CLEAN AIR WEEK

Dear Reader,
I am delighted to present this Clean Air Week Poetry Booklet which is a selection of
poems from our Clean Air Week Poetry Competition 2020. We had a hard time
shortlisting the entries and finally choosing the two winners due to the huge number of
entries from schools all around the country. I hope that you enjoy reading their
wonderful work and take inspiration from their words and reflections.
The journey to school is a big part of our everyday routine. As we rush to get out of the
door it can be easy to miss an opportunity for reflection on this daily trip. The time spent
on the way to school is a perfect time to notice what is happening in our communities,
watch the seasons change, and improve our physical and mental wellbeing.
The Green-Schools Travel Programme is dedicated to ensuring that the journey to
school will be remembered as a positive and meaningful time in the lives of young
people and their families. We were delighted to hear the joyful voice of the children in
their poetry, but we also share the concern for our future and the need to act on
Climate Change that students expressed in their words.
I congratulate all winners and participants, thank them for their creativity and for sharing
a piece of their inner world with the rest of our Green-Schools community. Please, take
time to enjoy the poems in this booklet and reflect on their message.
Jane Hackett,
Green-Schools Senior Programme Manager

Clean Air Week Poetry Competition 2020
Many of us walked and cycled more than ever before during 2020. During this time people grew
more aware of air quality and the difference that increased numbers of people walking and cycling
can make to the air around us. For Clean Air Week 2020 we wanted to give students and their
families time and space to reflect on the simple pleasures of a walk or cycle to school and to turn
this reflection into poetry or spoken word. The Clean Air Week Poetry Competition engaged both
primary and secondary school students in creative writing in the general theme of sustainable
travel.
The theme for the competition chosen for Primary Schools focused on the journey to school and
wanted to hear students’ voices and their reflections. There were three themes that served as
inspiration:
Mindful Walking (to or from school): What do I see? What do I hear? What do I smell?
What do I feel? What do I think?
School Odyssey: Journey to school as a hero’s journey
Nature’s perspective: What could nature, animals, insects think of us and the way we travel to school
Secondary School students were invited to focus on spoken word pieces that would touch on
different aspects of the following Sustainable Development Goals and personal reflection on their
journey to school:
Health and Wellbeing
Sustainable Cities and Communities
Climate Action
Reduced Inequalities
The competition was officially launched during the Green-Schools Travel Conference on November
18, 2020 by spoken word artist Sasha Terfous with her poem titled “My Promise”. Sasha also chose
the final winners of the competition.

Primary School Winners
Nicholas Kirby, Scoil Realt na Mara, Kerry (overall winner)
Beatrix Conway, Kiltartan NS
Mia Mc Allen, Kiltartan NS
Yasmin Kelly, Filemore N.S.
Leah Gibson, Castlepollard Parochial School
James Tetlow, Claregalway ETNS
Felix Roe, Killiney NS
Oisin Curran, Ratoath NS
Zara Jayne Collins, Ratoath NS
Timofei Hrapelman, Kilcoole PS

Secondary School Winners
Josh Oyiki, Athlone CC (overall winner)
Beth Thomas–Irwin, Loreto Foxrock
Darragh Casey, Causeway CS
Mary Reidy, Causeway CS
Jane McCormack, Ursuline College
Millie Ryan, Ursuline College
Siofra Pamplin, Ursuline College

Primary School ENTRIEs
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When I rode to School one day,
A thought and feeling came my way.
I thought of what the world would be,
With only renewable energy.
I saw how our planet and our sea,
Is being polluted carelessly.
I heard the zooming cars go by,
And heaved a long and heavy sigh.
I imagined that the trees could speak,
What they’d say and how they’d weep.
I smelt the air and felt the shame,
I knew the humans were to blame.
We’re losing our future,
We’re giving it away.
But let’s not lose hope,
That’s not our way.
Nicholas Kirby (Age 11)
4th Class Scoil Realt na Mara, Tuosist, Killarney, Co Kerry.
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The bees are buzzing around the flowers,
Collecting all the nectar – it must take hours!
As the walk to school is resumed
I spot a pony being groomed.
When I pant and puff up the steep hill,
I hear the sound of water rushing through the mill.
A horse gallops through the lush green field,
A bird perches on a sign that says “yield”!
Cows graze lazily in a meadow,
Occasionally letting out a very soft low.
A boat bobs on the still clear water.
Cows in the shed getting fattened for slaughter.
Clean air out here is not really a problem
A breath of unclean air is very, very seldom.
I wave to a lady sitting on a chair shaped like a spool
I see all this and more on the old worn path to school
By Mia Mc Allen (Age 11)
5th Class Kiltartan National School, Gort, Co. Galway
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It is still
Until…
The broom broom of the car
Scares a squirrel up my trunk
My leaves fall
Smiley faces pass
And noisy wheels
Go into the mist.

