when everyone everywhere expects me to be 

strong?

When do I admit, that I’ve been feeling down all this time?

When do I say, that my best expressive 

way is a rhyme?

When do I let go, of all these negative thoughts?

When do I become free, from my hell of thoughts?

Who, What, Where, 
When, How, Why
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How do I tell someone I’m weak, if I’m the strongest person 

they know?

How can I express that I’m scared, it it doesn’t even show?

How can I say that I’m alone, if I’ve got family and friends at 

my beck and call?

How can I stand independent and strong, if I feel like I’m 

about to fall?

Why do I feel sad, when I laughed five seconds ago?

Why do I force myself to go out with friends when I feel like

 saying no?

Why do I force this smile upon my face, when 

I’m empty inside?

Why do I close myself off, when I truly have nothing to hide?

You see the Goth and the emo aren’t the only ones full of despair,

Sometimes it’s the popular, the nerdy, honestly it’s really not fair,

For you can try to escape, but once you’re in, you’re in,

If I were you, I’d find out where I’d end up by counting up my sins..

By Caitlin Butler, Age 13 , Bryn Hafren School
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The Tramp
A hunched figures sits on the ground

Leaning against a wall, not making a sound

His dirty, ragged coat is the only thing,

That keeps him warm during the cold before spring

His frame is skinny, his cheeks are hollow

His expressions are filled with hunger and sorrow

But he has a secret weapon

Which all men will easily beckon

He has hope, love, determination

He fights to avoide permanent elimination

He is the one who you should look up to 

His is a inspiration to me and you

By Caitlin MacGregor, Age 10, North Ealing Primary School
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My Mum
Mum is as soft as a bed

She is a twinkle in a rainbow

Mum is a pot of gold

She is the sun shining in the sky

Mum is a cup of cocoa by the fire

By Oliver Daniels, Age 6, Woolston CE Primary School
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The New Teacher
“Excuse me Little girl, will you help me please?”

“I don’t know where to go. I need to find some keys”.

“What kind of keys Miss are you looking for?”

“Are they for a box, a car or a door?”

“No little girl you have it all wrong,

The keys are black and white and really rather long”.

“Oh I get it now, I think I understand,

You’re looking for a key that is the size of my hand?”

“No, there are many of these keys sorry I’ve misled,

Do you have a music room or a concert hall instead?”

“Oh yes follow me it’s just down this way,

But I doubt it has a lock I really couldn’t say”

The new teacher strode in, and gave a great wide smile,

“There’s the piano, I have not played for such a while!”

By Mia Harvey, age 10, The Marist Preparatory School
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The Door
Go, open the door and brave the operation

Go, open the door and be filled with anticipation

Go, open the door and wait for the moment

Go, open the door and feel relief banish the fear

Go, open the door and finally see light after darkness

Go, open the door and relax after the soreness

Go, open the door and let the joy of being on your feet again pour in

By Malachi Reid, Age 9, Fairchildes Primary School
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Leading from 
Behind

Who determines who we shall kill?

The dreaded time when the world stands still.

Do they remember the bodies of the men and boys

The broken bits of their political toys?

I ask you to stand and see the image dear, 

One where every mother will shed a tear.

As the sun sets today on one un-holy ground,

The blood runs quietly without a sound

But tomorrow our father or brother or son,

Will be fighting for a cause that our politicians have spun.

Are they really fighting for freedom and a noble deed,

Or are they the mask of political power and greed?

In this modern day of democracy and diplomacy,

Do we want to leave primal brutality as our lasting legacy?

As one war finishes, another one starts

This is the cycle of ugliness and broken hearts.

Who holds the answers? Who holds the key?

Who can stop these wars? Is it you, or is it me?

By Sasha Lloyd Age 15,  Malvern St James Girls’ School
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The Magic of Music
My hands feel like they’re dancing as they glide across the keys

Ten fingers running rapidly moving up and down with ease

Beginning with the white notes, first middle then all the Cs, 

The deathly black notes follow in mysterious twos and threes

A major second, a minor third – there are intervals galore,

Perfect fourths and fifths, how strange, wait there are more.

Diminished sixths, augmented sevenths, my head starts feeling sore,

Phew, at last, I reach the octave as my tiny hands explore.

The notes they’re all a jumble; strange clefs called treble and bass.

