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The Journey
By Marco Maguregi-Fleming
Boom crash bang. I was kept awake by the sound of bombs crashing onto
the ground. Unexpectedly, my mother called me to come. Before I knew it, my
father lifted me into a half-dilapidated boat. The engine rumbled violently as
I was thrown across to the other side of the boat. Before the boat set off, my
mother whispered to me, “Don’t be scared, you will be taken to the UK where
there is no war,” and she kissed me sweetly. My father hunkered down beside
me and said, “Keep this safe, Aunty Leila is waiting for you in Cornwall,” as he
passed me his special stone. From what they said, I knew my parents were
staying. I waved until they were tiny ants in the horizon.
Hours passed, and I grew hungry. I pleaded with the man to give me
something to eat but he refused and left me nothing but crumbs. The waves
bashed against the boat relentlessly, but I was not scared, for I had my father’s
special stone, which gave me hope and courage. The clouds turned black, as
if they were telling me not to go that way and the boat rocked about abruptly.
The water splashed up into the boat, soaking me to the skin as we approached
a very small island. The skinny, pale man set up camp and ate dinner. I had to
watch as he greedily gobbled up his food.
The next morning, we set off again. My tummy growled as if it was the devil itself.
The wind blew angrily, and it shook the boat to its side causing me to bump my
head excruciatingly against the side of the boat; I screamed in pain. Finally, I drifted
off to sleep, dreaming that I was in Aunty Leila’s garden, playing happily in the sun.
Hours later, I awoke with a searing pain in my head. The man said, “Shhh,
we are arriving”. Shortly afterwards the boat came ashore onto the beach. It
was pitch black and I couldn’t see anything. The man pushed me out of the
boat and he rowed quietly away into the dark night. Suddenly, a figure emerged
from the darkness. My body trembled. Gradually, I could see a face as it moved
towards me. I looked into its eyes and saw the wrinkled kind face of Aunty Leila.
I ran towards her with my arms opened wide and embraced her, enjoying her
warmth and love.
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The Time Travelling Fossil Finder
By Eve Robinson
It was a quiet, sunny morning on the beach. I was the only person for miles
around. My basket was bright pink and inside were my treasures. They are
treasures to me but people just say my treasures are just boring rocks. They are
not rocks! They are fossils. I learnt about fossils in my class at school. Fossils are
like secrets from the past. I love to learn what they are.
Suddenly I spot a limestone rock and reach out to touch it. I have been here
for hours….I think. I tapped on my watch face three times and the hands start
to spin. I seemed to be somewhere new. This place looked familiar but there
was someone else now at the beach. A girl. She had a yellow basket. I went up
to her and she smiled.
“Hello my name is Eve. I am collecting fossils”. The girl smiled at me. “Are you
a fossil hunter like me? My name is Mary”. I felt excited. There was someone
just like me. Her clothes didn’t look like mine. They looked old fashioned and
she wore a big dress and some sort of hat on her head. Mary and I carried on
hunting for a while. After sometime she said to me ” Would you like to come to
my house and see me fossil collection? No one else is really interested in it” she
said sadly. I was excited at seeing someone’s fossils so I replied ”Yes I would
love to. How far away is your house?” Mary pointed to a little house on the sea
front. It was only a few minutes’ walk away. We started to walk to her house and
the sun was shining above us and the sea dazzled like emeralds.
No one was home when we got to the little house. Inside was a comfy sofa
and a small teddy sat by the fire. “Whose is that old teddy?” I asked. The flames
from the fire danced orange, yellow and red. I wasn’t worried about the time
or how long I’d been gone. This was an adventure! Mary went to the corner of
the room and opened the lid of a wooden table. Inside were so many different
types of fossils. I had never seen so many. “These are amazing Mary” I said.
Mary took my hand and lead me up the stairs to a bedroom. I sat on the chair
and Mary came in carrying a large box. “This is my biggest fossil” and I looked
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in amazement. It was the fossil head of a creature. Suddenly there was a loud
bang and we both looked at each other. “What was that?” I said.
I ran down the stairs and the door was wide open which was odd. The fossil
table lid was open and we saw that someone had taken a fossil. Some were
broken on the floor. Mary looked devastated. Eve quickly looked around for
clues. By the door there was some sandy footprints and a key was lying on
the outside step. “Quick let’s follow these footprints and see if we can get your
fossil back”. There was a sea breeze which tasted salty. The girls ran out of the
door and followed the prints down onto the beach. Eve saw a boy sat in the
rocks hiding. “That’s my brother” shouted Mary. “Your brother is the thief!”. Eve
demanded the boy explain why he had taken them. William explained that he
wanted to become famous so he was taking the best fossils for himself. Mary
was angry and started to cry. William got all the attention. She shouted at him
that he wasn’t to touch her fossils again. It was getting dark on the beach and
Eve looked down at her watch. It was missing. How would she get home? Eve
felt sick. Then suddenly she spotted something blue in the sand ahead. She ran
and grabbed the watch. Suddenly the hands of the watch started to spin….. Eve
was back on her beach at home and in her hand was one of Mary’s fossils. The
fossil would be her treasure forever.
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The White Mountains
By Leo Wiseman
Prologue
Yarac went along the neck of the ridge of Alrol, to his village Uncoeon. An eagle
flew up, chased by his dragon. He shot it. Then his dragon returned. “Drasier e
uk!” (well done).
He came to his village. They feasted on the wild eagle. It was 8 feet high and 7
feet across. The chieftain said “Come up, my son. But you...” he paused. “You are
not my son”. “But who am I?!” “King Rorans’s son. But your father is dead. Your
uncle Yunan is killing anyone who comes near. Here is a map. Go!”
The wolf
Going into the peaks, Yarac saw two eyes slanted. The boulder grew. No it didn’t!
A wolf came; not a normal timber wolf which usually roamed the mountains:
four times the size; ears that were sharp enough to use as a spear, dagger-like
teeth, and the front ones as long and curved as scimitars. It howled “Rasdrassurr!”. Out came a wraith, who went by that name. To describe the wraith – a dark
cloak; no face, only bones, tattooed with an iron-red dragon. The wraith looked
towards a pine tree; out came an elf woman, with linen clothes, her gold hair
down to her waist. Her name was Eluwe. The wraith hissed: “garurzlar!”. A bolt
of thunder struck out of his hand, and hit the elf. She fainted. The wraith barked
to his wolf, and they sped away.
An old tale
A wizard appeared, his beard to the ground. “Ataz un te rum?” (are you afraid?).
“Tuay” (yes) said Yarac. “Then,” he said “listen to a story. This is about your father’s
death; King Rorans”. “How do you know?” “A wizard knows everything!”.
He began: “once, in Urn Salisir, lived King Ranusc, with twin boys, Rorans and
Yunan. Ranusc died. Who took his throne? Two armies, 100,740 on each side.
At last, Rorans won. The ones on Yunan’s side turned into darathorn (wraiths).
They battled on the plains of Wanaz, and Rorans was king. But, 3 years later, in
the month of Yezwanath, Yunan killed Rorans and his wife Hirum, but Rorans’
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son Yarac was adopted by Chief Zandrar of the Bear tribe. Remember, Aywin,
the moon god, was killed, and turned into the moon. The sky god (the moon
god’s son) took revenge, so you must take revenge for your father. This is a
description of Rorans’ last battle. One thousand shields marching, 700 wolves,
700 wraiths, and a black dragon, Urdar. It breathed on the soldiers. The wraiths
were led by Rasdrass-urr. The door to Urn Salisir exploded. Yunan’s armies
went and scorched the city. Finally your father duelled with Yunan, until he was
pushed into a mound, a step pyramid, where he died.
Yunan settled in a city called Heza. This was the end of the first dynasty.”
Dulendil Ridge
It was nine months until Yarac reached Henath Point. A flight of stairs climbed
down. He was tired. It was 70 miles or more to the villages of Quetxaqaza. In
his path was a stone of granite, with a sword in it. He pulled it. The sword came
out. Its hilt was made of silver, with four snakes made of gold on each side. The
hilt itself was like a twisted serpent, and the big knob had a crystal in it. The
sharp end was blue. On the sharp part in runes was the sword’s name. On its
scabbard was a thousand of all the stones in the world. Its name was Adaras.
The Ur River
Yarac swam for 30 days until the month of Yanadriseal. At last he came to
Lake Ur and there was Quetxaqaza, where he collected supplies. He made his
way down the Ur again.
Heza
The White Mountains came to an end, and came to a hot waste. After 70 days
of travelling, he collected an army from Ua and rebuilt Urn Salisir. The heat was
great. They went along the plains and there, came to Heza. It was a dark, spiky,
ruined castle, but within, there were red glows and cackling sounds. The dragon
shot a fireball at it, and Yunan was at last plunged into flame.
Epilogue
The court in Urn Salisir was excited. The wizard held a pharoah-like crown.
Yarac came up. The wizard said “Rah ad un helu?” (Will you be king?). “Tuay”, said
Yarac. Then the wizard placed the crown on Yarac’s head, and said “You are now
King Yarac!”.
The end
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The Imagination Station
By Anika Pappu
There is a place you might not know,
It’s made of water, fire and snow.
Dangerous beasts like the Hairy Scary,
Princesses, ponies and even a fairy!
Inside this place lie rows of beds,
Take one and dream within your head.
Adventures and robots and peppercorn jelly,
Makes me go wobbly with a rumbling belly.
Grown up teeth falling inside a box,
A meat-eating insect and a vegetarian fox!
I once met a man with long curly hair,
He was going away but would not tell me where.
Why, then I visited a fluffy old dog,
With a blink of your eyes he was gone in the fog.
Have you been to this station ever before?
Or did you ever dream of a lion roar?
Some lovely things, some give us a fright,
I wonder what I’ll dream about tonight.

