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| | My Verdun

I like how there is beauty in the shadows.
I like how the squirrels are funny.

I like how the leaves whistle in the wind.
Lastly, I love my Verd n!

Poem & Photo by Leland C.
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| BP My Veroun

‘ﬂ)tLtI wind whispers.

The sky sings the branches crackle.
‘The leaves fall and catch themselves on the shrubs below.
‘The air smells like cipnamon and pinecones.

‘The trees stand tall like a giraffe. Welcome to

This is my Veroum. Verdun

Poem & Photo by Leland D.
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my Uerduun 7
The squirrel flies in the air.

My Fall season tastes like a pumpkin tart
The wind howls above the air

Earth will never fall, but nature will rise
This is my Uendun.

(Photo and Poem by Gabriel
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My Verdun
The tree looks big like a whale.
Leaves are billions on the tree.
Leaves are green and orange. The color
of fruits.
The building is a library full of books. Just
like the tree is full of leaves.
This is my verdun.

Poem & Photo by Tawfiq
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My Verdun
Isee a large tree.
It makes me feel calm.
The leaves are so many different colors. They are gold,
fiery red, and warm brown.
Rough textured bark is illuminated by the sunlight
How long did this beauty take to grow?

This is my Verdun.

Poem & Photo by Brooklyn
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My Verdun

My Verdun loves animals

I see a squirrel eating a nut

He is in front of the library

He is surrounded by a field of leaves that
are red like poppies

Poem & Photo by Dalton
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My Verdun
The wild life is calming.
The squirrel peeks his head out from the tree.
The trees speak different colors.
The wind whispering, the grass shimmers a

wonderful green.
] realize how wonderful my home is.

This is my Verdun.

Poem & Photo by Connor






The leaves are orange and the sky is blue
The trees's leaves are falling and as they tumble

My Verdun

down they brush my shoulders

Cool air brushes my face

The trees stand tall and face the heavens
Nature is constant and never dies

This is my Verdun

Poem & Photo by Lea
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My Oerdion

Thhe thees stand, tall and praud,
T leaves, blewo fieely i the wind.
T binds fly ataund se Hlisifully while locking sa lavely.
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Seom & Fhata by  Jasmine







My_Verdun

One day in the woods the leaves were falling and
the grass was a beautiful light green.

The leaves were shining brighter than the sun.
Their colour was a light orange and | realized what
a beautiful area | am in.

The wind was whispering, and the sun was shining.
This is My Verdun.
(Poem & Photo by Facob







My Verdun
The tree looks like an elephant's trunk.

The squirrel runs along the branches like a car on a

race track.

The sky is blue and it reminds me of a pool.

This is my Verdun.

Poem & Photo by Blake
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My VERDUN

THE LEAVES FEEL LIKE HARD ROCKS
THE SKY I5 A PRETTY SHADE OF BLVE
I THINK THAT LEAVES ARE 50 PRETTY AS
THEY SHINE IN THE SVNLIGHT

THIS IS5 MY VERDUN

POEM + TMAGE BY KYLIE
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My verdun
The frees on the boardwalk feel caim and peaceful
The§j smell fresh but dame.
The.g sound ke kaves blowing in the wind and the
twittering of birds.
The.a remind me of some.fh'tna sweet but melancholic.
This is ry verdun,

Poem & Photo 53 Evelgne






ﬁ’* Poem & Photo by Stella
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b ‘My Verdun %@?

%,& I see a colorful leaf falling from the tree.

I feel a bug just as colorful crawling up the tree.
I smell the fresh wind blowing the leaves away.
I hear the roots of the tree growing out.

I taste the frost on my branches.

It reminds me of when I dream about nature.

This is my Verdun.







My Verdun
My Verdun has a tree.
It smells like fresh mint.

The tree makes me feel cozy.
Its dry leaves fall from the branches and

they are scattered all over the floor.

The tree protects us from the elements.
This is my Verdun.

Poem & Photo by Ollie
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My Verdun

| feel the cold breeze drifting me away into my thoughts.
| smell the minty fresh air whistling through the wind.
| see the path leading to the cold calm water.
| hear the movement of the wind moving back and forth.
This is my Verdun.

Poem & Photo by Rowan
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My Verdun

This tree reminds me of a log bridge. It's sturdy
and textured.

The air smells like hope.

The wind sounds like peace.

The leaves feel like love.

Poem & Photo by Karim
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My Verdun

A family of leaves in front of my eyes.

The leaves feel like a big bear hug.

They sound crunchy.

The leaves look like a rainbow. They are red, yellow, and brown.
)f ] were to eat them, they would taste quite sour like lemons.

Poem & Photo by Jayden
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My Verdun

Feel the rough surfaces of the crispy leaves

These beautiful pieces of art smell like the earth

Sounds of the birds chirping make me feel calm

Being in nature in Verdun reminds me of the piece that is in the

counﬁ"ysl'de
This is my Verdun

Poem & Photo by Liam
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My Verdun

Nature in Verdun feels like warmth and
happiness.

It looks like the trees never die and just keep
growing.

It smells like a flower blooming.

It tastes like the air is filled with the wonders

of nature.
It reminds me of the quiet found in the woods.

Poem & Photo by Isla
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MY VERDUN

THE TREES GROWING FEEL LIKE LIFE.
THE LEAVES SMELL LIKE NATURE.
THE GRAVEL SOUNDS CALM.
THE BIRDS LOOKS LIKE HOPE.
THE ROOTS TASTE LIKE BEAUTY.
THIS IS MY VERDUN

POEM & PHOTO BY RILEY
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My Yerdun

The tree on the Boardiwallh feels lihe cofon.
The leaves smell like
The water sounds like jcoce.
The park looks ke a palice.
My fclings s i .
This is my Uendun.

Poem & Photo by Tark
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Ny Verdun

| see A tree that looks at the sk3 all dafj

\ feel goosebumps staring at the tree

| smell wet grass with leaves hidden in it

| hear the sound of trees wh'ls‘rl'mﬁ in the wind

| taste the fresh wind blowing Jrhrouﬂ‘n the trees

It reminds me of I4ing in ry bed and dream'mﬂ about the
beautitul outdoors..it's ke a dream

This i ry verdun

Poem & Photo by Keevn
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H\j verdun

As | gaze fRom afar at the sighf of natuge, four Teees and a few

leaves soon to be below me.
Ledves fade fpom geeen to 5&“0!.0 with a %e.ling\ o¢ silk To leathee.
My vision gef's filled with many wondegs.
The smell ot summer days catches my aftention as | sit down on the
apassy cagpet.
A tlower calls to me like a Meloda. But soon | know tve&nfhing\ will
fuen info something | can pecall.
| will fopever pemember .
This is my veedun.

Yoem b Photo by Talia
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