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FOREWORD
My annual poetry competition for P7’s always attracts a great deal of interest. It’s a wonderful way for children to express how they feel about where they live.  As usual the judging panel has been overwhelmed at the quality and quantity of entries.  It proves poetry remains a popular way to communicate.  It also demonstrates how talented Glasgow’s children are.  Each child’s poem is unique and celebrates their personal relationship with the city.  The judging panel is thrilled at the standard and variety of work submitted.  It’s been challenging to choose the winner and runners-up.  

I hope you enjoy reading these very special poems, share our delight in them and that the theme, My Place, resonates with you.
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Councillor Sadie Docherty

Lord Provost of Glasgow

RO-RÀDH
Tha an fharpais bàrdachd bhliadhnail agam do sgoilearan P7 an-còmhnaidh a’ tarraing mòran ùidhe.  Is e dòigh mhìorbhaileach a th’ ann air cothrom a thoirt do chlann taisbeanadh mar a tha iad a’ faireachdainn mun àite sa bheil iad a’ fuireach.  Mar as àbhaist, tha am pannal breithneachaidh air a bhith air am mòr-thoileachadh leis an àireamh agus càileachd nan tagraidhean.  Tha e a’ dearbhadh gu bheil bàrdachd fhathast na slighe èifeachdach air conaltradh. Tha e a’ taisbeanadh cuideachd cho tàlantach ’s a tha clann Ghlaschu.  Tha dàn gach pàiste gun choimeas agus a’ comharrachadh an dàimh pearsanta fhèin leis a’ bhaile.  Tha am pannal breithneachaidh air leth toilichte leis an ìre agus am measgachadh de dh’obair a chuireadh a-steach.  ’S e fìor dhùbhlan a bh’ ann am prìomh bhuannaiche a thaghadh agus na buannaichean uile.  

Tha mi an dòchas gun còrd e ribh a bhith a’ leughadh nan dàn shònraichte seo, a’ roinn an toileachais a th’ againn annta agus gum bi an tèama, An t-Àite Agam Fhèin, a’ dùsgadh cuimhneachain dhuibh.

[image: image5.png]



An Comhairliche Sadie Docherty
Àrd-Phròbhaist Ghlaschu
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MESSAGE FROM JIM CARRUTH

GLASGOW POET LAUREATE

I don’t know what we expected this year in The Lord Provost’s Poetry Prize but we were overwhelmed by the quantity and quality of the 
poems submitted.  More schools entered than ever before and with around 1,000 entries from Primary 7 pupils it was our biggest response yet.  That of course means more poems to judge but that is never a burden.   I love reading poetry.  I was particularly taken by poems which took fresh
and unexpected approaches to this year’s theme “My Place”.  Some of those poems which brought something of their own imagination to the table are among those shortlisted in this booklet. 

Once again it was a very difficult task to pick a small handful of winners but eventually we had to make the final decision.  Hopefully the poems that follow in this booklet give you a small flavour of the type of creativity that young people across this city are displaying.  Both parents and teachers should be very proud. 

For all those who took part in the competition - don’t let the journey of reading and writing end here - I would love to think that a future Glasgow Laureate took part in this year’s Lord Provost’s competition.  Good luck with all your future adventures in reading and writing.

Jim Carruth

Glasgow Poet Laureate 

TEACHDAIREACHD BHO JIM CARRUTH
PRÌOMH BHÀRD GHLASCHU 

Chan eil mi cinnteach dè bha sinn a’ sùileachadh am-bliadhna ann an Duais Bàrdachd an Àrd-Phròbhaist ach bha sinn air ar mòr-iongnadh leis an uimhir de dhàin agus càileachd nan dàn a thàinig a-steach.  Ghabh barrachd sgoiltean pàirt na a-riamh roimhe agus le timcheall air 1,000 tagradh bho sgoilearan Prìomh 7, b’ e an àireamh a bu mhotha a-riamh.  Tha sin a’ ciallachadh ge-tà gu bheil barrachd dhàin rim breithneachadh ach chan e uallach mòr sam bith a tha sin.  Is fìor thoil leam a bhith a’ leughadh bàrdachd.  Bha mi gu h-àraid air mo ghluasad le dàin a chleachd altan ùra agus gun dùil le cuspair na bliadhna-sa, “An t-Àite Agam Fhìn”.  Tha cuid de na dàin sin a thug thugainn beagan de am mac-meanmhainn fhèin am measg iadsan a tha air a’ gheàrr-liosta san leabhran seo.

Ach a-rithist, b’ e obair glè dhuilich a bh’ ann dòrlach beag de bhuannaichean a thaghadh ach aig a’ cheann thall bha againn ri co-dhùnadh deireannach a dhèanamh.  Tha sinn an dòchas gun toir na dàin a tha a’ leantainn san leabhran seo, blasad beag dhuibh den t-seòrsa cruthachalachd a tha daoine òga air feadh a’ bhaile-mhòir seo a’ taisbeanadh.  Bu chòir don dà chuid pàrantan is tidsearan a bhith glè mhoiteil. 