7

Wicked Young Writer Awards 2019

Ferocious Fish
By Blake Cassidy
I really wanted a baby stingray,
So I asked for it as a present for my birthday,
So off to an aquarium I went with my mum,
But all the fish were no bigger than my thumb!
The man suggested Tiger Barbs,
I suggested Blue Barbs,
So I bought three of each,
And at the bottom of the tank made a beach.
The Barbs started a ferocious war,
And I started to lose more and more,
In the end I ended up with three,
So I took the others back to the employee.
However, with no fish swimming in my tank,
It looked empty, dark and dank,
So back to the aquarium I went to fulfil my birthday wish,
And now I have a fish tank filled with very colourful goldfish!
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The Girl and the Elephant
By Chloe Ava Meitern
Once upon a time there was an elephant called India.
India loved living in the clouds. She originally came from an underwater
rainforest where she liked to float on bouncy bubbles, smell bananas and feel
underwater flowers.
Suddenly India got lost in the rainforest. She started to get scared of the
eagles chirping above her. India saw a cookie and ran off to munch it, as it was
her favourite treat. The eagles flew away, as they were scared of India. Out of
the blue, a mouse came and started pulling India’s tail. India started screaming
and all the animals ran away. Even the mouse got scared.
A girl called Cleo appeared next to India. She took the elephant by the tummy
as India was very light in weight. India started talking to the girl and told her
about her adventures. India said, “I lost my family and I am supposed to clean
my house but I am lost!” “Where do you think your home is?” asked Cleo. “I don’t
know,” answered India. “I need to leave you in the rainforest,” said Cleo.
India said, “Don’t leave me in the rainforest. I will have nightmares if you leave
me.” “I know,” said Cleo. “I can lead you out of the rainforest but the animals
will follow me,” continued Cleo. “If you take me in the bus I can turn small,” said
India. India saw that Cleo had a map that she gave to India. Cleo said, “I’ll give
you the imaginary lunta seeds to make you better at cleaning the house.” Cleo
took India to the middle of the Savanna, where the seeds grew.
Now, India had to try to find her way to the house. She was lucky as she saw a
clue that she followed. On her way home, she had to fight with the hippos, the
crazy snakes and the grass. She fought with them after which she went on a
water slide. India went left and right across a river and she also did an elephant
race. She was a brave elephant and she finally made it home.
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When I was a Boy
By Darshan Buttar
The Boy Who Went on a Space Mission
One day a little boy wanted to go on a space mission. He asked his mum if
he could go to the moon. His mum said ‘no’. ‘Why?’, said the boy. ‘Because you
don’t have permission to go’, said Mum. ‘But Mum!’ said the boy, crossly. ‘No
buts’ said Mum.
Then the next day it was his birthday! He was turning 7! ‘Now can I go on a
space mission?’ said the boy. ‘Nooo!!!’, said Mum. She was very cross. ‘You can
go when you’re 39. ‘OK’, said the boy. He waited until he was 39.
Then after a long time he was 38. He asked his mum if he could go to the
moon and did you know what his mum said? YES!
The End
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A World of My Own
by Iman Oozeerally
Chapter One – A New Home
Olivia was moving into a new house with her mother. As she looked through
the car window, she saw the old wooden house towering over her and her mum.
“Here is our new home”, said her mum as she parked the car. Olivia ran through
the house exploring every room until she came across a small staircase leading
to an attic. “Hmm” she said as she tried to open the locked door.
As time went by she became more suspicious as to what was in the attic. She
decided to ask her mum, who was cleaning out the old dusty house, which had
been neglected for years.
“Mum, do you have the key for the attic door?” Mum, who seemed extremely
frustrated at the amount of dust in the house, handed over an old shoebox. It
contained all the old keys for every door and window in the house. She ran to
the attic door and tried every one.
At last, one clicked and opened the old door. It creaked open, into a dark
room filled with old furniture, covered with white sheets. There were old toys
and lampshades that looked like they had been there for a hundred years. The
windows were closed and the air was stuffy and had a funny smell. She looked
around the piles of furniture and something caught her eye. A beautiful leather
treasure box sat on its own in the corner, almost inviting her to open it. She
went over and opened the lid. Inside was a brown leathered book. “Olivia, lunch
is ready” Mum shouted. Olivia took the book and ran down.
Chapter Two – Me and my book
Before bed, Olivia took the book she had found, and sat at her desk. To her
surprise, all the pages inside were blank. “That’s strange,” she said. As she placed
it under the lampshade and looked closely, she noticed that small writing started
to appear on the page. As Olivia started to read, she found herself surrounded
by tall green trees that towered over her. She realised she was no longer in her
bedroom, she was in… an enchanted forest.
She looked around and heard a person calling in the distance. She found a
cottage, which belonged to a witch and a black fairy. Together, they would take
children. Whenever they are out on their own they get taken. A little girl called
Emily was picking fruit and on her way home she heard a cackling sound. The
witch said, “Time for children soup,” and she flung her cape over them, and they
disappeared. Olivia helped the little girl escape.
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Emily was very thankful after Olivia took her home. Olivia had to go home too,
so she pictured her bedroom, closed her eyes tightly and was in her bedroom
within seconds. She was exhausted, so she jumped into bed and snuggled up.
Chapter Three – Rescue of the Mermaid
The next night, Olivia could not sleep. She was tossing and turning because
she was so confused about the book. So she ran to the book and a sparkle
appeared and small writing said ‘rescue me’. She closed her eyes and held the
book tightly and in a flash she was near the ocean. The wind pushed her into the
sea. She looked down and saw a mermaid stuck in a net so she swam down to
the mermaid. She got pulled up by a high wave so she took a deep breath and
went straight down. The mermaid said to her “Get away, humans are a danger
to us mermaids”. Olivia told her she was just trying to help. The mermaid was
thankful. The Mermaid swam away. She closed her eyes tightly and was back at
home with her book at her desk.
Chapter Four – Magic all around me
That night the book didn’t tingle. Olivia realised it was because of all the good
work she had been doing saving her new friends. A wonderful world she could
go to any time. She realised she could not feel alone any more. Also she had to
make new friends at her new school. In her world she was a superhero and if
not, a very happy little girl.
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The Muffin Man
By Laura Jannova
Once upon a time, there lived a man who was selling vegetables. He was very
kind and caring, and always happy when people come to buy his vegetables.
He had many sorts of vegetables like cabbage, lettuce, broccoli, cauliflower,
beetroot and last, but not least, carrots. People loved his veg because it was
delicious.
But one day, a big brand new shop opened just across the street. It had
everything you needed, so no one really wanted his excellent veg any more. The
veggie-selling man was really upset. Now that no one wanted to have vegetables
from him, he started to be a bit poor. So, he decided to open a paper shop.
He only had three pieces of paper but no, no, no, not a single person wanted
them. He also tried selling some pencils, but it didn’t work either. He tried and
tried but nothing really worked. He was very, very, very sad and very, very, very
poor. Now that no one wanted to buy anything from him, he didn’t have his big
smile on his face any more.
When his daughter saw her dad so upset she wanted him to feel happy again,
she wanted to cheer him up. Her name was Victoria and she had a very kind
heart. She baked some muffins and brought them to her dad. She said: “Daddy,
taste these muffins, they will make you feel better.” He reached out to take one
of her freshly baked muffins and ate it. When he ate it he felt a feeling, but it
wasn’t a sad feeling, it was a happy feeling. Then he told his daughter: “You are a
genius! You gave me a brilliant idea. What if we sell muffins?” “What flavour?” she
asked. “Any flavour,” said her dad with a great big smile on his face. “It worked!
You have got your smile back!” shouted Victoria.
So, they tried and baked, and baked, and baked. The muffins had every flavour
you can imagine. They had chocolate, vanilla, strawberry, raspberry, raisins,
honey, blueberry, even banana and all with different toppings on. They took all
the muffins out and the delicious smell went everywhere.
Suddenly loads and loads of people crowded around Victoria and her
dad and they wanted some muffins. When they tried them, they said:
“Mmmmmmmmmh these are the best muffins we have ever had. These are
even better than the ones from the other shops.” Everyone who tried them
thought they were amazing. And yes, they were amazing because Victoria and
her dad who baked them put all their hearts in. They really enjoyed baking the
muffins and people enjoyed eating them. And the delicious smell of freshly
baked muffins went all around the town...
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Poppy’s Adventure
By Lita Tuli
Once there lived a horse named Poppy. Poppy had a light brown mane. Her
body was dark brown. She had dark brown, nearly black, eyes. Her tail was long
and furry. Poppy was a calm and well-behaved horse. She always did what she
was told and she was very obedient. Poppy was kind to everyone, even the
farmer, who was not nice. Poppy lived on a farm. All the flowers were growing
well. The grass was green and juicy. The trees were tall and leafy. In summer
months the sun was shining brightly and kept all the farm animals warm.
Summer was Poppy’s favourite season. Poppy loved eating hay.
There was just one thing Poppy hated that was on the farm. The farmer! She
did not like the farmer because he was a lazy man. He slept for so long that
Poppy would often miss her breakfast. The lazy farmer was a fat man with a
big moustache. He was a short man with short legs and hands, an enormous
belly, and a long, crooked nose. The farmer swore a lot. He was grumpy and
ungrateful. He did not have any children. No wonder! Who would want to marry
such an ugly and grumpy man?! It looks like he could not find a lady who was as
ugly and grumpy as he was. He was too lazy to get petrol, so Poppy had to pull
the truck.
A year passed, and Poppy was fed up of living on the farm, so she decided to
run away. On Saturday, Poppy woke up very early. She came out of her stable
and looked at the gate. She saw that the lazy farmer had forgotten to close the
gate. Poppy dashed through the gate and went to the barn to get some hay, in
case she got hungry. Afterwards, she galloped along the road. She loved sniffing
the fresh air. She wondered what the other horses were busy with. She thought
they were working for the lazy farmer.
At that moment she heard another horse galloping. When the galloping got
closer, she saw it was her friend Glamenda. Poppy had known Glamenda since
she was a pony. They knew each other very well, because the farmer bought
them together and brought them to his farm. When Poppy was a pony, she was
very shy and she did not have any friends. She spent most of the days by herself
on the farm and she felt quite sad and miserable. One day, Glamenda noticed
how shy Poppy was and one fine day she said to Poppy, “Do you want to gallop
with me?” Poppy was so shy that she replied, “But I don’t know how to gallop.”
Another horse, who over-heard their conversation came up to them and said,
“It’s okay if you don’t know how to gallop. Glamenda is nice and she will teach
you how to gallop.” That is how they became best friends. So they decided to
carry on galloping together.
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In a few hours the night fell and they were hungry, thirsty and tired. They
laid down under a tree. They thought about how to get food. Then Poppy
remembered that she had got some hay from the barn. So Poppy shared her
hay with Glamenda. At that moment, apples fell down from the tree that they
were lying under, so for their dinner they ate apples and hay. Then they fell
asleep.
The next day, when they woke up, they heard a squeak. They looked down and
saw a mouse. The mouse was tiny, grey and long-tailed. The tiny mouse said,
“What are you doing here? Don’t you live on a farm?” Then both of the horses
told their story to the mouse. When the mouse heard this, she decided to help.
She said, “But you must give me something in return!” Glamenda said, “No! No!
You are so small. How can you help?” But Poppy said, “Let the mouse help, even
if she is small. Size is not important!” So Poppy told the mouse where to find
food. She told the mouse to go to the farm. When the mouse returned from the
farm she thanked Poppy and led the horses to a great wooden, magical door
on a tree trunk. The mouse opened the magical door and when they entered,
they saw a magnificent valley. The grass was as green as emerald, the trees
had diamonds and sapphires on them, the sky was deep and blue, rivers were
flowing everywhere and the sun shone brightly. Poppy and Glamenda decided
to stay in the wonderful valley.
In the meantime, the farmer saw that all his food was gone. He laid a trap,
but every time the mouse got caught, she used her magic powers to get free.
A few years passed and Poppy and Glamenda missed their other friends. One
day, they heard galloping. They saw all their friends. Then they all lived in that
beautiful valley with the mouse.

