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Nature is Gmatcr ‘Ibrougb the Eyesofa
(Creater i

. Moss has no thoughts yet it walks across rocks. ! 5
% It looks to flowers surronding its rock and shares its warmth ’ i
' but never talks.
1 ‘The moss feels the rain and the coldness within, but it looks to
the warmth in the wind.
' Tven though the moss can not talk, it tastes and smells what
( _ we cannot.
b &

‘Poem & Photo by Abby
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i The Distance Tree

| I feel the wind blowing me to another dimension.

| I feel the earth moving eastwards and dragging me
“ every minute. oy
I see the leaves flying to space and the bushes moving A

my branches, accompanied by my grandma'’s perfume.
I taste the cold rain drops on my moss.
I hear a bird chirping to find its egg, which fell on the

!
happily.
I smell the fragrance of the fresh wind blowing dirt on
\,
' soft, green grass.
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¢ Poem & Photo by Deborah
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The Fine Blades of Grass

I feel the leaves fall on to me.
41 1 smell the decomposing leaves falling on my carpet.

3 \ I see the bright blue sky.

’,_ '_ﬁ

+ I taste the cold winds.

., 1feel the wind blow through me.
- I'smell the dirt under me.

* Isee the white fluffy clouds.

; I taste the dirt on me.

> BN Wy
SO AL L (G







The Talkmg Tree
WY My view of nature's colours amaze me.
4 The children playing at my feet bring daily joy.
i The smell of decomposing leaves announces a change of
7 season,
({ The wind blows through my branches and it introduces me

to the scent of my neighbour's cooking.

' | taste the fresh crispy breeze and the cold winds blowing
1 J, my leaves.

i «} | feel sad. My leaves are dying and my body becomes bare.
b
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Poem & Photo by Avery
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b ‘Winter is Coming '*;"
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-\1‘: sl 1 91 were a squirrel 1 would watch the trees as they float E Y
) i the wind Jrom one side to another. e ? ‘ ,
k\:\* 1 would smell the flowers around me. 7 ' '/;

\ ‘; 1 would feel the wind on my fur while 1 climb up trees. : Vgl

\ ﬁ'\! As the time goes by 9 fear bunger. "R

The longer 1 wait the colder it gets. Until the spow B

ﬁm comes down 200 I get to est.
Y
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~i« ‘Photo and Poem by Damek
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Pine's Afternoon

I feel my pine cones and leaves taking off.
I smell my dinner as it falls and saturates me.
Animals go up and down my trunk.
The storm clouds clear,
allowing me to view beauty and
I taste my sunny desert.

Poem & Photo by Sasha
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A a Leaf's | @uu‘wﬁve

W T was o sunny day and the Erces were (iled with leaves.

} The swecksca of fooers was diiting in h i and howaghess wens v,

. The maple €ree, my home, was Big & yellow. I see some of my fellow leaves Eumble

. down and T think, "USH0 I soon follow?”

A Immmmww%mrmwmehwmﬁww
, chage andbig he frce.

1 sauw the aqinvels and a sy 50 8lue. T €asted the earnth and he vain dnoplets £oo.
Y| T haaed ho binds chinping and singing cuvay. T loohod p and s a Bnd famll Uoohing
2o

(1

f»'i\ Sm&yamﬂﬂﬂem%rm&wm.mdoﬁ%ﬂm»uwﬂﬂew,mﬁifwﬂ&
‘P" @m&?ﬁo&ﬂymacﬁeuae

T——

VR0, 1T DRSS So\RRE R a ¢ (R G







When Grass Speaks

I look up and I see the bright sunny sky.
I feel the shoes walking on my bright green surface.
'S "' I feel the cold wind blowing passed my face.
A \I Every time it rains I feel and taste the cold little droplets.
(‘l I smell the fresh soil beneath me.
3
!

" snow comes it's my time to fade away.

~I

‘1’
3
‘«4 4~ Poem & Photo by Robyn

—

Enjoy every moment that I am still here because when the cold,
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The Squirrels W

I live high above the trees and love all the nature that I
see. [ see so many things from high above!

. 1can see fields of gold, red, and orange all around.

2 1 can see the sunshine through the branches of trees.
I can smell the earthy soil in the grass.

I feel the cold breezy wind on my fur.

I see the leaves beginning to curl as the winter
approaches.