Five lines on each and every stave and between each line a space.

Rhymes they help us read the music, each letter has its place,

EGBDF are the right hand lines and the spaces they spell FACE!

Semibreves, minims, crotchets, quavers – all need my attention,

Sharps and flats, then naturals too, they all deserve a mention.

Simple, compound, irregular time, such a strange invention

Entering the magical musical world takes you to a new dimension

Coming back to where I started and this instrument that we call 

The piano, with its mighty range, it has eighty eight notes in all.

Playing is often challenging because my hands are still quite small

And although practising may be boring music’s my passion overall

By Laura Alice Crooks, Age 10 , Ardingly College
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Dolphins
Listen! What’s that squeaking?

I see some dolphins sneaking.

Dolphins swimming in the deep blue sea.

Is there any room for me?

Jumping up and down

Spinning around

‘Woo hoo’ watch them go!

Diving, twisting

Amazing dolphins

Splash!

Wait I can’t see them anymore……

By Aahana Chaudhary, Age 7, Redbourn Infant & Nursery
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Holiday Poem
Smiles follow like rays of 

Sunshine coating your skin.

The only place where

Happiness is a trait not a chore.

New visitors are made to feel

A belonging within

Lands supersized from sea to 

Shore, branching with pathways

For you to explore

A state of sunshine everyday

Referred to as a paradise or so 

Some may say.

Wild life to see, so much to 

Do, that an opportunity to go seems

So out of the blue.

New accents and culture

Moulding the mind, my thoughts,

Of this wonderful before were practically blind.

Despite only being a postcard away

Life is so different, not matching the cliché.

Delicious dreams to dreary days

Despite being in here, In Florida my heart stays

By Jemima Unsworth, Age 14, The Kennet School
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Am I a Man?
Yesterday I was a boy,

Given a gun it’s not a toy.

Packed and loaded sent to the front

To fight for my country and bear the brunt

Am I a man now?

After the Somme my pals were gone,

Killed by bullet, shell and bombs

Now, I’m out here all alone

Thinking of my bed at home

Am I a man now?

Boyhood friends we played in mud,

In the Somme we played in blood.

Was I lucky to be brave,

‘Cos ‘no mans’ is now my grave

Am I a man now?

By Nathanael Cheetham, Age 10, Burry Port Community Primary School
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The Great War
Today’s my 19th Birthday

I’m old enough to fight, 

But my mammy’s crying

She says I’m not to bright

A war is going on see,

Every man has gone

I have to do my part

I told her from the start

So I say my goodbyes

And kiss her on the cheek

I promise I’ll come back

And march down the street

By Abigail Jemblett, Age 9, Burry Port Community Primary
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The Sea
Some days I am calm,

And nights I am rough,

I have the power to kill,

As I crumble away headlands and crash against rocks,

Leaving damage in my path,

My enormous jaws can pull and drag people down in

To darkness,

To be forgotten forever.

My colossal world is filled with extraordinary 

Creatures,

That follow me,

As I sweep across the land.

I will always be here,

Keeping secret islands hidden,

And amazing places never forgotten.

I am the sea.

By Lucy Phillips, Age 12, Bryn Hafren Comprehensive School
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As time Passes By
Old as the Universe

Yet young as a child

It stalks through the Urban depths

And runs in the wild

Breathes new life to infants, in hospital beds

Then takes life away from those left with the dead

Present through history,

Watching stories untold

Thousands more will unwind,

As it fails to grow old.

Slavery falls,

New orders rise.

Civilisation crumbles,

As men look to the skies.

Light emerges,

When darkness draws near.

The fires of life,

Dwindle, for here.

Dwells the external observer, passive protector.

Unstoppably caring, decisive corrector.

The lines grow ever shorter, it draws to a close.

Petals fall to the ground from the dying rose.

Those who we’ve lost, look down from on high.

As time passes by.

By Louie Powell, Age 16, The Crypt School



The Race
I need to win the race

I need to keep my pace.

I need to come first place

I need to win the race.

I’ve trained for this for weeks.

I’ve reached the highest peaks.

I’ve bruised and cut my knees.

I ran like the breeze

I  need to win the race.

I need to keep my pace.

I need to come first place.

I need to win the race.