15

Wicked Young Writer Awards 2019

The Angry King
By Luc Orji
Once there was a king who was greedy. He treated his friends like slaves and
wanted his friends to do the things that HE wanted to do. He was very selfish.
He told one of his friends to send a message but his friend forgot to do it. So,
he fed him to the lions!
He lived in the desert and owned all the Kingdom. The Kingdom was called
Fvichen. It was in Egypt. The Kingdom was surrounded by a wall which was 50ft
tall and it had a moat with a draw bridge.
He was so angry, once he buried one of his friends underground just because
he didn’t do what the King told him to do! Another time, he made one of his
friends walk 1000 miles with chains on his hands and feet and pull a big stone
behind him, just because he brought him the wrong type of gift! His friends
were really scared of him. One of his friends had to do a marathon around the
Kingdom because he used one of the King’s special cups. They really wanted to
leave the Kingdom but they couldn’t because there were booby traps set by the
King all around.
One day, a person came up from the next village. Their clothes were very
ragged and had holes and patches in. They came from the village of Isroham.
He was very thin because he hadn’t eaten much at all and his family were very
poor. He went to see if he could get work at the Kings Palace.
When he arrived, he asked if he could work in the palace, cleaning or cooking.
They let him work for them. A few people told the man about the angry King
and that he had a bad temper. Whilst he was working he entered the Kings
room to clean it one day but didn’t realise the King was in the room! The Angry
King screamed and shouted at him. The young man was frightened at first but
wanted to help the King to become friendlier. He came up with a smart plan…
So, every day, when the young man was working in the palace, he would
bring the King an unusual gift from his village; a singing bird, or a poem, or
handmade hat, and or a handmade sculpture. The King loved them. He began
to like the young man. He stopped shouting around the palace and at people
and he smiled more. He stopped being horrible to his friends. When it was the
King’s birthday and all his friends bought him a present, he said “thank you” and
hugged them. And he invited them to a big feast with a choir and an orchestra
and entertainers. They called it the Royal Feast, they all laughed with joy and
were happy. All because the young man showed him kindness and love.
The moral of the story: Kindness goes a long way
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The Wormhole
By Mario Pratico
One day three men were walking in a park. Suddenly !!!! There was a huge
BANG! The ground shook for a moment. Then BANG! It was much louder and
the ground shook even more. The three men all fell down but one of the men
caught a glimpse of something black. When the three men got up, the man told
the other men that he had seen something black. They all went around the park
to find the black thing. One of the men said,
“It might be the thing that made the BANG!”
Finally they found something black.
It was a WORMHOLE! The three men all jumped into the wormhole. In the
wormhole. In the wormhole it was all black.
The first thing they saw was a green slimy, spiked monster. The monster
chased the three men. It caught one of the men and ate him up. The monster
caught another man and ate him up. There was only one man left BANG!
Another monster appeared. The man ran and ran until he tripped over
something. He picked it up it was a sword.
He cut the monster’s heads off but the monster’s bodies started to melt
together. Then the heads. It was forming a mega monster! The man cut the
monster’s heads off but it melted back onto the body.
The monster picked up the man and ate him up.
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Finn the Friendly Shark
By Owen Hume
Finn was a lonely shark. He was a tiger shark and all the sea creatures and all
the fish swam away from him because he was giant. His teeth were sharp like
knives. His fins had tears in them which made him look like a fighter. The real
reason he had these tears is because one day he got stuck in a sunken pirate
ship and when he escaped it ripped his fins. Finn had blue eyes and if you
looked really closely you could see that he was kind. The only problem was, he
was a shark, and nobody wanted to get close enough to see his eyes.
One day, a diver was struggling in the strong current. Finn saw the diver and
went over to help. At first the diver felt terrified and panicked even more. His
eyes widened and he was breathing loudly. He tried to swim in the opposite
direction to Finn. But Finn didn’t want to eat the diver, he wanted to rescue him.
Finn understood how scary it was to be trapped at sea.
Finn swam deeper under water and flipped the diver up onto his back. The
diver gradually realised that Finn was trying to save him and gripped on to the
torn fin. The shark swam slowly towards the shore trying to stay near the sea’s
surface.
Eventually they arrived in the shallower water near the beach and the diver
jumped off Finn’s back. He was safe.
Finn was about to swim away but he realised that he was stuck on an old rope
that had been left in the sea. He flicked his tail in panic. The diver turned around
and noticed that Finn was tangled up. He returned to the sea, untangled the
rope and let Finn swim free. As he swam back to the open ocean, Finn felt happy
as he had helped another creature and been helped in return.
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Beware!
By Ralph Campbell
Shining sharks near the shore
Beware! Beware!
Quickly run, they might just bite
Look there’s more, maybe four!
Beware! Beware!
They are GREAT and they are WHITE!
What a fright!
Beware! Beware!
Get out of sight!
Shut the door tight!
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The Boy Who Went Back in Time
By Rohan Barbier-Ramaiah
There was once an ordinary boy called Timmy who lived in a very big house.
Timmy was 7 years old. One day, his mother went to the supermarket and left
him alone at home. He was playing with his army toys when something very
strange happened. A time machine appeared in the middle of the living room.
He ran upstairs and hid behind the curtains and peeked, then whispered in
amazement: “A time machine!” Excited, Timmy tiptoed back downstairs and
cautiously stepped inside.
To his surprise, a boy was sitting inside the time machine. The boy smiled
at Timmy: “Hello, I am Norman, welcome to my time machine,” he said, and
pointing to a large computer screen in the machine, “and this is my friend VIC,
for Very Intelligent Computer!” “Why did you come, Norman?” asked Timmy.
“Well,” replied Norman, “VIC and I just happened to fly past you as we were on
our way to prehistoric times to play a trick on the cavemen—we thought we
would introduce them to the joys of vanilla ice cream and water balloons. You
looked bored and we thought you might like to join us.” “I would love to,” replied
Timmy enthusiastically. And on they went.
The time machine whizzed and whirred, and in barely a minute they were
flying over prehistoric landscapes. They spotted a tribe from afar and landed
near a cave, grabbing ice cream cones and water balloons and making their way
towards the cave’s bewildered inhabitants. Suddenly VIC went blank and the
time machine started to malfunction. The cavemen all disappeared, and Timmy
and Norman ran to the time machine as fast as they could. But they were too
late, smoke was billowing out of the time machine, and by the time they reached
it, poor VIC had already passed away. What were the boys going to do?
Timmy thought they were going to be stuck there forever. Then Norman
had an idea, He remembered he had his tools with him, and so he dismantled
VIC and built a timeline to take the boys straight back to Timmy’s home. When
Timmy’s mum got home that day, Timmy ran to her and said “Mum, this is
my friend Norman, please, can he stay with us? and his time machine?” “Yes,”
Timmy’s mum said, not quite realising what she had just consented to. Timmy
and Norman spent the evening reassembling VIC. What happened next is
another story ...
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The Princess and the Witch
By Scarlett Beetham
ne day a beautiful Princess called Belle was walking down the street. Behind
the bushes was a Witch. The Witch wanted the Princess. She had an idea. “I will
get the Princess” she said. Her plan worked.
The Witch caught the Princess and took her to a spooky castle. Inside the
castle there were spiders, bats, slugs and cobwebs. The Witch made a poisonous
potion for the Princess. She dipped an apple into it and took it to the Princess
for her to eat. But the Princess said, “I do not trust you” and she didn’t eat the
apple.
She didn’t think she would ever escape but dashing through the window came
a beautiful flying unicorn who said “jump on my back quickly and I will save you”.
The Princess jumped on the unicorn’s back and she was carried home to safety.
The Princess and the unicorn lived happily ever after.
The End
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Monster Mayhem
By Scarlett Manami Mash
One day on top of a humongous mountain a big, big, big asteroid crashed
down to Planet Earth! It landed on the very same mountain where two monsters
were trying to find a home to hibernate. It crashed down with such a thunderous
bang, the monsters tumbled down all the way to a little cave, where both
monsters sat separated by the huge rock from outer space.
There was a hole, where they spoke together and chatted. The monsters
were red and blue, the red monster said his name was Voodie and the blue
monster said his name was Moodie. One day, Moodie saw a blue flash of light
and thought it was the Northern Lights, but at the same time Voodie had seen
an orange glow of light and thought it was the sunset. Then Moodie suddenly
shouted, “I’ve seen the Northern Lights, hey, hey Voodie, I’ve seen the Northern
Lights!” “No, no it’s the sunset you dumbo!” answered Voodie. “Northern Lights!”
Moodie screamed. “It’s the sunset, it’s definitely the sunset!” Voodie screeched
back.
The monsters argued and argued all day long and the noise they were making
was so loud that the rocks started to crack and wollop on the ground. Suddenly
Voodie thought of an idea “I shall throw rock by rock to Moodie and he will
see that I am right.” Voodie picked up the first rock and threw it to Moodie,
but Moodie had thought of the same idea so as the first rock dropped Moodie
pounced on it and threw another rock to Voodie. Voodie wasn’t ready for this so
when it landed Voodie jumped out of his skin!
They threw rocks to each other for hours and soon there were no more rock
and the monsters finally saw each other. They were fighting for no reason and
were so happy that they were together! Watching the blue flash of light and the
orange glow together!
The End
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A Snake in a Pool
By Sebastian Goodyer
Once upon a time there lived a fourteen foot black mamba snake called
Mumbo. His mouth was as black as soot and his smooth scales shimmered in
the sun. Mumbo lived under a baobab tree by a river in the mountains. Mumbo
really loved swimming in the river, catching rodents and playing on the roots of
the tree. A leopard named Spotty lived on the branches way above him. “How
do you do?” asked Spotty. “I am good thanks, but I would really like an adventure
today,” replied Mumbo.
One day, when he was swimming in the cold river, he spotted a new world far
away called Durban. He slowly slithered across green grass and rough rocks to
this strange world. When he got there, he headed straight to the beach where
he saw some fish swimming in the ocean. He loved watching the fish swim and
jump through the air.
Mumbo spotted a swimming pool that he thought had water to swim in. He
dived in and instead of going SPLASH there was a great big THUMP as he hit the
bottom of the pool. Mumbo lay sadly saying, “I wish there was water in here!”
Two people rushed out of a door shouting, “AHHHH!” They were very scared
of Mumbo as he could kill them in twenty minutes with a single bite. They quickly
took out a mobile phone, then one of them said, “Hello, Simon, we have a snake
that needs catching.”
Simon is a famous snake catcher who saves snakes’ lives. He arrived and
jumped into the pool. He grabbed Mumbo with his tongs, then got him by the
head and put him in a bag, which he then put inside a container. It was cold and
dark inside and he did not like it, as he was so big and he was getting squashed.
“Where is he going to take me?” sighed Mumbo as he rattled along the rocky
road. Then the lid opened and before his eyes he could see his old home and
slithered right back under the baobab tree by the river. Spotty said, “Welcome
back Mumbo.” Mumbo was happy not to go on another adventure.
The End
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Sir George and the Dragon Knights Adventure
By William McCauley-Tinniswood
George the Dragon King Warrior was at Hampton Court Palace with his
mummy. They had been looking at flowers; they were yellow, blue, red and
white. They went into the palace. There was a magical box in the hallway by the
stairs to the Great Hall. He gently got in. Her peered through the lock. He could