) So much to see when you are high above in the trees.
(‘ 4 Nature...it's peaceful, refreshing, and calming.

o

Poem & Photo by Evelyne L.
‘h'ﬁ '

.

AR AR LS o BN e SRR o




A &
Vos

AL

5 [N T




!m AL e LERR LN b T I A S R

i THE CALM TREE

. [ SEE THE RED, YELLOW, AND ORANGE LEAVES
BENEATH ME .
I SMELL THE FRESH, BLOWING WIND AND EARTHY

Y
b

!

GRASS. :

? I TASTE THE BITTER DIRT AND THE COLD
" DROPLETS OF RAIN.

! I FEEL THE SQUIRRELS CLIMB UP MY BARK.

S. [ SEE CHILDREN FILLED WITH JOY RUNNING ALL
* AROUND ME. q

POEM & PHOTO BY SIMON
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A Bird's Home Wk
Chirp, Chirp | am a beautiful bird.
iy L am flying freely.

. High above | see such beauty. | see flowers, frees, squirrels, and fading green grass below.
' linhale fresh oxygen info my tiny lungs and | am refreshed.
| feel the cold rain on my beak and feathers.
When | finally land, | touch many branches, leaves, and rocks.
% L | look up from the ground and see the giant frees towering over me.
) " | see that the frees are now bare as all the leaves have fallen.
( J' s now much colder and | must prepare for winter.

Y5 Letme take flight once again and enjoy nature's gifts while | can.

,'{ Poem & Photo by Jayden
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Squabbling Squirrels

% The squirrels in the park are squabbling for acrons.
They love to eat acrons all month long.

Happy thoughts of hibernation flood their minds.
They approach as children call them over.

They are curious to see what treats they will be

" given.

‘;1 I laugh as I watch several squirrels run and chase
(Z each other.

Y Oh how they squabble!

§
y1 Poem by Oliver
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A Tree Full of Life »

W/ 1feel happy and calm.

A 1stand tall but sway when there's strong winds.

My brothers and sisters surround me. We all have multiple
1 colors as the season has begun to change.

X\ I smell earthy tones as the morning dew dampens the soil.
" Ifeel cold as the cool winds blow through me. They shake my
branches and my leaves fall.

+ The soft leaves brush past me as they land on the ground.
“} I could hear children laughing as they play all around me.
? L-.‘ I taste the rain falling from above.

( ¥, . I'miss the hot sun that would warm me.

v .14 Frost now begins to form on me.

Poem & Photo by Damian
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Exploring Riverview Park

. Green grass, a brown leaf, and a big gray rock.
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' So many colors just relax and imagine them all. Which colour do you embody?

. Sharp, tall, wide, branches sway in the wind.
\ Gray, dark, cloudy sky. You look like you might cry.

# ~ Isit upon the rock and feel its texture. It's cold, rough and gritty texture makes

me think about how it got here. Everything has its place.

\
- -

1%

i » Appreciate nature. Lay down in grass and look around you and see the beauty of '

; " the fading yellow leaves. (:q
Poem & Picture by Cayden | ‘
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The Withering IL.eaf

\ =,1\ ... I smell the seasonal change.

AN ‘?‘ I fall toward the brown, muddy soil.

+ @ 1 feel the warm, yellow sun’s rays.

It takes all the moisture from my serface.

% 1long for the rain.

\\ I see people stepping on other crunchy leaves.

i 1 see other dead brown leaves falling from

, branches and the blue day sky turning into black
“* night.

~ Itaste the rubber soles weighing heavily on me.
. Tbegin to taste cold, white snow melting on top of
me.

It is my time to sleep.

Poem & Photo by Mako

1 NRLRSTRET SRR e v R R







=~ Iamtall like a skyscraper.
- My roots are like my veins, they feed me all my
A nutrients.

- I feel the wind moving my arms.

I see my crispy leaves falling on the wet grass

'\ below.

I feel rain flowing down my truck.

h I see kids having fun.
I have emotion like you. I am proud to be a tree.

R

Poem & Photo by Tyler
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Nature = Beauty

‘ ‘ Nature is free look at this beautiful tree
, Nature is free look at this beautiful

~ Nature is free look at this beautiful

| | Nature is free look at these beautiful

Nature is free look at the beautiful | {0
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