
 

 

 By E.C. Year 12 

Every so often,   

I find words escape me.  
They sadden and madden,  
Then start to frustrate me.  
And every so often,  
I’ll meet someone new,  
To sadden and madden   
And frustrate me too.  
So every so often ,  
I have to reveal,  
Just how very angry,  
These things make me feel.  
I don’t swear, I don’t cuss,  
I won’t even curse,  
But I make up new words,  
Which I’ve put into verse…  
The first word I created,  
I believe it was stignorant,  
Is a specialist blend,  
Of stupid and ignorant.  
The second was dretin,  
And if you haven’t guessed,  
Means a dense cretin.  
It’s one of my best.  
Then came the third,  
With the birth of soblivious,  
And it’s one of my favourites,   
Meaning silly and oblivious.  
Number four was morombicil,  
Followed by wopey.  
Reserved for morons and imbeciles,  
Or half-wits that are dopey.  
The list does continue,  
To words with some zing,  
To include slool and wimple,  
(though that’s already a thing).  
So if every so often,  
You’re in need of a word,  
The likes of which no one,  
Will ever have heard,  
Explore, be inventive.  
They’re yours to create,  
And you’ll make your own insult,  
That will leave them irate.  
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By N.H. Year 9 

 
Chrysnophia is the word,   

for when the rain comes pouring down.   
For when even the slightest confrontation of the water,   

will drench your welly boots brown.   
   

And so, you sit in safety,   
covered by mountains of blankets,   

board games sit at your feet   
and flames dance, their tips frantic.  

   
It’s that cosy feeling,   

that slips from your heart to your veins.   
The idea that there’s something to stop you 

from going outside and playing.   
   

Birds shelter under bushes,   
hiding from the wrath of the clouds   

and you snuggle close to your family,   
when the rain comes pouring down.   
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