see people moving and talking. He slowly opened the box. It was the olden days
and he was suddenly dressed like a knight.
It was a hot, sunny day that smelt of leaves and sandwiches and grass. He
looked around the castle. There were lots of decorations. It was so beautiful.
There were lots of golden plates, jewels, diamonds, jewels that were purple and
chocolate coins that were the size of your eyes.
Someone shouted ‘Cornelius Kettle, there you are!’ He looked. It was him. ‘It’s
time for the jousting!’ He went outside for the tournament. His horse was called
Light Saver. He wanted to be the strongest and fastest. Everyone cheered. He
won!
Cornelius wanted to get lots of weapons, so he could be the strongest and
fight in battles. He looked round the castle and found them in a special room. He
got a shield, sword and spear and pretended to fight. Then someone shouted
‘Bears!’
Cornelius followed everyone to a big ship in the sea by the palace. It was
brown, with a white sail and blue stripes. There were barrels of food, weapons,
cannons, bows and arrows, brushes to sweep the floor and there were knights.
There was one knight in the Crow’s Nest. They jumped on and went straight
to fight the bear ship. The bears didn’t have any weapons, they just had claws.
Cornelius’ ship boomed the canons, then fired the spears and arrows.
‘Fire!’ shouted Cornelius.
Ching, ching, ching went their swords. Then there was a big spear fight.
‘Arghhhhhhhh’ shouted the knights.
‘Grrrrrrrrrr’ growled the bears.
Cornelius Kettle went shing, shing, shing with his sword. He also had an axe
that was gold and powerful. It was so strong and sharp, it could kill bears.
The bears’ ship started to sink. Cornelius was the winner. Everyone cheered.
He sailed his ship across the sea to the docks. Then they had a massive tea
to celebrate in the castle. Cakes, chocolate, pasta, beans on toast, mash with
gravy and broccoli. There were plates and golden treasures on the table, hats,
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pictures on the walls and lights and mirrors on the ceiling. The pictures were of
rain clouds and ships in storms.
After the party, everyone was tired, and their tummies ached. They were full.
So, everyone fell asleep in the castle. It was night-time and dark outside. They
went to sleep on beds and sofas.
But the bears hadn’t gone. They went to the volcano and made another ship.
They used the lava to make shields, swords, daggers and spears. They wanted
to be the strongest. They had a flag that was red, white and blue. They made lots
of weapons and they made a ship which was giant, like clouds in the sky.
At night, the bears went to the castle while everyone was asleep. They fired
flaming arrows at the battlements. Cornelius woke up and shouted: ‘Attack!
Quick everyone!’
He used all his strength to fight the bears. They boomfired. The knights
were really strong. They fired their bow and arrows. They got all their guns and
cannons and pistols and shot the bears. He got soldiers, guards, Romans to
fight. Cornelius was the strongest of all and full of life.
Cornelius Kettle’s team were the winners. He felt so happy and he got a trophy,
and all the knights got trophies because they won. The trophies were gold and
they were so strong that nothing could break them. They had a party with cake,
food and drinks and played games. They had a competition to see who was the
strongest – they carried sofas, giants, tables and heavy boxes.
Cornelius went back to his magic box by the stairs and got in. He waited and
then looked through the lock. He could see his mum looking at a picture. He got
out and ran over to her.
‘Where were you?’ she said.
‘Fighting bears,’ said George.
‘Did you win?’ said Mummy.
‘Yes, I did’, said George.
‘That’s cause you’re strong and used your muscles’ said Mummy.
George smiled. He was the strongest.
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Treasure Island
By Seth Arscott
I remember a day when my father told me my favourite story about a desert
island where the sand sparkled gold and where the palm trees bore strong
coconuts and he told the story in such a calm voice that you would want to
listen for the rest of the night. So the story began on an extremely hot day
on an island in the middle of the sea. If you were English, you would think it
rather boring because you would have nothing to do. But if you were a pirate,
you wouldn’t mind it because there was treasure hidden on this island (Not all
pirates hunt for treasure, some kidnap children, but these were the kind that
hunt for treasure.) My father told me lots of people didn’t like pirates and that
lots of pirates drank rum and that some drank too much rum. People said they
had apples and brandy on their ships, however, the pirates in this story don’t
have apples and brandy, they have empty barrels to trick enemies that might
take over the ship! The ship is called ‘The Golden Treasure’ and these pirates
are trying to find their arch enemy’s treasure. Suddenly, there was a clap of
thunder and a storm broke in. It started to pour with hail. Everybody ran to their
individual cabin. They wanted to talk to each other but they couldn’t because
they had one cabin each. Then there was a cry, “LAND”. Everybody rushed out
of their cabins and far away was a tiny speck, like a speck of dust. They sailed
closer with the wind pushing them (very fast). Finally it stopped raining and
everybody bustled to the side of the ship. They all saw a sandy bay with crabs,
shells and palm trees and under a tree there was a rock. As soon as they got off
the ship, the pirates moved the rock and found a small, narrow passage. They
went through it and at the end, in a small chamber, was lots of TREASURE! And
in another narrow room was the most beautiful ring you ever saw in your entire
life! Nobody knew it was magic but the pirates decided to take it with them. The
cabin boy put it into his pocket but then the captain asked him for it. The cabin
boy gave it to the captain and he put it on and in an instant he was gone- gone
forever. The pirates came back out onto the beach. Just then a golden eagle
swooped over their heads, its vast wings flapping. The cabin boy said, “maybe
it wants us to follow it”, so they did. It led them through forests of palm trees.
Suddenly, it stopped and jerked. The pirates stopped too and there in front of
them was a large cave. The eagle screeched a code and immediately a door in
the cave swung open and they all went inside. It was full of MONEY- nothing
but money! They filled their bags with it. Now they were all rich with money and
would never go hungry again!
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Trapped
By Humreen Ellens
Days turned into nights and nights into days. Bones left to rot away in the
dust. Darkness is our friend, surrounding us. Lost in the damp gloom – trapped
underground, underneath the spiral staircase. Helpless. Will anyone help us?
Back then, I was a young boy. Most of the days were spent sword fighting and
chasing each other around the castle. I remember Mother telling us not to get
hurt and to stay out of trouble. We simply laughed and told her not to worry so
much. Maybe, if I had the chance I would have listened to Mother’s advice.
When news of Father’s illness reached us, we rushed to his side; tears
streaming down our pale cheeks and grief wrenching at our hearts. I still
remember Richard’s shaky voice saying, “Will Father’s condition improve?” I
didn’t have the heart to tell him as I believed he already knew; for his face had
turned a ghostly shade of white. I squeezed his hand gently, which only made
him sob further. We reached the end of the Armoury corridor. In front of us
was an immense oak door with a cross-knocker. Richard, who had just stopped
crying, promptly began once again.
As my sweaty hand reached out to grab the knocker, a loud moan was heard.
I swung open the door to find Father wheezing and groaning. Mother was by his
side, dark shadows under her eyes. Her arm was tenderly wrapped underneath
his head. “When I die my son, Edward, shall be king,” Father panted. “Stay
with me!” Mother cried in despair. With those last words, Father fell back in a
slumped heap onto the side of the bed. Richard hid his head in his hands. I tried
to comfort him by putting my arms around his shoulder, but he just shrugged
them off.
Days passed, each of them filled with sorrow. I went with Richard to see Uncle.
Hopefully Uncle would be able to console us. After what seemed like hours in
the carriage, we finally saw Uncle. Unfortunately, we received no reassurance
from him.
Without a warm welcome, he silently led us up an old spiral staircase. As I was
following Uncle, out of the corner of my eye, I saw Richard’s bottom lip start to
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quiver. I could sense that he was frightened. Something just didn’t seem right?
Suddenly, Uncle took a step back as came to an uninviting door. He pushed
open the door and ordered us to go inside. The door was then slammed shut.
As soon as Uncle was out of sight, Richard ran to the door and tugged at it. He
gave up with a mournful sigh. We were given very little to eat that night – only
bread and wine. Richard and I squeezed into a tiny bed. Richard drifted off to
sleep quickly but I stayed awake pondering about Uncle’s mysterious actions.
Eventually, I too fell asleep.
I was suddenly awoken by footsteps outside and heard the unmistakable
sound of a key being turned in the lock. The door achingly creaked open. As my
eyes grew accustomed to the dark, I could just about make out the silhouette of
an imposing figure. An object was raised and was then brought down rapidly. I
gave a sudden gasp! Then …
Nothing!
Time and time again, I called Richard’s name, longing for companionship. He
never responded again. Had Uncle taken him back to Mother? I often walk the
corridors and peer into mirrors; my face no longer reflects back. I have since
seen Mother and ran to her, arms wide open but she just looked through me, as
if I were a shard of glass. Animals came and left the Tower, only to be replaced
by lifeless statues. Richard would have loved them, especially the baboon,
smoking a pipe!
Yesterday, I saw a girl looking at me. I called out to her, but she didn’t respond.
Her mother planted a tender kiss on her cheek. Humreen – that was what her
mother called her. It made me reminisce about how much I too long for my
Mother’s warm embrace and her calming voice. Her clothes were very different
to my tattered and blood-stained robes. I had never noticed that before! Where
had the blood come from?
I see thousands of people walk past me every day, but no one seems to
acknowledge me. I don’t understand. I, too, feel like one of the Tower’s ravens.
My wings clipped – not able to fly away; trapped forever.
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Diary of Mr. Spink
By Kyle Morrow
I woke up in the morning and went to enjoy my steaming breakfast. As I ate,
I wondered what those lie-abeds were doing (the lie-abeds were families that
had moved into my house). When I had finished, I swung on my fur-lined, wool
cape and set off to claim my rent from the lie-abeds.
As I sauntered out, a cold, whipping wind greeted me. Whilst I was walking
to my carriage, ignoring the smell of horrid smoke drifting from the factories, I
stopped by a shoe-black to have my shoes finely polished. Finally, I reached my
horse-drawn carriage. I looked out the window and saw tons of busy people,
but also among them, were some revolting, no-good street urchins. Once I
had arrived, I rapped my cane three times on Mrs. Jarvis’s door, but nobody
answered.
When I entered, I stamped snow off my comfortable, leather boots and off my
cape too. I said,” I did knock. But when lie-abeds don’t answer, then lie-abeds
must be got up.” Then I saw Mrs. Jarvis, she was just lying under some rugs on a
bed, “Is she dead?” I questioned.
“No sir, she ain’t dead,” replied the oldest girl.
“Sick then?” I asked.
“No sir, she ain’t sick neither,” the girl said.
“Then if she ain’t dead nor sick what’s she doing down there? Lying under
the covers like a grand lady with nothing to do? Hiding, is she? Counting all her
money?” I shouted. All I wanted was my rent! How hard was it! I pushed the
children away, and lifted Mrs Jarvis’s rags. She was very pale. “Leave her, Sir.
She’s been working that hard,” the irritating girl said, “She’ll be off to work soon.”
I started to get angry,” Well if she’s been working, she can pay her rent and
we’ll all be happy! Up you get woman!” I shouted. I felt for my long, silver tipped
cane and lifted the rags away from her, “Where’s your money Mrs. Jarvis?” I
jingled the coins in my pocket, they always made a sweet sound like bells. Then,
I spotted her purse. “Pick that purse up for me. I’m an old man and I don’t bend,”
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I told a young boy in their family. The boy took the purse and held it out. I rolled
my eyes at him, “Is it empty? Empty?” I said, I couldn’t believe it! No money!
Just that moment, I spotted the pie cloth, stained with gravy. This was
outrageous! They bought pie instead of paying their rent! I gave them a cold,
deathly glare, “Did you eat pie last night?” I questioned, “Did you, sonny?”
“I bought the pie!” the boy burst out, “I bought the pie with Ma’s last shilling,
but I bought it!”
8-10 Age Category