Dhaibhsan uile a ghabh pàirt san fharpais - na leigibh leis an turas leughaidh is sgrìobhaidh agaibh stad an seo - bheireadh e fìor thoileachas dhomh a bhith a’ smaoineachadh gun do ghabh Prìomh Bhàrd Ghlaschu san àm ri teachd, pàirt ann am farpais na bliadhna-sa de Dhuais an Àrd-Phròbhaist. Gach soirbheachadh le ur tursan leughaidh is sgrìobhaidh san àm ri teachd. 

Jim Carruth

Prìomh Bhàrd Ghlaschu 
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Travelling through my Home Easterhouse
Erin travelled to the funky Easterhouse F.A.R.E.,

On a bumpy, rocky, red and silver rocket.

Zooming through the gigantic yellow building,

Observing the playful people running around like mischievous monkeys.

Erin skimmed to Easterhouse Parish Church,

On a fantastically fierce tiger scowling its great white teeth.

Glaring at the bright beautiful stained glass windows,

Trying not to disturb the peaceful people praying.

Erin soared to Easterhouse Auchinlea Park,

In an amazing black and blue helicopter.

Its engine roared as the pilot searched for the great big lake,
And satisfied landed on long green grass with the quiet swans swimming.

Erin rushed to the Easterhouse Vue Cinema on a tall giraffe,

Its looonnnng neck getting caught in screen curtains.

Every so often stopping to eat the yellow sweet popcorn.

Finally settling to watch the humorous movie.

By Erin Crichton, Primary 7a, Oakwood Primary School
Being a Baby
At my mum’s belly I hear a lot of noise
There is a lot of music that is not my choice

I kick her to get her attention

But she just rubs her belly to calm my tension.

When my mum lies down, it’s like a park

It is really fun, it touches my heart 
I keep growing and so does my place

I love my mum’s belly, there is plenty of space!

I want to get out; I want to see the world

I want to see my mum without any words

I can’t wait for light to come to my eye

I’m going to see love in first sight.

It has been 8 months since my mum has been screaming
I try to run, I keep leaping

I’ll just sleep tight and lean on her for today

Yes, I guess it will make my day.

By Sandra Diogo, Primary 7, St Maria Goretti Primary School
An t-Àite Agam Fhèin 
Tha an t-Àite agam fhèin
Cho dòigheil ri dealan-dè

Cho sona ri bròg, bròg bhrèagha ge-tà

Tha an t-Àite agam fhèin 

Le abhainn is uisge gorm gleansach

Cho tarraingeach ri bobhla mòr reòiteag

Tha an t-Àite agam fhèin 

Is stèisean trèana sgoinneil

Iad cho luath ri tunnagan beaga

Tha an t-Àite agam fhèin 

Cho fliuch is fuar mar a’ mhuir

Ach is toil leam e

Tha an t-Àite agam fhèin 

Le sgoiltean sunndach,

Sunndach sgoinneil, soirbheachail snasail.

Tha an t-Àite agam fhèin 

Le fuaim mar a’ ghaoth

A’ ghaoth a’ bualadh làidir

Tha an t-Àite agam fhèin 

Le Ceàrnag Sheòrais a’ deàlradh

Anns an Dùbhlachd le solais.

Tha an t-Àite agam fhèin 

Glaschu agus ’s e Glaschu

An t-Àite agam fhèin 
Le Isabel Driscoll, Bun-sgoil Ghleann Dail
My Place: Listen …
Listen … 
Can you hear that?

The crash, crash crashing

Of the waves against the rocks.

Listen … 

Can you hear that?

The swish, swish swishing

Of the wind whistling through the trees.

Listen … 

Can you hear that?

The squelch, squelch squelching

Of the sodden terrain.

Listen …

Can you hear that?

The crack, crack crackling

Of the roaring fire.

Listen … 

Can you hear that?

The sizzle, sizzle sizzling

Of the fish in the frying pan.

Listen … 

Can you hear that?

Silence.
By Howie Gardner, Primary 7A, Scotstoun Primary School

My Place
My mind is mine for no one to see,

It is used every day it was made for me

If I am ever in trouble or lonely and scared,
I go to my mind it will always be there.

A dream-like place where every thing is right.  
Even when it’s dark it shows me the light.  
It’s most important any time 
Like right now writing this sentimental rhyme.

What happens in it is all about me 
Like secrets and ideas thankfully only I have the key.

I make great cakes, three minutes it takes

And Mary Berry scoffs my bakes.

Although I wish my brain was bigger and large
It’s perfect size for me.  
I’ll make connections as I grow 
The more I try the more I know.  
My mind is with me, it is mine for all time.

By Emilie Kelso, Primary 7, Antonine Primary School

My Favourite Place
There is a place,

Where I can do anything,

Be anything,

Will be anything.

Somewhere where I am happy,

Possibilities anywhere,

Everywhere,

and I can play till dawn,

Explore forever,

Everlasting journeys waiting to be found.

Fly like the majestic phoenix,

Run like the soaring wind,

And be an endless possibility.

My favourite place is my imagination!
By Tristan McLellan, Bankhead Primary School 