By Beatrix Conway (Age 7)
1st Class Kiltartan National School, Gort, Co. Galway
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It’s eight in the morning,
And it’s as bright as can be,
The family are getting up for a cup of tea.
It’s nine on the dot and I flutter my wings,
I know they are about to gather their things.
They are heading out the door,
Stampede on the floor.
They hop into the car,
I hear the engine roar.
I flutter my wings through the clean air.
I know there is no time to spare.
Keep the air clean for your feathered friends.
I hope this air pollution ends.
By Yasmin Kelly (Age 12)
6th Class Filemore N.S. Kerry
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I prefer to walk to school instead of taking the car
My dad and I always talk, the journey is not far.
In the summer I might decide to cycle instead
But for now I prefer to walk, it helps to clear my head.
I walk to school regardless of whether it is sunny or raining
Ah! It’s raining, I should really start running.
Be like me, walk to school, help save the environment
And even better, it won’t even cost a single cent!
By Leah Gibson
4th Class Castlepollard Parochial School

I walk to school each day,
From September the leaves sway
Falling with the conkers every day,
We gather conkers in a race,
Running and jumping all over the place.
The worms and beetles peep up to see
What we are doing around the trees
As we skip to school on the crunchy leaves.
By Óisin Curran (Age 8)
2nd Class Ratoath JNS

/@9L 9 *G:AF +==K
I am a robin, my name is Pip
I am looking down from my little nest.
I see strange things, I see them every day
Walking down the road and
They are constantly chatting.
I believe they are going to a place called ‘for-pop’
Or ‘school’ as the creatures call it.
In school they learn I think.
The leaves begin to change colour
And then these big things
Fly by, and release this grey thing.
I fly in, and go away.
It smells smokey and horrible.
Why do they use cars
Instead of walking?
By James Tetlow (Age 9)
3rd Class, Claregalway Educate Together
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I’m walking to school,
Some others might drive,
They might be sleepy,
But I feel alive.
The school is opening,
So I know I am early.
I have arrived,
I am the first one in surely.
Now I’m in class I feel good.
That’s why I get up in the morning
And walk to school like I should.
Felix Roe (10 years old)
4th class Glenageary Killiney NS, Co. Dublin.
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Listen to the breeze
As it blows through the trees.
It is very fresh
As the toddlers walk to creche.
Inhale it deep down
From the clouds to the ground.
It is needed for all
For those big and for those small.
If we all play our part
Come on let’s make a start!!
By Zara Jayne Collins (Age 8)
2nd Class Ratoath JNS
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Hello! My name is Robbie.
I am Timofei’s school bag.
There’s a story I want to tell you about myself.
It’s fun, a little cheeky, it’s like nothing else.
Today I woke up in a cheery mood,
And waited for a box that’s full of food,
A giant bottle that’s filled to the brim
To be put in me, all just for him.
I grab the books, the pens, the homework folder,
Jump on his back, and off I go.
I gallop up the street while sitting on his shoulders.
Today we're gonna have some fun - I know!
Most days we walk to school - it’s fun!
First, meeting Louis, Roberts, Alessandro by the Centra.
A quick hello, high five, a wink, and off we run.
We can’t be late - Ms Philbin has a big agenda.

In school we learn about the ozone layer,
The count of buses, cars is on the rise.
We make a pledge to treat nature with care
In order to reduce that carbon dioxide.
I love to chat to all the other bags
That come to our 6th Class Orange.
We joke, we laugh, we make some funny noise,
And everyone is cool, and nobody is boring.
The bell for end of day rings loud.
We all jump up and quickly run for door.
“The freedom!” someone shouts so proud.
It’s time to drop into Post Office candy store!
And once again I’m jumping up and down
While sitting on my trusted master’s back.
Forget the cars -- we’ll run around the town
Enjoying wind and sun, until it’s pitch dark.
by Timofei Hrapelman
Kilcoole Primary School

SECONDARY School ENTRIEs

Two sycamore seeds soaring through the air,
one lost in the wind, found in despair,
one steadfast, mighty, galloping as a horse
,found fortune and luck ridden in his course.
Lost in the world with nowhere to go,
All on his own, tos-sed and thrown,
“Good things come in time” a fib he told
himself patiently waiting, twisting and turning.
Struggling when gliding, frowning while moaning.
The savage storms and vicious winds traversed,
until all hope was lost and landed, him cursed.
In dretched marsh, drowning and dying.
In a deathbed of mud, doleful we mourn,
A pitiful sight of which we scorn.
Poor sycamore seed could’ve been so much more
A plight so forced unable to take flight,
of what could have been; this wrong not right.