“No more money,” I murmured whilst nodding. I pushed my fingers into the
purse, just to check. I dropped it and poked at it with my cane, in case they were
hiding anything. “Oh dear,” I said, “No money, no rent, no rent, no room, Mrs.
Jarvis.”
“Ma,” the little boy pleaded, “Could we go back to the cottage? I liked it better
there.” I laughed. Them having a cottage! “Your cottage! When you came crawling
here, you were glad of this place. But if you like a cottage better, then go and
find yourself a father. Can you do that, eh?” The boy shook his head.” Give us a
little more time and we’ll pay the rent,” their mother whispered…..
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The Calmness of Writing
By Adam Rafael Holmes
Right now, on the train, I worry about when I will have time
To put all my ideas into a story of mine.
When will I write all those chapters in my plan
With the excitement I had when I first began?
There is a thunder-cloud of homework now I am in Year 5
With exam preparation, I am not sure I will survive!
You have to be inspired in order to write
I can’t just be told “Right, do it tonight!”
The older I get, the faster time flies.
When I was three, a year was a whole third of my life.
By 40, the clock hands will race like a squirrel on caffeine
Then halt in old age
When the years bring more strife
Because people are ill and carry a walking stick,
With an old broken back and replacement hip.
Every night it gets worse and they worry more.
It is not the fear of death, but that things will be sore.
The skin wrinkles,
Will this last tooth fall out?
So hard to make their dying speech,
Each word causes doubt.
At school, I chase my friends, play ‘It’ with the girls and boys
But I have to stop when people call me names.
I act out stories at home with my favourite soft toys,
Climb up on things and play adventure games.
I jump over waves and dare them to soak my feet
If I am upset or have worked hard, I like a chocolate treat
Or to watch a funny film,
The old black and whites make me laugh
Or I can relax and play in a warm bubbly bath.
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Friday evenings I go to my chess club until late
And wonder if the Scandinavian Defence will get me a double knight mate.
I play Peer Gynt on my trumpet, gold and bright
And make up impossible Maths sums and codes.
I dig holes in the garden and check everything is right
And try to make my own Frosty when it snows.
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When we are young, we learn billions of special things
To include in our books and give ourselves wings.
We can publish reviews to have our say,
And win awards to give to our children,
A treasure chest to open and play.
It is only in the quiet at home after dinner before I go to bed
That I have time to bring my characters back into my head.
I look back to see what was happening and how they would feel
Each of my characters are a little sample of me.
When I write I set my imagination free
Like the gentle rock of a boat on the calm turquoise sea.
I sit with my notebook and pen at my desk,
I look at my story plan and take a deep breath.
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Story of War
Ananta Kaur
He clutched onto his gun, tight in his hands. His face was occupied with deep
dark scars, and his pungent socks were drenched in a concoction of soil, dust
and water. Charles glanced over at his moody brother, but all he received was
“the look”, as Phyllis would put it. He turned over to Robert (the one second
closest to his age) and gave a quick scowl and carried on with whatever he was
doing. Charles’ head turned around in desperate need of friends. But alas, his
eyes met his chief fear.
“Concentrating is the key of a successful soldier. Now look and pay attention,”
bellowed Miller, Sergeant of Platoon 3. He was a tall muscular man with brown
reddish hair. With that, he slyly looked at all the curious faces around him, all
except for Charles. Soon enough, he droned on about his days in war, but
Charles paid no attention what so ever, and mused silently on his own thoughts.
He rolled up in to a ball, closing his eyes as if he were the only one left alive.
Suddenly, a deafening boom filled his ears. Shouts of order waved around the
murky, feculent trenches. Charles snatched his gun, ready to shoot. He trembled
as he stood up, peering at the glaring guns, only metres away from his position.
The Germans kept quiet and stealthy, whispering softly.
Just as he was about to make a shot, an ear splitting howl of agony echoed
through the gloomy trenches. Silence. He instantaneously crouched, hidden,
leaving his rifle unattended. Charles crawled past the motionless bodies, paying
them their last respects. For the first time in days, he felt alone. He had never
wanted anything as brutal as this to happen, but as he turned around, tears
engulfed, stung and streamed from his eyes. There Charles’ brother lay, taking
his last and final breath.
Phyllis blinked beneath the golden sunlight, besides fast asleep Alice and
daydreaming Victoria. The sky was a bright colourful galaxy, and the sun was
ready to say goodbye. The birds tweeted and sang their mirthful tunes one last
time. The grass tickled and itched their arms and unclothed feet. Sweet Mrs
Croombe lay in her hammock; sunken in the shade. She was writing her fables
and poems ceaselessly. The sky was slowly darkening, and it was near to hosting
the remaining powers of day. Phyllis yawned, exhausted from her restless nap.
She stretched her arms out, and rubbed her heavy eyes.
Exhilarated, she hoisted herself up and silently scampered back to the
queer but friendly cottage, which proudly stood above broad hills and valleys.
Breathless, she reached the top, just in time for the blazing sunset to leave
its throne. Phyllis threw her short brown hair behind her, examining the
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overflowing mail box, with letters and post. Just as she reached for it, there was
a mumbled yawn over her shoulder. Surprised, she quickly snapped her head
around. Thankfully, it was just Alice, supposedly sleepwalking. She threw her
glossy red hair behind her and peeked over Phyllis’s shoulder. “Well the mail
box is jam packed with letters, and some of them are probably from Charles
then,” she presumed, with a small smirk. “Well I expect half of them to be from
David,” said Phyllis. She giggled with a light simper plastered on her face. She
hastily grabbed the letters, sharing them out between two. They opened each
and every one, whether important or not, and recklessly hurled them down the
steep grassy hill if they were insignificant. Unexpectedly, Alice gave a screech
of triumph as she waved a pocket-sized envelope. Phyllis snatched it out of her
hand and read it out loud.
“Dear Phyllis and Victoria,
How are you? I hope you are very well in the countryside. I’ve tried to remain calm
and unharmed out here, but a very unfortunate event occurred only days before.”
The friends exchanged nervous glances, before returning to reading.
“I am sorry to say that our eldest brother, Alfred, has sadly passed away during the
war. Don’t worry though, as I will be surely coming home.
Love Charles”
Phyllis sunk her head in to her knees, in deep depression. It had happened.
Her worst nightmare.
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Why Lion is King of the Jungle
By Cooper Mavin
Today we all know that Lion is the king of the jungle, but once he wasn’t.
Lion was a big fierce creature with a humongous round mane of fur on his
head. He had an enormous body covered in golden, shiny fur. He was so strong
that he could carry ten palm trees on his back. Even though he was very big
and strong, he was also very timid and nervous. The other creatures never paid
attention to him.
In the days when he wasn’t king, the jungle was chaotic. Crocodile was eating
everything in sight. Rhino was so cantankerous that he charged into everything
even when he wasn’t angry. The monkeys were throwing banana peels on the
floor making all the creatures slip and slide all over the place. It was clear that
someone had to take control of the jungle. But who would that be?
Tortoise, the wisest creature in the jungle, went over to lion and said, “I think
we need a leader for the jungle. I asked the pond of wisdom about it, and it said
if you look in the pond, you will see the king of the jungle,” said Tortoise. “Can
you please go and find out who the king should be?”
Lion replied nervously, “I, I, I, I can’t do that, the pond of wisdom is so far away.
I’ll never make it.”
Tortoise said, “But you must, the jungle needs you.”
Lion felt nervous and scared. He was shaking like a leaf. He didn’t think he
could go on the journey to the pond of wisdom, but then he thought of how
everybody must be feeling, and what all the creatures were doing to each other.
He decided to go.
The pond of wisdom was on the other side of the jungle. Lion had to walk
through the dark, treacherous jungle. The trees were all curved and came
together at the top, so that no sunlight could come through. There were loud
prowls and sounds he had never heard before. He took tiny footsteps through
the jungle, so that no one would know he was there. As he walked through the
deep, dark jungle, he began to feel braver and braver. He came across a huge
mountain, and the only way he could get to the pond of
wisdom was to go up the steep, slippery mountain. He felt like turning back,
but he didn’t because he knew he had to do this for all the creatures in the
jungle.
Lion climbed up slowly, his paws going very gently on the side of the mountain,
using his claws to grip. It took all his strength, but he finally made it up the
mountain. When he was at the top of the mountain, he felt like he had to go
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further. Luckily, he didn’t have because the pond of wisdom was right next to
him.
Lion looked inside the pond like Tortoise told him to. There, staring back at
him was himself. He shall be king.
Lion made the journey back, with no nerves, just confidence. He thought,
“Nothing can scare me apart from .... nothing!”
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When he got back, he roared, “I AM KING OF THE JUNGLE. You must all get
along. Crocodile, only eat what you need, you don’t need to eat everything.
Rhino, you don’t have to charge at everything, do it only if you are in a battle.
Monkeys, do not litter.”
The animals were all impressed by Lion’s speech and his confidence. They all
listened to everything he said.
From that day on, Lion was king of the jungle.
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The Baby Elephant
By Georgina Williams
Shall I tell you why I still get free tickets every year to Billy Smart’s Family Circus?
It has been 25 years since my summer holiday at North Berwick’s Driftwood
Caravan Park. I chose a gorgeous spot for my campervan at the park’s perimeter
edge, with a five-minute walk down to the vast beach with sparkling sands and
views far out to sea.
Now, I love campervans! I have travelled the length and breadth of the UK. I’ve
had lazy weekends on Kentish beaches and watched pods of dolphins in the
Orkney Islands.
As I said, it was a perfect spot, apart from one small issue. Patience, my
neighbor in the next-door caravan, had taken up trumpeting. Either she had
just started learning or she had lost her mind!
By the second evening, I was beginning to wish that I would catch a nasty ear
infection and become permanently deaf! Later that night, I could not believe it
when I was woken in the early hours to the sound of a trumpet and, although it
sounded like Patience was improving big time, I was still mad.
I marched out of the door and was immediately confused because the shrill
howling was coming from the gorse bushes opposite my campervan. What was
Patience thinking!? Had she sleep-walked in there? I hoped she was wearing
something to save her privates from the thorns, and my eyes from the horror!
“Patience, HELLO! Is that you?” I shouted and waited for a reply. The gorse
bush fell still and silent.
“What on earth are you doing shouting my name at 3.30 in the morning?!”
came Patience’s voice from her caravan window.
“If you’re in your caravan, then who is trumpeting in the bushes?” I asked
nervously.
Suddenly the bushes started moving and I saw this adorable looking face
poking out between the yellow flowers. I realised then what was making the
racket. To my complete astonishment, a baby elephant was staring back at me.
It took me some moments to put the pieces together, but then I remembered
that Billy Smart’s Circus big top was in the field next door. Or, it had been, but
looking then the field was completely empty. They must have packed up after
the last show and moved on to their next destination. The poor little elephant
must have escaped unnoticed and was trumpeting for its mother.
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Patience, who had by now seen the elephant and was clambering out of her
caravan, shouted, “I’ve got a banana! Let’s see if we can coax it out of the bushes.”
To my terror, the baby elephant screeched, flapped its ears, and ran like
lightening towards Patience, who screamed, jumped and landed in my arms.
I closed my eyes and prayed. I felt a tickling sensation and wondered what
Patience was doing. Opening my eyes, I found the elephant’s trunk was gently
seeking the banana.
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With the help of Patience, my duvet, 10 bananas and some sturdy planks of
wood borrowed from the caravan park, we managed to get the baby elephant
safely up and tied to my caravan roof. Unfortunately, it couldn’t ride in comfort,
as it did not fit through the van door.
With a plan to follow the circus to their next destination, Patience announced,
“I’m driving!” She flung open the door and gasped, “What a beautiful campervan!”
I beamed with pride as I scrambled on to my roof next to the elephant. I shouted
back, “Thank you! Please can you drive slowly?!” I think she heard me, but she
had found the radio and was playing rock music very loudly.
I saw my life flash in front of me several times that night, the worst moment
being as we approached a tunnel, where I knew the roof was too low for the
elephant and I. We ended up walking above ground over the tunnel while
Patience drove through to the other side.
In the end, the circus was delighted to be reunited with Fifi (their baby elephant).
The following year, out of kindness, they decided to stop using animals in their
shows. Patience and my friendship blossomed and we have shared the past 25
years together, only because she agreed to give up the trumpet.
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The Menabilly Sea Maiden
By Gracie Dillon
It had been a scorching hot summer’s day and ten-year-old Louisa was glad to
escape her stuffy classroom.
“Why don’t we take a picnic tea to the beach?” Louisa’s mum asked. “They say
the weather’s going to change tonight, we may as well enjoy the sunshine while
we can.”
“Yes please!” Louisa exclaimed happily, forgetting her troubled day at school.
Her mum had been worried about her daughter lately, she hadn’t been her
usual self.
The sun beamed down on the gleaming, turquoise sea as they walked down
the steep, rocky cliff path towards the beach. Louisa frowned as she pondered
her day. She had told some girls in her class that she still believed in Father
Christmas and had been teased all afternoon. Last week, she had written a
story about unicorns and had been taunted relentlessly. She wouldn’t make
that mistake again!
When they reached the beach, the soft, warm, silky sand felt heavenly on her
feet and her worries soon disappeared.
“I’m just going to look in the rock pools, Mum.” Louisa said excitedly.
“Ok love, but don’t go too high or too far,” her mum said as she laid out the
picnic blanket.
Louisa loved rock pooling. She clambered from pool to pool lifting the large
shiny pebbles and gently moving seaweed looking for crabs, sea anemones and
minute fish.
Suddenly, Louisa noticed that the breeze felt cooler and brisker. Dark clouds
had formed in the sky and she realised she had lost track of time. She had
climbed higher and farther then she meant to. Her mum would never hear her
shout from here. Louisa looked down and saw that the sea had turned from
turquoise to a grey swirling mass beneath her. Seagulls drifted above her near
the cliff edge and, gripped with terror, Louisa knew she would have to climb
upwards. Sweat poured down her face and as she tried to grip the rocks, the
cliff face started to crumble beneath her clammy hands. Louisa’s feet gave way
and backwards she fell screaming down into the choppy seas beyond.
Down, down, down she plunged under the cold sea. Just as she thought her
lungs were going to burst, Louisa felt a force gently pushing her upwards and
a sense of calm surrounded her. As she got nearer to the sea’s surface, she
dared to open her eyes. She saw the flick of a large silver tail, large dark eyes in
