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Christmas 2003 Round Up

Memories of the celebrations

I'm
all
alonein
an empty
forest, No-one
beside me,
standing my best.
My feet get chopped,
I'm carried away. “I want
that one.” | hear achild say.
Put in apot and dumped in a
room. Now | am shiny and sparkly
too. Flick the switch and | light up
for you. Baubles, tinsel, afairy on top.
Here comes the champagne: pop, pop,
pop. The stars up above, the presents below,
White stuff drops down, | think it's called
snow. Boxing Day has come so quick, relatives al
kisgy, it makes you sick. Kids upstairs, bored of their
toys, They’re so ungrateful, though they make no noise.
My spikes are aching, My bark is breaking, All my
needles are falling off.

Sad and lonely in atip, Now I'm
only known as ‘it'! Junk and
rubbish all around, Silence has

come, there' s no sound.

“TheChristmas Tree’
by
Bryony Cor bett
Writing competition Prize Winner
Wychwood(CE) Primary School

Christmasis behind us, but what a great set of memories we have. Thanks for your
contributions, just afew of which are captured above. We are looking forward to a
very busy year, as you will see from the “Wychwood Social Whirl” on Page 55. We
hope to see many of you at these events. Please keep your camera and note book
handy during the year to record and send in to us Wychwood highlights. That way
we will have abulging stock of shared memoriesfor later in the year!




