Myself

My name’s Florence
| like ballet
I am

Competitive
Butina subtle way

| go from the studio
To the stage too

Because this is what | like to do

| Was born on
stage [some people say]

| try my best

But | do it my way

But bestof all

I'm up for any challenge  any where

Bring it on

Florence, Year 6



It was too painful to watch,
So, tears blurred our eyes,
Walking past the memories,
For one last time,

Theres not much time left,
Every second my heart aching,
Tick tock tick tock,

Although,

Good byes don't last forever,
But they could,

What do you want to be ...,
Says the echoes in my head,

It's not what i want to be,

It's who i want to be,

| want to be Ava’s courage,

Isla’s bravery,

Jennifer’s kindness,

Gabija's respect,

What | want the most is to be my best friend's laughter,
What you want to be,

Is a tricky question indeed,

Jeyanisha, Year 7