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a heart shaped face and long flowing hair like the softest, finest seaweed. Louisa
was carefully propelled to the water’s edge and could hear her mum shouting
“Louisa, Louisa! What happened?”
“Sorry, sorry” was all Louisa could splutter while she took deep breaths trying
to make sense of what had happened.
“Thank goodness you’re ok, I thought I’d lost you!” her mum cried.
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The next day, Louisa was kept off school. “You’ve had a nasty shock, a day off
won’t harm. I’ve rang the school and Grandad’s coming to see you, he’s been
worried sick!”
Louisa was very close to her grandad. They spent a lot of time together since
her mum and dad had got a divorce. Her dad lived with his new wife in London
and she only saw him in the school holidays.
Louisa’s grandad told her lots of tales about pixies, fairies and witches which
she adored hearing. They were all true, he said, and she believed him.
Louisa told her grandad all about the day before including what she thought
she saw in the water. “Aah, that’ll be the Menabilly sea maiden!” said her grandad
knowingly. “She’s been around for hundreds of years and saved many a sailor’s
life from shipwrecks in centuries gone by.”
“Really? I thought it was all in my mind.” Louisa spoke shakily.
“I’ve been down to the beach this morning and saw where you fell. You’re
very lucky to be alive young lady. Let this be a lesson to you, the Menabilly sea
maiden saved your life!”
At school the next day, everyone wanted to hear about Louisa’s accident. Of
course, she didn’t tell them the whole story.
Louisa often walked to Menabilly beach to write her fairytales which she never
shared with anyone. Every now and then she would look up in the hope of
seeing the flick of a silver tail. She would smile to herself, hugging her secret but
never saw the Menabilly sea maiden again.
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Silence
By Amelie Ward
Silence. Silence muffled the strangled cries of the charred, broken soldiers of
the forest like a thick woollen blanket. The trees were crisp with soot and were
nearly seconds away from disintegrating into piles of powdered dust.
The sky overhead was teeming with folds and folds of thick grey clouds hanging
heavily over the already dark and damp forest. Thunder mumbled ominously.
A howl sounded, bouncing through the trees and echoing toward the black
forest. A loud thud and a high-pitched shriek later, a clap of thunder illuminated
the land. Through the split-second light, a body could be seen, rising up from
the dark grass with a snout, ears and a long, bushy tail. It howled again and went
on a rampage, tearing down trees and slashing branches and spiky bushes as
it went.
Under a pile of debris and a thin film of dust, a ragged girl sat, knees brought
up to her chest. Her hair was so thick with grime that it was impossible to tell
what colour it really was. She was sobbing silently, umber eyes crowded with
large, salty tears. Something was prowling around her.
Suddenly a pair of glowing amber eyes appeared. Then everything disappeared
and ‘it’ leapt forwards. With a flash of its blinding white teeth and a sharp intake
of breath, she was gone.
The sun began to sneak its rays over the edge and the sky cleared, white
puffy clouds becoming tinted with a golden and pink light. A shabby man with
peculiar yellow eyes awoke next to a lifeless young girl with no idea what had
happened.
And then silence fell again.
Silence.
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A Potion’s Creation
By Harry Holmes
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Disgusting drool of thy dragon,
A poor horse’s hoof that dragged a wagon.
Suffocating body of a Constrictor,
Thy creature that is always the victor.
Stir, mix and then mash,
Until it becomes a toxic gas.
Cauldron exceed flaming heat,
This potion is near complete.
A tarantula’s wicked leg,
With a rat’s body hung from a peg.
A tiger’s brave blood,
With an earthworm’s precious mud.
POP! CRACK! BANG!
Stir until it’s as white as a fang.
Cauldron exceed flaming heat,
This potion is near complete.
The revolting slime of thy snail,
And a cat’s thin, dark tail.
The pumping heart of thy mole,
Buried in a deep hole.
Boil thy potion,
Then cool it with sea ocean.
Cauldron exceed flaming heat,
This potion is now complete!
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Whirling
By Helena Wang
Trapped, helpless, powerless that was how the little girl in the furs probably
felt at the moment. The blinding snow made everything look as if somebody
had draped a white, white sheet of velvet on everything before taking a badly
blurred photo. The figure was barely visible, a solitary and delicate looking thing
fighting just to stand still with the wind fussing around her and snow slapping
her cheeks bright red with cold as if they were the bullies at school tormenting
an innocent reception girl.
She looked bewildered and very lost in the heartless blizzard with only the
spindly, skeleton-like trees and the sharp whistles of the wind for company.
Ghostly mists created from snow wrapped themselves around her slowly,
steadily, tight as a gooseberry, trapping her, sucking all the life out of her and
holding her captive. It took her a minute to realize what was happening before
she tried to break free, thrashing at the tight grasp of the snow, wind and ice
wrapped around her crying out each time in pain before lashing out again
blindly at what she could not see. How long had she been without light? More
minutes of struggling and torture before she collapsed- too worn out to move,
too cold to breathe.
“You have to try, you, you need to.”
“I’m sorry Maya, she’s lost, gone, disappeared,” He spread out his hands in
front of him as if to show what he meant. “I’m sorry, I know she’s your sister but…
she won’t come back, she can’t, I’m sorry- I really am,”
The wicked wind whistled before shoving her into a mountain of icing sugar.
She shivered and watched helplessly as the wind and snow joined forces.
Working together, they slapped and tortured her before the sinister snow
decided to trap her. The silent snow and wind started to bury her as if she was
a mum at the beach and the snow and wind were the kids’ sand being thrown
at her, bit by bit, burying her. Laughter, harsh, greedy, reckless laughter seemed
to dance around her, teasing, taunting, sneering, poking, harassing, pestering
and tormenting her.
“You don’t know how she is, she could be dying, right now, waiting for us to
come and rescue her, please try -do it for me,” Then she added hoarsely, “and
she might not see her eighth birthday.”
“She got thrown off whilst turning a corner; you just can’t deny the facts. I
can’t rescue her Maya, I can’t rescue her after not being able to rescue anybody
else, I rescued you Maya- you’re lucky to be alive, like I said, I’m sorry about your
sister.”
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“But there’s still a chance that-”
“No,” He cut her off. “You want the truth? Well, your sister is dead. Dead. So
face it,”
“No. No, please no! There has to be some way to…” She didn’t finish her
sentence: she couldn’t. Part of her had just died and would never be able to be
replaced again.
8-10 Age Category
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Death
By Imogen Gray
Grey clouds swept pass the London sky. Father found a job after the war and
was working in Paris. Protesters on the tar road shouted to men with guns, the
police. Lara and her mother were on their way home to see Mrs Verde as their
shoes stepped on silver-coloured stones. Lara had roses in her hands and was
about to step on the white stairway when petals dropped onto the pavement.
An officer had scratched her forearm with hot air coming from his mouth.
“I have to tell you something,” he panicked. Mother returned, “Go on then.”
“Your husband has been murdered in Paris, his money has been taken and he
has been in his stomach.” I started crying. Tears rolled down my rosy cheeks like
rain dropping from my eyelids. Mother murmured, “Where is he, in hospital?”
The man answered, “He has been taken to hospital in Paris. There’s a flight for
you tomorrow to see him.” The officer left, we stepped onto the steps and went
in.
Mother headed to her room without taking her shoes off. I followed her to see
what she was doing. Fainted on her bed, was Mother. Now what am I going to
do about Mrs. Verde, she could be here at any time.
Mrs. Verde, was she at the front door?
No, she wasn’t.
Was she even coming?
Hours flew by which made me worried. No Mrs Verde, and mother wouldn’t
even wake up. Nothing to do, but in a few hours we had to board the plane.
“Wake up Mother,” said I as I plunged on her. She wouldn’t wake up. I took
the telephone and called doctor. Was this right or wrong? A noise came, “Hello,
Dr Spencer?” I returned, “Can you come to my house to see my mum. She has
fainted, it’s 17 Cornwall Gardens.” “Yes” was the reply.
Doctor came into the room with the woman. He smelled of flowers which
filled the room. Gently, I saw his fingers crawling on mother up to where the
red ball was. Deep voices filled his throat as he said, “Your mother has had a
heart attack.” I thought, “Now my parents are both unable to look after me.” I
asked, “Doctor is she still alive?” He murmured, “Unfortunately, no, you will have
to make her a funeral.” More than a litre of tears rolled down my cheeks. I fell
silent and didn’t reply.
Doctor left, there was still water trickling down. I limped to get candles from
the living room to put in her room. I left it on the windowsill and closed the door.
I packed two dresses and headed for the airport.
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A man was waiting and told me, “Are you Lara? I’m Ted. Where’s your mother?”
I said in an anxious voice, “She had a heart attack.” “Oh. I’m going to take you to
the plane now, give me your bag.” I handed it to him and walked down towards
the electric bird.
We arrived at Paris. A car was waiting for us. Was father alright? My legs
stepped in and felt the softness of the car. Who murdered father to cause this
trouble!?
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I saw father for the first time in months. His eyelids were closed and I saw a
hole in his stomach. Around it was red, which made it look like a poppy. The
doctor came up to me, glared and said in a deep and lowly voice, “After this
surgery, he will be able to go in a day’s time. You will stay here with Ted until you
can go home.”
The surgery took hours. I was waiting with Ted in the café. The sky was dark,
but I refused to close my eyes. He was not making me desire for father to be
alive. Then there was a bombing noise. It was another tragic war coming.
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The Alarm Clock
By Isabel Coombes Aw-Yong
This woman had no job and no house, so she lived in an abandoned factory;
she was pregnant. Sadly, her husband had left her and this was the beginning of
her story. Sunset broke, and she woke up on broken glass and rotten wood, the
smell of ash from the night before when two boys were trying to set the factory
on fire. That night the sky was black with fear, something was happening.
The sky turned to me like there was something it wanted to tell me. I ran to the
only room with a door and shut it. A high-pitched screech filled the room for ten
seconds straight; I shut my eyes and then opened them. I realised I could hear
nothing but darkness, whispers of terror, people screaming- I covered my ears.
I saw a light through the crack of the door, and I thought it was the police, so I
slowly and carefully stood to open it. I saw the most terrifying thing in the world,
but I knew it was after me. It had long slimy arms that had hands protruding
from it, its arms were as thin as a twig, a neck that slotted into its body, legs as
long as a walkway, and hands that were blades. It rushed towards me at twenty
miles per hour; I shut the door just in time. When it looked at me in desire, I
knew my life was over. I jumped on the wet, rotten floor hoping it would break
beneath me, but I gave up on hope. I knew I would be having my child soon but
not this soon. I lay on the floor waiting for the end of it, waiting in misery.
All of a sudden, I see the weight lift off the door, I still hear screams of children
and adults in despair. I cover my ears and shut my eyes once again and feel my
heart sink to the bottom of the world. All I can feel is pain and I will never get
to hold my child ever. I will die when I have it and I will be gone. My heart filled
with unhappiness, and my eyes filled with tears. All I say to myself is, my life was
for nothing, my life was for nothing. I feel something vibrate from beneath me,
I look, and I find an alarm clock. The monstrous creature is after me this time.
I can’t hear the alarm clock but I am sure the creature can. From the window,
I can see it running up the stairs- I quickly open the door and throw the alarm
clock out. I realised that I was in the lab, and that there were old test tubes filled
with radiation chemicals. I collected some rainwater and put the chemicals into
the rotten, rusty old bucket. I opened the door and turned to the right as I fell to
the ground. I slowly put the bucket down and I had my first child, my only ever
child. I had to stand up but I couldn’t, I was just in too much pain. I found some
cloth next to me. I wrapped my child in it and held her in my arms. I was dying
and I got to see my child for the first and last time. It was the end for me but not
the end for her.
The woman’s eyes shut; she inhaled slowly and let out her last breath with a
smile, knowing her child’s heart would always be with her. In the child’s eyes,
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there was nothing but unhappiness, but still she had the same smile as her
mother. The creature heard her cries and ran back upstairs to find the woman
dead and her child lying there. It picked the child up and the scream of it
irritated the creature. It dropped the baby from a staggering height and ran.
The child suffered greatly and died a few minutes later. The factory was left in
the untrusted blades of the creature, and if anyone tried to step one foot in the
factory, they were gone. The creature had meals almost every day, leaving all
sorts of blood and bones across its factory. Animal bones. Human bones. And
that was the last of all of this terror.
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A Girl’s Adventure
By Jada Patrick
In the middle of the woods, Hayley sat at the bottom of the towering tree.
She was sharpening her sword, ready for anything that lurked ahead. A noise.
What was that? She didn’t know. Getting ready for the noise to come out, she
stood watching with frightened eyes. As Hayley heard the noise getting louder,
she stood motionless like a log, with only her eyes flickering in the midnight
darkness. It seemed like the noise was coming from every direction. Suddenly,
the noise stopped. All she could hear now where footsteps approaching…
Hayley was an adventurous girl… a mysterious girl. She always had to defend
herself from the rest of the world for her parents were gone. She wore clothes
that were as dark as the night. Hayley was like a shadow as she wore all black.
Her hair was so long that it touched the rim of her skirt and was the colour of
the beautiful night sky.
Thump! Thump! Thump! The sound of the footsteps grew louder and louder.
Then out came an enormous leaf giant. The 30 feet tall giant towered over
horrified Hayley.
The monstrous giant was made from evergreen leaves and cherry blossom
flowers. The giant’s hair was a dark green made from fern with a dark red rose
in it. Her eyes were black holes and her mouth was a light green leaf. The tall
creature said “Hello,” but Hayley said nothing in astonishment. The two figures
stood in a deafening silence, watching each other in wonder. In that split second,
Hayley knew she couldn’t defend herself against this gigantic giant. She ran as
fast as bullet out of a gun, forgetting her sword. With a single footstep, the giant
caught up with her and swept Hayley off her feet. Hayley’s attempts to escape
were futile. Hayley shouted, “Let me out of here, put me down!”
“I am here to help and guide you, don’t be afraid,” said the giant. Hayley
was amazed that the giant spoke in such a soft, gentle tone. She could feel the
comfort the giant offered her.
“I am looking for a gem, it is called ‘The Gem of Teleportation.’ Do you know
where it might be?” asked Hayley.
“Of course I do! It is the most spoken about subject in my city. Oh, and by the
way, my name is Everblossom,” explained the leafy giant. “But come with me to
my city where you can spend the night and we will start early in the morning. I
didn’t catch you name, what is it?”
“My name is Hayley,” said Hayley softly. The giant took Hayley to her city.
Everblossom’s city was bright, vibrant and energetic with several giants roaming

