11 - The Parish Magazine of Rivenhall and Silver End – July 2003


BEAUTY OF ENGLAND

There is something about her beauty

That makes her stand alone,

For she holds a thousand secrets,

And is a magic deep and unknown.

She is made of Cornish Beaches,

ice cream that cools you down

She gallops in waves of white horses,

Dressed in a foaming white crown.

She is the gentleness of a newborn lambs,

Stumbling in fields of green,

She is the princess of the budding rose,

The blooming tulip queen.

Her smile becomes the summer sun,

Softly falls in golden rays.

She is the calmness of deep blue skies,

The lazy summer days.

Her hair becomes the golden leaves,

Cascading ever down

Her lips are hot with red bonfires,

Her voice the autumn sounds.

Her breath becomes the cold air,

Which makes you long to stay in your beds

Her cheeks are leaves, sprinkled with ice,

Her eyes are frosted spider webs.

Her heart is filled with Christmas,

Of hot dinners and quality streets,

She loves the snow-covered grounds,

The special Christmas treats.

But her soul is made of water,

Her soul was meant to cry

Her soul is moist and soaking,

With rain that can never die.

Emma Hinds (aged 14)