Rich sycamore seed will thrive be grand, be strong,
Be tall a tree who will have faced nothing wrong
Of a wealth so fortunate; a life gotten by chance,
knew not of strife, ignorant in his stance.
Poor sycamore seed woke up revived
Of renewing winds marvellous in his eyes,
Poor too became rich, now landed graciously
For now known to him was a life extr’ordin’ry.
We see two paths: one straight, one crooked
Outwardly similar, differing in nature.
By Josh Oyiki (Age 15)
3rd Class Athlone Community College
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As I walk along the bridge to school, I look at the horizon, my view hindered by towering
business buildings and billows of thick smoke.
I throw my gaze down onto the road below, in hopes of a more desirable view – and all I see are
the fuel guzzlers below,
and full to the max, only a few.
I ponder on my studies of places less fortunate than our own – the west of Ireland labelled as
areas of “poor physical landscape” and lacking in “economic growth”.
I long for the fresh air and green grass – simply a better life.
However, Ireland has the 4th highest prevalence of asthma worldwide and yet; we still pump
toxins into our skies.
When I talk with my elders about my concerns for the environment's health, I’m pushed off and
told “Well I don’t have to worry sure, I’ll be dead myself”.
Government officials and people of authority look at our generation with blank faces. “We’re
hysterical and dramatic” but we have every right to be
– we have lost our patience.
We have lost faith in the very people who promised wise investments. Instead of putting
procedures in place for the danger that lies ahead, they were too busy exploring our future in
outer space, or life on mars instead.

Ask the millions of Japanese who experience heavy earthquakes or extreme rainfall, or
the Germans who suffer in dreadful heatwaves, or the endangered Madagascan species
whose existence are at risk.
Ask them what they think of these valuable investments. Tigers and lions, rhinos and
giraffes will be to my children what dinosaurs and megalodon were to me; nothing but
an animal of dreams, of story books and tv.
It seemed like we had forever, after UN officials warned us, but as rapidly as wildfires
ravaged through California and Australia, they’ve vanished already.
Now we only have 10 years to reduce the irreparable damage we have caused our
homes. 10 years – 5,256,00 minutes – 175,333 car journeys – 10,950 days in school.
Our lives are like the disposable cups and plastic bags that line the streets – they were
useful when we wanted them to be, and now they been exchanged in return for bigger
buildings, and faster cars and economic productivity.
We are focused now on coronavirus, a pandemic which spread across the world,
But what if we humans are actually the virus to our earth?
By Beth Thomas - Irwin (Age 16)
TY Group 4E in Loreto College Foxrock, Dublin 18

I walk to school through a beautiful garden
While you all drive in your cars and buses.
You say it’s too hard to stop producing carbon,
But if you tried maybe you’d find
That it isn’t, you’re just looking behind.
Behind at the past when we burned fossil fuel
Because we didn’t know it was so cruel.
We didn’t realise the future impact,
But now, trees are burning, icecaps are melting,
Seas are rising, and animals are dying.
There is still time to turn around to prevent climate change.
We can buy electric cars and use less fossil fuel,
Don’t travel as often, have business calls on Zoom,
And use renewable energy that doesn’t produce fume
There is still time to teach this in our classroom.
By Jane McCormack,
Ursuline Secondary School, Thurles, Co. Tipperary

Gender inequality,
There is such a thing,
Very unfair rights,
And a lot of judging.
Unfair treatment,
There is such a thing,
People getting beat,
And children crying.
Climate change,
There is such a thing,
Polar caps are melting,
And the sea is rising,
Acid rain,
There is such a thing,
Destroying animals’ homes,
Causing a lot of pain.
These are just a few,
Of the weird things happening to me,
To us……
And to you.
By Darragh Casey (Age 12)
Causeway Community School, Co. Kerry
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Out of the car, slam the door,
Bus standing still, hums, eye watering fumes,
Sit down, we wait, engine still running,
The rest arrive, they sit,
Roar, puff of the engine a grey cloud, just one,
Of millions up, rising,
To our sick almost terminal atmosphere,
But possible remedy or cure coming,
The hands of the young to save.
We drive on, passing the rocks that barricade,
The increasingly rising river, a wrapper floats by.
We reach the crossroads the hills of my Upperchurch home go by,
Next to us a single use plastic bottle handed over,
Just one of many to end up in landfill,
Covering our land like a duvet.
Even with 150 species extinct each day,
There is still room for change, a chance to reverse,
This environmental curse.