50

8-10 Age Category

around. They were surrounded by gigantic oak trees and beautiful flowers.
Everblossom then laid down in one of the trees holding Hayley in her hands.
At the crack of dawn, Everblossom and Hayley set off to find the missing Gem.
Everblossom walked for miles upon miles going deeper and deeper into the
forest.

8-10 Age Category

When they finally reached a waterfall, Everblossom whispered, “Here lies the
‘Gem of Teleportation’ but we need to solve the riddle. The force of the waterfall
will wash my leaves away so I cannot go through with you.”
Hayley gathered all the courage she had and jumped off of Everblossom’s
hand into the waterfall. When she got into the waterfall, a loud voice spoke.
“Here is the riddle you must to solve to get the precious gem in your gloves! You
have three attempts – 69 is the number for me, turn the mirror and you shall
see,” the mysterious voice said.
“Is the answer 96?” asked Hayley aloud.
“Yes, my dear,” said the voice as the gem was in sight. She held the gem swam
back to Everblossom so that she could show her the gem.
They both held the beautiful gem and said, “Teleport me and you will see, to
the land I go to be free.”
She saw her long-lost brother, Hayden standing there with a huge smile on
his face.
The End

51

Wicked Young Writer Awards 2019

Music
By Julie Grandjean
Music is…
A hidden language, a story, a skill.
Once you hear it, you can’t help but dance and feel the rhythm inside you.
Each piece is different, so the story changes but sometimes, you can’t tell the
difference and love them all the same.
If you want to learn music, then you have to understand the music and vivid
rhythm on the paper on the stand. It isn’t up to how well you play or how much
you read the notes but it’s up to how you play it and the spirit in each touch.
The story of the music is quite important too as the song needs a meaning
and some excitement too, like being lost in the woods or an adventure in the
ocean blue.
Whether it’s the introduction or even the ending, the music’s story is always
true!
Now you know that music is a vivid, grand sensation. It could be a famous
song or even just a piece that’s barely known around the nation. From song to
skill to story if you put it all in one then music is your only way!!!
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The Theatre
By Khadija Hussain
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When I entered the theatre I was mesmerised by the magnificent artwork that
was right in front of me. The usher showed the way towards the red crimson
seats. When I sat on the seat, I felt like a king sitting on his golden thrown. The
music playing calm and peacefully. The scent of popcorn ran up Terry’s nose.
The organ echoed across the room. I was really impatient and kept on asking
Aunty Betty what time is was. I saw my brother greedily opening his lemon
sherbet. People were laughing in excitement and whispering in the background.
The beautiful artwork was embroidered by a famous artist.
Waiting for the show to start, Auntie Betty was stroking her holy red fox stole
that had black sparkling beady eyes. The curtain was a red crimson, a rich
colour, and the stage was made from wood. I took my magazine with me; it was
folded neatly in my pocket. This could be my dream come true. I didn’t take my
eyes off the stage in case I missed the show. Suddenly the lights dimmed. I
clutched on to the arm rest and the curtain flung open. That’s when I knew the
show was beginning.
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Adventure
By Leyla Gottschalk
I was in the field lying on the soft green grass. No one was around me and it
was nice and quiet. When I am alone, I get bored and sad. I have never gone
outside the fence, my mum said I am too young (I’m only three years old) but
I think I act like a big girl. My mum said that I could only leave Greenville farm
when I was nine. Greenville farm is a beautiful little farm situated between a
huge forest to the left and a large meadow to the right. Heading from the farm
is a rather fast road that leads to our nearest village, Haydon Wood. Most days
I get to see my family in the field and also my animal friends: Hector the horse,
the oldest and wisest, Betty the rooster, who helps us wake up in the morning,
Sophie the squirrel, who is always up to mischief, trying to steal food from
everyone. I am also very fond of the humans that are often either cleaning out
our beds at the farm or bringing us food to the meadow. On a daily basis, I get
the sweet scent of freshly cut grass and summer blossoms on the meadow. I
can usually hear cars, tractors and my animal friends chatting away. I love the
feel of grass under my feet and cuddling up with the other sheep.
One day, I decided to leave the meadow without my mum knowing. I told
her that I was going to get some food and flowers so that she would let me
go. Across the road and over the hill I went, making my way to the forest. I felt
so ecstatic to finally be free, on my own, where no one could find me. Right,
then left, then right again, weaving in and out of all the big trees and bushes.
Suddenly I stopped; looking around I couldn’t see the road or the hill anymore,
only trees as far as the eye could see. I was definitely lost. I became really scared
and regretted my decision to ignore what my mum had said. I did not know
where I was so I decided to make a shelter out of leaves, sticks and stones,
hoping my mum would come and get me. Then it started raining really heavily
and my shelter started to collapse around me; I got soaked. I didn’t know what
to do. I shouted for help thinking about how much my mum would be worrying
about me. The sun started to set and night was coming in fast, I felt like I wasn’t
going to make the night. I was missing my mum and sister so much, hoping I
would be alright, I was starting to hear strange sounds like rustling in the bushes
and wolves howling in the distance. Then, there was a sudden sound- I thought
it could be the wolves trying to get me. Until I saw a mouse scurrying past me
and this put my mind at rest.
I finally fell asleep, however I woke up three times, missing the warmth of my
mum and sister cuddling up with me. I was feeling very cold, tired and alone. As
I fell asleep for the last time,
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I had a lovely dream about all the fun things that had happened that morning.
I woke up to a familiar sound- it was Betty the rooster singing her lovely song.
I immediately got up and followed the sound of her wonderful voice. In the
distance, I could hear the sound of racing cars, I knew I was heading the right
way, then through the trees and over the hill I could see a glimpse of the meadow
and the other sheep. I looked right then left, making sure there were no cars to
be seen. I ran over the road as fast as I could and through a hole in the fence.
Finally, I could see my mum and sister, I could feel the soft grass under my feet
and I could smell the food in the air. Realising how hungry I was, I ran to the
food and ate until my heart was content. My mum, sister and animal friends had
been so worried about me but were happy I was back. From that moment on, I
never ignored my mum’s advice.
Until my ninth birthday…
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Shall I Tell You a Secret?
Libby Laredo
What do you do if you were about to be murdered? Would you think of the
pain you were about to encounter? That’s what I thought when it happened to
me.
It was misty, the bad mist that gives you shivers down your spine and a cold
burn all through your bones. Walking in London at night was no fun, believe
me, but I only lived half an hour away. “It’ll be fine,” I thought to myself. I thought
wrong.
Rainwater dripped from the gutters as I walked underneath. Rats scrabbled
in the alleys as I passed. Finally, I saw my house, but something wasn’t right. The
shutters were closed and the door was open. I stopped under a streetlight. A
man walked towards me. As he passed, I felt a note pressed into my hand, and
a whisper in my ear; “Sleep with one eye open or don’t expect to wake up.”
I was scared. What was happening? I have a secret that nobody else knows. I
was warned that if I ever told anyone they would kill me.
The cold wind made me shiver. I opened my hand to read the note. It had
gone! There was blood on my hand, my blood, and it spelled a message.
“He knows.”
It was too late for regret. I needed to get inside.
Have you ever had the feeling that someone is behind you, but you are afraid
to look back? The moon moved behind a cloud and the one working street light
flickered and went out. Were those footsteps behind me? That was the last
thing I remembered.
When I came round, it was dark, too dark. It was difficult to move and breathe.
I was trapped inside something. Rough, scratchy fabric. Some sort of sack. My
hands were free and I pulled and managed to tear a small hole. Then I heard
a voice, quiet and getting closer. It sounded like a man, and it sounded like he
was talking to me.
‘’Wakey, wakey. It’s time to play.’’
I held my breath and peaked out of the hole.
***
I was in a room -- black walls illuminated by a lonely light bulb hanging from a
wire. A man was standing in the room. On a table to his left were several long,
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silver-bladed knives and to his right, on the floor, a fish tank that appeared to be
full of blood rather than water.
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The man turned and watched me peering out of the sack. He gave me a look
that I would never forget. It sent shivers down my spine. I wanted to look away
but couldn’t. The man grabbed a knife and walked over, the knife in his hand.
The blade cut through the sack and I tumbled out. He watched silently as I
stood trembling and pressed my back into the wall. He went back to the table,
put his hand down, fingers spread and began stabbing the knife between each
outstretched digit. I looked around. I needed a way out. Without warning he
threw the knife, it skimmed my arm and, shivering, buried itself point-first into
the wall. My arm stung and I felt the first drop of blood.
He picked up another knife and looked up with a smile. I looked to my right.
The window.
I ran. The second knife brushed my cheek as I dove into the glass. The last
thing I heard before the world went black was his laughter.
***
I woke up in bed. The duvet was warm and the pillow was soft. My mother
walked in carrying a tray with a glass of orange juice and a plate of buttered
toast. I smiled but she didn’t seem to notice. She put the tray down, looked at
me and began to cry. I tried to speak to her but she didn’t react. I reached out to
touch her but she wasn’t there, an image on a fading screen. The room began
to dissolve.
So I ask again, do you feel pain when you die? Death is the master and pain
is his apprentice. I learned that a long time ago. Is death forever? I say it is just
another way of living. People say I am dead, but perhaps we will meet one dark
and lonely night.
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World War II
By Max Craven
This the most boring, boring, boring, boring day of my life. My grandma is
dead and there’s nothing to do. All the food is absolutely disgusting. I don’t want
to be here anyway, I don’t know what to do. There are no children to play with
and everyone is crying. I creep upstairs to explore, there are cobwebs tangled
in the corners of each room. Nothing has been cleaned for ages. I tiptoe over
to the wardrobe and I look inside. There is an old suit with a big leather jacket,
trousers and black shiny shoes. There is a funny looking badge with two wings.
I thought it might represent a bird. I felt like I wanted to put the suit on. As I
slipped the heavy leather jacket on, a funny feeling rushed over me. I put the
trousers on, they are a bit too big at first but then I tightened the belt. They
were itchy and scratchy and horrible to wear. I put the shiny shoes on, I was
wondering what I looked like? I put the hat on and then suddenly I was in a
World War Two plane, flying over big stretches of land. I looked over behind me
and there was another man sitting there. I looked to the left and there was a
plane there, same to the right. I didn’t know what to do. I looked in front of me
and saw a lever, I pulled it down and my plane dived down. The other planes
followed me. Suddenly an armada of enemy planes rushed over us, the person
sitting behind me kept shouting ‘’Gerry, Gerry, on your tail! Dive!’’ I suddenly
understood where I was. I pulled the lever hard back and we dove as quickly.
Bullets came flying past me. The two planes beside me were falling fast, with fire
everywhere. It was red hot, with bright white light all around. I wanted to get
out of the plane as fast as I could. My gunner, behind me was firing bullets at
each plane, one by one they came crashing down.
The gunner asked me if I had banged my head, then he said that we need to
go to Hitler’s secret bunker and blow it up, because if we did that the war would
be over forever. I looked at the radar screen. I asked the Gunner where we
were. ‘We are in Germany, we are close.’’ It scared me to think what my parents
would be doing at this moment. Were they looking for me, or were they in the
same room, eating? The Gunner told me to take the plane down a bit, so I did,
then I wanted to see what was happening above. I did a barrel roll and a loop
the loop. The Gunner behind me was cross, he told me to stop messing about.
I heard a bang close by and then I saw people on the ground firing at us. Now
he told me to do a barrel roll, so I did and then something got hit and so did the
man behind me. We were going down fast when I jumped out and hit my head
and I fainted.
I woke up, handcuffed behind my back and a man walked in with a different
uniform on. He asked me where I had come from and what I was doing? I didn’t
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want to see the man sitting behind me, still unconscious. I didn’t know what to
say, I asked him where we were, and we were in Hitler’s secret bunker. I thought
this was perfect because now we can see from the inside. Then the man beside
me woke up and started shouting at the German man and he walked away. I
asked the man what his name was, he said it was Tom. I asked Tom what he
had said? He said he told the German soldier we wouldn’t tell him anything. I
didn’t know what to say. I just stared at the floor. Tom asked me where I had
come from and I said I come from my Grandma’s funeral he laughed at me like I
was being sarcastic. The man stood up, he got a paperclip from inside his shoe
and unclipped his handcuffs. In the night he stole the German man’s keys, he
unlocked my handcuffs and he told me to follow. We were getting steeper and
we were out.
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Mystery Mountain Calls
By Zak Boniface
One stormy night there was a loud bang, people in the village were filled with
fear! It didn’t sound like thunder or fireworks, the sound was different, it came
from high up in the mountains, that surrounded the village.
The strange bang soon became the talk between all the local villagers, all of
them had their own ideas, but all were too scared themselves to go and find
out, so they decided to call upon a local secret agent that lived in the outskirts
of the village. He was a shy, quiet man he kept himself to himself, locals thought
he was strange that he never wanted to stop and talk, he didn’t really have
any family or friends. The next day the secret agent started his climb up the
mountain to investigate whereabouts that loud bang came from!
The climb was tricky with large rocks to get over, and tree branches to fight
the way through and strange animal noises could be heard. After a few hours
and a very hot steep climb, the secret agent finally reached the top. He looked
around, he could see for miles the village below looked like a tiny ant, it was
cooler at the top, a breeze was swishing around his face.
After a few minutes he started to explore, there was a lot of broken and
snapped tree trunks, ivy curled around broken bricks but then carved into the
mountain top was what looked like a door, a mysterious door that someone
had built but maybe they didn’t expect it to be found. The agent pulled back the
overgrown trees to try and get a better look, what would a door be doing here
he wondered? Did the Grinch or another strange creature live behind the door,
did it lead to a magical place? He reached out his hand and took a breath, he
was a bit scared of pushing open the door, he slowly began to push the door
forward the old rusty hinges made an eerie sound. He closed his eyes as he
moved forward frightened to open them just in case he wouldn’t like what was
ahead of him. He peered round the door and very slowly he began to let his
eyes open.... a green light flickers at the back of this large dark cave, drips of
water can be heard splashing as they hit the floor, it’s cold and there’s a smell
that the agent hasn’t come across before! He gets brave and fully steps inside
carefully stepping towards the green light, as he moves closer inside he can
see an outline of what looks like a cauldron. The green flicker light is above it,
he gets closer and can see a green liquid swirling around the cauldron it looks
like the funnel of a tornado. The agent investigates; there is a blank piece of
paper on the floor, he screws it up in his hand and accidentally it drops into the
cauldron. Immediately the ground starts shaking and the green liquid starts
spitting and bubbling, oh no what has the agent done? He freezes with fear
the hairs on his body stick up, the liquid rises and with an almighty BANG the
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cauldron explodes, the agent is covered in liquid and ash! The agents ears are
ringing after the explosion and he staggers off around the cave, hoping to find
more clues. After a while he starts to give up, but then he feels like he is being
watched, he looked around but couldn’t see anything. He carried on walking
deeper into the cave still feeling like eyes were on him then suddenly in the
distance a figure, a shadow in the corner of his eye.... what was this lurking in
the darkness?
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Fear struck the agent, again he froze with fear, his heart was racing like a race
car, he’s breathing became faster and faster, with a scared and shaky voice
the agent said “hello is anyone there?” It was silent, no reply... maybe his mind
was playing games with him, he began to talk himself out of being so silly when
all of a sudden a figure appeared in front of his eyes and said in a strong and
powerful voice “who goes there? And why are you disturbing our peace? .........
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Trapped!
By Sema Rijab
The gnarled, twisted trees swayed as the icy wind poured over the creepy
forest. As I descend deeper into the forest, I can hear the chorus of creatures
scurrying around. My heart is pounding violently as I approach a place with
crispy, golden leaves that make a floor full of twigs and dead leaves. My
clothes rip against snagging thorns. I come closer to a dank stagnant smell of
decomposing leaves. An eerie sound drifts through the air into the black abyss.
Inky black eyes watch me as I creep down the inexistent path. The brightness
of this is such a bewilderment. I walked further into the forest to see a rusty old
gate, that opens to a pebble path, which leads to a creepy, old house.
As I creak the gates open, I feel a frosty chill down my spine that sends a
signal to turn back. Tall, bony trees try to scratch my back, but I speed-walk on.
I hear a howl, which leaves me rooted to the spot to think about the situation
I’m in.
After a while I start walking, walking slowly this time. The door of the house
creeps open because of the wind, which make me jump and in to thorny
brambles. Unfortunately, it rips my clothes again. I hear footsteps behind me,
which makes me run into the house. When I realised what I had done I pulled a
face of horror. I look around to see a chair rocking, and then a shock. The door
slams shut. Now a million thoughts are racing through my head, good thoughts,
bad thoughts. I back up to the wall feeling ripped paper and a cold surface. I
tug at the rusty, cold door knob. It won’t budge. I try to open the latch of the
mouldy window. It won’t budge. I’m trapped! I start panicking in the darkness,
my heart pounding like crazy. The sound of chittering animals filled the room.