By Sam Lagler, Age 10, Winterslow CoE Primary School
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A perfect Day
If I had to choose one day,

That it should live forever,

If I had to pluck one moment,

Out of the mists of time,

A perfect day that wouldn’t ever face,

One shining moment that would never change,

If I had this one chance,

To change the flow of time….

There’s only one day I would ever choose,

Only one day that is forever perfect,

Only one moment in the mists of time,

That is forever chosen.

Tomorrow is the day that I would choose,

The only day that is forever perfect,

The only moment I would never change,

The only day that harbours no mistakes…..

Because, you see, it hasn’t happened yet.

By Amy Began, Age 15, The Holt School
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Feeling Sad
I looked in the mirror,

What did I see?

A lost young man staring back at me,

His face is the same,

Contracted with shame,

With eyes of the deepest brown.

The glass in the mirror is shiny and clean, 

Recently polished,

It shines with a gleam.

The bedroom behind me is tidy and neat,

A bed in the middle,

And beside it a seat,

A seat I once sat in, happy and true,

And look at me now,

Lost what to do.

By George Wallin, Age 11, The Crypt School
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The television made me think

That old people were dry

Until one day I came across

My gran learning to fly

She had her goggles tightly strapped

And helmet buckled on

She ran into the field behind

And very soon was gone

She joined a group of all her friends

With crinkly delicate skin

They climbed into their aeroplanes

And took them for a spin

They dived and spun and flew up high

And even looped the loop

They raced each other through the clouds

Then came down with a swoop

They took their helmets off and grinned

Their wind swept skin all smooth

And finally they did reveal

The secret of their youth

The Secret to 
My Granny’s Youth

By Zara Alam, Age 10, Bancrofts Preparatory school
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Dreaming
A world to escape to,

A little fantasy,

A place where all is happy,

That only you can see.

You could soar the brightest skies,

Or swim the seas below,

Where imagination runs wild,

Where only you can go.

There are endless opportunities,

Adventures are waiting,

A get-away from reality,

Which only you are making.

Your brain forgets all limits,

Nothing is holding you back,

Where everything is complete,

Where there’s nothing that you lack.

Your eyes shoot open,

You’re blinded by the light

You go about your day,

And long to go back tonight.

By Megan Goodwin, Age 12, Cheam High School
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Lessons learned 
in P.E Class

Lessons learned in P.E class,

Are values that through life will last

Dress to play, and know the rules

Mind your manners. Keep your cool.

Good behaviour earns the right

To share the fun. Try as you might.

You’ll never win by cheating here.

The winners come from far and near.

They make good friends and get along

They put things back where they belong.

There’s warming up, and stretching out,

And scoring less without a pout.

Always, all ways, know the score.

And when you do, then practice MORE

Start a game by shaking hands.

Play the very best you can.

Obey the rules and share the ball.

Show respect to one and all.
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If I had to choose one day,

That it should live forever,

If I had to pluck one moment,

Out of the mists of time,

A perfect day that wouldn’t ever face,

One shining moment that would never change,

If I had this one chance,

To change the flow of time….

There’s only one day I would ever choose,

Only one day that is forever perfect,

Only one moment in the mists of time,

That is forever chosen.

Tomorrow is the day that I would choose,

The only day that is forever perfect,

The only moment I would never change,

The only day that harbours no mistakes…..

Because, you see, it hasn’t happened yet.

End a game by shaking hands.

Sportsmanship in life demands

You never gloat. You always care.

How others feel when you are there.

And scoring less without a pout.

Always, all ways, know the score.

And when you do, then practice MORE

By Umair Umarji Age 11 Smithills School
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Climbing the Volcano
I am euphoric, I have done it

Mentally strong

Physically shattered

I reach the top,

My mind overcomes it.

My body screams in pain

I am near the summit

I glimpse some snow,

I feel close to death.

My joints are ach ing,

I am gasping for breath.

The air is thin.

I am losing my power.

Painstakingly slow.

For hour upon hour

I climb and climb

Afraid of the height.

But I am not 

Hard with might

To tackle the climb

Soon I am ready.

Waiting there,

Strong and Steady

The volcano stands

By Ben Banks, Age 11, Lanesborough School
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Read from the 
bottom, as if you 
are ‘climbing’ the 
volcano yourself
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