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Burning ponfire at the bivouac,
Epicis all the teacher’s middle names,

Awesome gala day fun for all,

Unknown award coming our way,
Marvellous mufti day for poor orang-utans,
Occasiona\ cool computers, oh cool Mr Coates,
fish, cats, dogs and plenty more,

Never normal pet day;
Terrific talkfest, oh my favourite thing,
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Beaumont Road, Oh Beaumont Road!

you are from my heaven

Wwhat would 1 do without you?
Road, oh Beaumont Road!
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ad, Oh Beaumont Road

Beaumont RO
| run on you every day
When the pell rings | have a frown onmy

m
selves to shoyt
mselves, ’

back o
n the sh
The childre ops, elves,
n become the pe
N cops,

The prob
,ems sh
B ow t
Aefore they have to ghe
s . o
pens dive off table t

face
Beaumont
You feel sO warm and happy

You look sO clean and inviting

oad, Oh Beaumont road

aste awesome

They
get puti
putinto pencil case o Road, Oh Beaumont Road
son,

As new

pencil h
The c eroes hav .
As We':Fk goes tick, tick Ue ,:lSen'

lniSh our » e )

Finall meanin

y the be” . 8s of a he .

rings edlein 3 havri
! yrick,

Beaumont R

your hot pies and slushies t
sport and science, W€

as we ru
sh outsj
side to see Computers, library,

The
And teacher says we
nd w , an
e don’t wait jn CaSeg

are sO lucky

w
hat recess brings
ont Road

OI

the t
i eacher sudden|
ren run aroung Y says no,
obbers W. ’
Odd we in ith someone a
80, back in, & s a blood hound

Oliver Jjorgensen

Alex Bohmer

B

Beaumont Road is the pest!
Every day weé play and learn.

Awards at assembly time.
under the COLA are the cockatoos atthe bins!!

Make lots of craft and friends.

Our school is unique.
Nice to have friends.
Try to do your best.

Kindergarten Girls K/1G




You walk into Beaumont Road, and see the kids grinning,
Jabbering on about some sport they aré winning,
Oh bliss, oh Bliss,

it's something | will definitely miss.

Ilour SCh
ool has a bivouac,” Molly <ai
The Classrooms are appealing, Y said to Joe

yet the cockatoos are stealing,
Oh bliss, oh bliss,
it's something | will definitely miss.
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The sunis scorching, the children are singing,
Did | mention how much they love gr'mn'mg?
Oh bliss, oh bliss,

it's something | will definitely miss.
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Oh, Phew,” He saiq Molly said to Joe.

The children are playing,

the trees are gently swaying,

Oh bliss, oh bliss,

It's something | will definitely miss.

The children do @ report
about their enjoyable sport

Oh bliss, oh bliss,

|t's something | will definitely miss.
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The teachers are marking,
a stray dog is barking,

Oh bliss, oh bliss,

|t's something | will definitely miss.

r, wi
ith all your camping g
ear.

Children roast marshmallows over afire,
as people passing by stop to admire,
Oh bliss, oh bliss,

It's something | will definitely miss.

The grass is green as can be,

the sky is as blue as the sea,
Oh bliss, oh bliss,
it's something | will definitely miss.
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Beaumont Road is like a star,
Shining ahead, it will always go far,

Our Schoo\

Oh bliss, oh bliss At BRPS there is always 0ts o do, rafew.

It's something 1 will definitely miss. Reading Writing, science and computers to name
gveryday all the boys

Goodbye ?eaumont, goodbye everyone, love olaying soccer

My experience here was long yet fun, and puilding with toys- '

Oh bliss, oh bliss The girls think dancing in the hall is best

|t's something | will definitely miss. and that our school is bett

Finally, we just have {o say,

we love coming t0 S
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As twilight touched the trees
and the shadows slowly dimmed

as the stars, quite bright gut he mustn’t be distracted And also more buildings
and the moon’s earthly light oh no! next to the hall
. . n "
dlq fall upor.1 a figure Foritwas a £ull moon that flowed forward
of its own silky glow. and the ghost Knew -~ Oh! Had he missed them?
He crept along the grass, he nights The school had grown from the time

that odd things happen on t!
ruled by the moon
inits Zenith.
5o No!
No time to waste.
His eyes then fell
tothe grassy plain peneath

e many a spots game

well tendered to, it seems. he had left

so long ago.

There was nota patch that wasn't

a bright, light, healthy green.
This school, once his home,

And so it was that
on that dark night,
the moon’s reflected figure

was now a better place

with buildings sturdy

wher and sheltering

The humanoid, silky, transparent figure, caring adults

who seemed to glide across the oval to all those wishing to learn

a wraith in the night. and learning isan eternal treasure
a treasure beyond measure.
As the moon And homework was better

still aglow

(And there was obviously

cast its own lighter punishments on

dim newborn shadows This ghost must n lost homework)

on the well-to-do buildings But his homework was not here

Then his eyes fell upo
10 everyone

the true heart of 2 wonderfu\ school.

winding around the school Nor anywhere.

A place known
like a stream. P

And as the moon began to sink

Foritwasa school
this night
that the moon and stars

And then he saw into its lightening

something new.
\Where once was flat,

un-shaded space,
¢ the shade

sea of sky,

and the sun began to rise and

watched so intently claim the sky for its own.

waiting for the occurrences Knowing not of the events

that had occurred that night.

except O

the trees pore down

as they danced in the wind above,
had once been
there wasa tent sha

A change!

about to begin.

Only knowing about the school’s happiness

As that full moon and not the once again failed
task of the ghost to find his homework

not given in on time

stead.

for full it was pe covering itin

shed its silver waves of light

Upon the land. and still not

The figure, the ghost, SWISH, SWISH, SWISH at school ready to be marked.

d told him that davbreak

the stars

sat perched upon
the school’s lamppost,

The night win For the sun only sae

was chasing away
Not Yet! thought the ghost
and he turned as he did

a silky silver pearl

now alight, atear

and glared down fall to the ground

upon the parely-lit earth from the Ghost of Beaumont Past.
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rt where theré

for his homework
without which he would never be free.

The ghost’s eyes,

a milky white, tion

pierced the night’s gathering gloom

of the spark/ike d

and fell upon the school hall.

Memories flooded his mind
and he recalled
playing in the school band there
and sitting listening for hours

to those well-rehearsed speeches

of clear length and mind.