We have the solution, just need everyone to try,
So future generations have a chance at a wonderful life.
We pull up at the last stop, square of the town,
Roadworks, buses, lorries,
But amiss all of this,
Children scooting, children running to catch friends who speed past on bikes.
Adults drive in a stress to work and operate massive machinery,
We need to save our planet, so future animals and humans can stand it.
The children must know they have the potential cure.
But this planet we call Earth is our home,
So, don’t sit around and wonder,
In 20 years', time what you could have done,
Instead think of the action you took that brought us to the end,
And why we won..
By Siofra Pamplin,
Ursuline Secondary School, Thurles, Co. Tipperary
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We are awake, we are angry, climate action, global warming, the least of all your fears
All of you who don’t believe are blocking up your ears
You just can’t take it in, you don’t understand our cries
Well, we’ve had enough of it, enough of all your lies
Everyone who knows the truth, help us stand up high
Clean our air, save the earth, like Superman we’ll fly
Cut out evil gases, including CO2
Our bravery will stop global warming spreading like the flu
Why pollute our rivers, why block out the sun?
Don’t you want your children to grow up having fun?
Travelling on the way to school each and every day
Luxury cars, four-wheel drives seem to lead the way

Rivalry, judgement and inequality
We could do without this in our community
So, come on everybody, get on your walking shoes,
Stop all the smoke factories coz cars cause problems too.
Let’s get healthy, on your bike! Feel the fresh, clean air.
We need to mind each other to show we really care.
Cycling, recycling, EVs needed too,
reduce emissions, plant some trees and make your home be too.
We don’t care what you say, we’re not giving up,
Because this is our home and can’t just reconstruct.
So if you’re with us be prepared,
Give your reasons, don’t be scared.
You can’t stop us save the world.
Our voices will be loudly aired.
By Mary Reidy (Age 13),
Causeway Community School, Co. Kerry

     



In all my 13 years of life not once have I slept a slept a full wink’s night
The more I think
The more I ponder
I wonder if we’ll ever go under
Underneath the barrier set to protect and care for the earth and the rest.
The rest is a people, the rest is the world
And that’s all thanks to the warm and the cold.
The change in our climate is a huge threat
Yet, we move on without even a fret.
Sooner or later it will swallow us up and the world will be stuck in the flaming hot mess
and stress we’ve created.
We will no longer be reigning this earth,
Instead we will be shaming and blaming others for what has happened.
We have abandoned this earth so rapid that soon the birds, trees and seas will be acid.
Need I saw much more or will you chose to ignore?
Once again from the warnings you’ve been given,
it’s time to mend and spend more time in this earth.

Henceforth you and many should know already that there is no more earths.
The earth is worth so much more,
And we the people are wrecking the barrier we’ve set.
The Paris Agreement is decent, but still very recent.
The treatment towards this agreement is an underachievement.
Imagine, rather than sitting and quitting on this earth,
If we worked as a team and managed to immerse ourselves into a rebirth of earth,
Where instead of dead life and animals we have redeemed ourselves to where the earth
is prepared to defend
and even comprehend what we the people have done.
We will upload and transcend our expected limit to live on this earth,
which will be filled with life and biodiversity.
We will excel at saving the earth if we simply step up, stand out and speak for the rest of
our planet about reusing, recycling and using our energy in a sustainable and renewable
way.
But until then, the earth may forgive and the earth may forget.
But soon we will regret not having the respect our earth deserves.
Just as the Cree Indian proverb says, only when the last tree has died and the last river
been poisoned and the last fish been caught, we will realise we can not eat money.
By Millie Ryan (Ae 13)
Ursuline Secondary School, Thurles

The aim of the annual campaign is to raise awareness of air pollution and to take action to reduce air
pollution at the school gate. Students can make a pledge to #BeatAirPollution by asking – Is there a
‘clean air’ alternative to making this journey by car? Can I walk or cycle?

Why are we focusing on air pollution?
Nitrogen oxides – or NOx – are the gases nitrogen oxide (NO2) and nitrogen dioxide (NO2). Both of
these pollutants are emitted when petrol or diesel is burned in internal combustion engines
(cars/buses/taxis). NO2 has a negative impact on our health with 1 in 5 children experiencing asthma
at some stage, and the main source of NO2 in Ireland is from road transport.
A survey conducted by the GLOBE programme in partnership with Green-Schools Travel found that
nitrogen dioxide levels were higher for schools situated in major towns and cities when compared to
schools located in rural areas. The main source of NO2 in Ireland is from road transport and journeys
to school by car are contributing to poor air quality.
The Green-Schools Travel Programme has developed Air Quality and No Idling Toolkits for primary and
secondary schools; these are available to download from the Green-Schools website,
www.greenschoolsireland.org

Environmental Education Unit, 5a Swifts Alley, Francis Street, Dublin 8
Tel: 01 400 2222 Email: info@greenschoolsireland.org
www.greenschoolsireland.org