Staircases start to come into view as I creep up. There’s a switch! I put it on,
off, on, off, on. Oh I don’t know, I don’t want to let the stranger following me
have an idea of where I am. I decide to turn it off. When I reach the top there
is a square in the wall, with a latch opposite me. I reach to grab it. There is a
banging on the door. AHHHH, I rush now, it’s full of cobwebs. I think there’s so
many things going on now. I pushed through the cobwebs. I crawl as fast as I
can because I start hearing funny sounds. There’s a glow, (I might be safe!). I
start to feel myself going down a hill. The garden comes into view. Feeling damp
grass, I feel relieved. I run to a gate that’s wide open. I am back into the forest,
but fortunately there’s a road. To my relief there is a car passing by. I ask if I can
have a ride, the driver nodded. When I climbed in I asked if he knew where I
wanted to go. He turned his head round and to my horror he had NO FACE!
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Dying Words
By Jennifer Allen
She wasn’t expecting to see what she saw that night… I shut the book with a
snap. I can’t bear to read any further. Sadie glances over at me. “What is it now,
Blaze?”
“Do none of these books have a happy ending? They’re making me depressed!”
Sadie chuckles to herself.
“They’re mortal, Blaze! No mortal’s story ever ends well.”
“Couldn’t Father write them differently…?” Sadie gasps.
“You can’t change the lives of mortals! You cannot write them a longer life.
That would be… that would be…”
“The right thing to do,” I finish for her. She glowers at me and turns back to
her book.
Our father is a Life-Writer. He writes the lives of mortals in leather-bound
books, determining the twists and turns of their lives and, in the end, condemning
them to whatever hideous or harrowing death he chooses. Every mortal that
ever lived is ensnared in the rows upon rows of books hoarded in our library.
I love to read the lives of each. To sit, enclosed in the warm dreams of others,
caressing the pages that once determined the course of their life; from the
moment they were born, to the moment they closed their eyes, never to open
them again.
At the moment I’m reading the life of Isabella Wood, a tragic tale of a girl that
found her mother dead in the street after a night raid, then later killed herself
out of grief.
Father says the lives of mortals are wretched. He says that he could never do
anything with a life so short. “You can’t get anything substantial done in just 80
chapters,” he says. “It’s much more amusing for me if I just kill them off and start
the next one.”
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However, Father can’t keep track of every mortal. So I wrote my own. Benedict.
I picked the name especially. It means blessed. I am determined to give him an
eternal and contented life, even if it means lying to my father almost every day.
At that very moment, Father barges into the library.
“I’ve finished it! Lilly Hammond died in a freak car accident!”
“Lilly Hammond? No! She was my favourite!” Father stops abruptly and rounds
on me menacingly.
“Blaze. What have I told you? You cannot have favourites.”
I ignore him and thunder out of the library. I go to my room and open
Benedict’s life book. His granddaughter had her 11th birthday and he got her a
golden Labrador puppy. She was so happy and gave him an enormous hug to
thank him.
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I think for a second. What if I could give him control of his own life? I tap my
pen against the corner of my desk. Suddenly, I get inspiration. I dip my pen in
my inkpot and write, One night, something happened. Blaze, the daughter of
the Life-Writer, finished her book and, in doing so, gave every mortal the right
to decide the course of their own life. It was a momentous day and would be
remembered forever.
As I penned the last full stop, the ground began to vibrate like the wings of a
mammoth insect. Father burst through the door, closely followed by Sadie.
“Blaze? What have you done?” I stand up and stare defiantly at them.
“I’ve given the mortals control over their own lives. You have no power
anymore. They are free to make their own mistakes and to live and learn from
them and other people. Your reign is over! It’s their turn now.”
I throw the window open and leap out. I can hear Father calling me from
inside but I am long gone. I run like I have never run before, like the very hounds
of hell are snapping at my heels. When I finally stop and turn around, the castle
of the Life-Writer is no more than a pile of rubble and shattered glass. Pages
from the life books fly on the breeze into the gathering dawn and as the first
free sun rises over the horizon, the age of mortals begins…
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The Chameleon
By Annie McCrory
She was getting tired of this new identity.
Janet Eastley was a middle-aged accountant with a miniscule pay-packet and
an even smaller social circle. Timid and unassuming, she had rarely ventured
out of her cramped apartment on the Lower East Side. A loner who, the woman
mused to herself, no-one would report missing for weeks. She yawned luxuriantly
and padded cat-like into Janet’s beige kitchen. Tiny and shabby (much like the
former occupant), she couldn’t help but wrinkle her nose at the ghastly décor,
decades out of fashion and truly an eyesore. Humming in spite of herself, she
made herself a coffee in one of the cracked mugs. Hers hadn’t been a difficult
persona to acquire- really, Janet Eastley was a temporary identity, soon to be
discarded. Expired. Permanently.
But for now, she was Janet Eastley; the very embodiment of normality.
The world is a vast, rolling sea of faces.
New ones add to the mix each day, emotions flashing by on porcelain masks,
each expression painstakingly, intricately carved.
Waves of identities crash into the shoreline in the shifting tide, carelessly leaving
scattered imprints and evidence of their visit. Scavengers scour the beach for
these precious morsels; invaluable in her line of work. It requires just the right
amount of skill and discretion to dip your hand in the whirling mass and pluck out
a persona. Though, after experience, it becomes as easy as breathing…
Inhale.
Exhale.
Over and out.
She had immersed herself in the River Lethe.
Bathed in the spring of forgetfulness.
Cut the cords of her old life with a gleaming scythe.
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Risen from the ashes.
Shed her skin.
Donned another.
A never-ending cycle.
She was unmemorable.
Another face in the ocean.
A Chameleon.
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Crimson leaves caressed her face as she sidled up Hester Street, touching
her features lightly before darting away, careful never to stay in one place too
long. Cursing, she pulled Janet’s parka- again, a beige colour that seemed like it
was begging to be put out of its misery; God, there must have been something
seriously wrong with the woman if this was the extent of her wardrobe- tighter
around her shivering body. Winter’s touch was upon her, clenching its cold fingers
around the tiny fragment of her humanity that was left. Squeezing it out of her.
She preferred Autumn, even the dying embers of it surrounding her now.
The season, with its regal purples and passionate reds, made her recall past
guises. The woman shook her head wistfully, recalling the baking summer in Texas
being Rosie Sherwood; the blustery spring as Marilyn Howards in Alaska. She’d
had good times-that was for sure. But discarding skins so fast had taken a toll, and
she had grown reckless...and paid the price. Now, she was back. Pure once more.
Out of the corner of her (perfectly mascaraed) eye she spotted a taxi
sputtering into a space across the alley. A woman alighted; around the same
height as herself, sporting similar characteristics- though her clothes were
extravagant. Her midnight-noir patent heels reflected a red sole in the murky
puddles littering the sidewalk: Louboutin.
The fistful of dollars furtively pressed into the driver’s hand. The totter of
heels as the luggage was wrenched from the trunk. Click-clack resonating on
the gum-encrusted sidewalk.
Everything about her screamed filthy rich- and hiding from someone.
Ms Anna Jaccoud.
The woman knew everything. She knew Anna was a thirty-one-year-old heiress
native to Paris, running from an abusive husband in Washington. She knew that
Anna was thirteen weeks pregnant, and as yet unaware. She had also known she
would drive to this particular place, at this particular time on this particular day.
The Parisian’s breath formed a cloud in the frigid air as she laboured
strenuously, struggling to heave the Hermes suitcase off the street.
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Autumn was full of memories, but Winter was calculating.
Widened French eyes smeared with kohl glanced up into her own, startled
and wary.
A little-known fact about chameleons- their name translates to ‘lion of the ground’.
“May I help you, Ms Jaccoud?”
Besides, it was already getting cold out.
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Are We Heroes?
By Abby Cladingboel
My world did not end in a bang or a whisper, but rather one, agonising scream
at a time. The human mind is the scariest of all, subconscious thoughts and
nagging whispers roll over one another in a great sea of chaotic melancholy. As
the silence grows, the waves begin crashing louder and louder. I am drowning.
Lost in an ocean of endless thought. Nobody hears my screams and I begin to
suffocate, engulfed by a thick blanket of senseless worry. My breath is frantic
as another wave rolls over me. I sink lower and lower and then all at once,
everything is silent.
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I rise from my restless sleep at the sound gunfire, rattling over my head, the
echoing eerie ringing of bombs flooding my ears. I was not trained for this, not
for the grief, the shock, the fear. Not for the death, for the agonising screams of
pain that cut through the tense air. Not for the metallic smell of blood lingering
in my nostrils.
Even in my sleep I can’t escape reality, I know I’m fighting for king and country
but for what? Glory? Money? Pride? I shut my eyes and wish that for a moment
it was silent, no gunfire, no screams, I can imagine myself at home. But only for
a moment. Almost instantly the sounds come flooding back to me, enveloping
me in a thick, suffocating blanket of terror.
Go to war they said. It’ll be over by Christmas they said. It’s just a game they
said. But is it really a game? Is it a game when men are wounded and dying? Is
it a game when children are missing fathers and mothers are missing sons? Is it
really a game? They said we would be heroes. But I don’t feel heroic, I am a pawn
in a political machine, letting fire and killing boys who will never grow up. Is that
what it takes to be a hero? To preserve the glory of the empire?
Afraid to close my eyes, I lie awake at night and in the silence, I hear a
suppressed cry, a longing whisper, a silent prayer. If I am truly a hero, why am I
the one to take lives? Shouldn’t I be saving them? Too fatigued to carry on, my
eyes close.
Once again, I am drowning.
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B7608
By Bella Fox
Tears.
Trapped tears welling in deep pools, flooding the visibility of the world. Other
tears streaming, like streams, down dirty, dusty faces. More tears coming in the
form of boisterous blubbing, wordless weeping, and suffering sniffles.
I stand, feet planted in the filthy floor, wriggling my toes in the dirt. A luminous
light crams into my head, a sudden reminder of the blissful days in summer. The
feeling on my feet is the luscious sand, which submerges my feet. My awareness
arises back to reality as the sand fades away and the floor resumes back to
being the dead skin cells of others I do not know. Who knows where they have
ended up?
The guards of this wasteland glare at us with snarls on their remorseless
faces as they poke and prod us with guns but not getting too close, scared to
encounter the smell of hard labour, which they will never experience. I trudge
along the dusty path towards the unforgiving emptiness of the desert land,
beneath the cast iron sign, which reads ‘Albeit Macht Frei’. The barbed wired
fences were merciless and ready to snatch up anyone who came close, loomed
over us, yet beyond the limitless plain lay a flickering light of hope that would
occasionally extinguish and only just manage to regenerate life.
In front of me, a man, aged and frail, trudges along the grubby path and in
front of him a young man, weakened and disabled by his recent experiences.
The line goes on and on until it is hidden from view, snaking round the corner.
Yet behind me, a boy younger than me struggles to carry his own limbs on his
legs, but no sympathy comes his way as no one cares; that is his life.
Scars. Cuts. Burns.
These wounds cover us all. These are what makes us. Open cuts attract the
unwanted flies who infect us, their persistent, muted touch persecuting us,
making the present as distressing as our future.
My name is B7608, at least that’s what it is now. As I run my fingers over my
enforced tattoo, the shadowy ink betrays who I was born to be.
A room lies in front of me; blotches of grease marks cover the walls from head
to toe. A musty scent fills the atmosphere, flakes of something I cannot seem to
distinguish; it almost seems to be particles of dead skin sailing freely in the air.
Men cram into this room around me. Mud covered faces, tired faces, unkempt
faces. Sadness overcomes them like of wave of uncertainty not knowing where
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their future ends up, maybe on the shore of hope or drifting further into the
deep ocean of vagueness.
I look around and see their trapped tears welling in deep pools, flooding the
visibility of the world. Other tears streaming, like streams, down dirty, dusty
faces. More tears coming in the form of boisterous blubbing, wordless weeping,
and suffering sniffles.
Tears.
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Colours
By Briony Thomson
She stood quietly, watching as colours smeared the sky. Crackling, glowing
ropes of pink, orange and blue cascaded along their chosen canvas, which had
been pitch black mere moments ago.
She stared, solemnly wishing that her colours would one day burn as bright,
and become an enigma all of their own. Wishing that she could burst into a flurry
of light, surrounding those who loved her with a cacophony of riotous booming
and fizzing, bringing a soft and earnest smile to their faces as she would settle
into nothing. But, of course, fantasy and reality can’t co-exist simultaneously.
Not in her world.
Fantasy is reserved for blurry, sleepless nights where you wish for something
more. Something further; something you can’t quite reach.
The fireworks began fading into the cold, and her trance along with it. Her eyes
were downcast as she closed the door behind her, the house almost hauntingly
dark. The stairway made no noise beneath her feet as she made her way up,
fingers lazily gliding against the banister. The girl navigated the second floor in
complete darkness, unfazed by its foggy presence. She carefully collapsed onto
her bed, a thick
strand of moonlight sifting through her window, and casting over the floor.
The = atmosphere hung down on her as she stared up at the ceiling, eyes blank
and glassy.
Oh, how she so desperately wanted to be colourful. To paint the world to her
own design, dripping joy onto the ground as she twirled around. She wanted.
She so, so painfully wanted, but never got, which always begs the question of
whether or not she ever deserved it to begin with. It was an inconsistent feeling,
in every sense of the word. It made her feel everything, yet nothing at all. It was
piercing, yet
numbing. Like everything was gushing out of her like a busted water pipe, but
without any liquid to show for it or any stubborn staining left behind.
She hated that, yet she allowed it to well up inside of her without a single
word of desperation. She wanted to explode, finally being able to witness real
peace. Funny, how her peace is anything but peaceful. She wouldn’t be satisfied
until shades of purple and yellow tracked all over the floor in her place, painting
every inch of the road she walks upon.
Turning her head, she was greeted by her own reflection in the floor mirror.
Her lips pursed, and she stared at the painfully familiar face with a look of
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expectancy. No-one quite knew what she was expecting, and somewhere deep
inside her didn’t quite know either. Yet, somehow, as she awaited the feeling
she despised, another firework could be heard in the near distance.
This firework was different. It roared with such sincerity, crashed with such
grace, that it almost seemed sympathetic. Almost as if it were communicating
with her, and her alone. The girl let a shy smile appear on her lips, and she
looked at her reflection without fear.
True colour was yet to come, but for now, for the first time in so long, she
could settle for gentle saturation.
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Life and Death
By Catriona Eke
Ever since the dawn of time, humans have celebrated life. Loved ones gather
together for every year a soul has spent on earth without being thrust into
the evil hands of Death, or rejoice when they discover they are bringing a new
soul into the world. However, where life is celebrated, death is feared, despised
even. Mortals hate to be reminded of their inevitable end.
Death knows that no one embraces him in joy, and he’s accepted that. He
knows that humans cower before him since they have always cowered before
the unknown. However, this truth would not be so terrible if humans could stop
viewing Life as an unsullied, benign being, generously protecting their souls
from meeting their mortal end, and see her for what she truly is: a morose,
scrutinising form of malevolence, always boasting about being the protector of
souls, knowing that sometimes bringing life into the world can bring a terrible
future but being too arrogant to realise that she is wrong; that life is not always
positive.
Life and Death stood silently, watching a young woman, hardly more than a
child, gaze down at the small object in her hand, tears streaming down her face.
Two little blue lines were conspicuous on it; those lines would change her life
forever.
“Why is she upset?” Life demanded, importunately. To her, pregnancies were
supposed to be happy, no matter the context. “She’s bringing a new soul into
the world!”
“You can see the future as well as I can,” Death said. “She knows she won’t
be able to care for this child. Let me take this soul before you can ruin another
human’s life.”
But Life didn’t listen. She simply waved him off, a small smile on her luminous
face. “You’re just jealous that everyone likes me better. And don’t worry – she’ll
come around. Just you wait.”
Nine months later, the same woman lay in a hospital bed, breathing heavily in
pain. The two immortals watched and waited from above.
“Life,” Death pleaded, perturbed, “let me take this child’s soul. There is so
much pain in their future unless I can interfere.”
“If you interfere, this child will have no future.”
Suddenly, the scream of a baby pierced the air like a knife, silencing them.
One of the doctors tenderly held the radiant soul in their arms; a radiant soul
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that would quickly become dull if kept under Life’s protection. After studying the
baby, the doctor cried, “It’s a girl!”
The newly made mother stayed silent. When offered the baby, she shook her
head, tears welling up in her eyes. Her soul had grown dimmer ever since her
pregnancy; now it scarcely flickered. Her time was almost up.
Before reaching down to release the young mother from her misery, Death
looked into Life’s eyes. “I hope you’re happy.”
For many years, Death watched over the child, like he often did with those
Life neglected to care about. His ability to foresee the future had never failed
him – this was no exception. Her life had been nothing but pain. She was alone
with no one to turn to. Death saw her mother’s face in hers as the girl’s vision
blurred with tears. Soon, she would join her mother under Death’s protection.
11-14 Age Category

“I’m sorry, dear child,” Death whispered. He wrapped his arms around the girl
in a gentle, assuaging embrace. Already, her soul was dimming, the life shining
within her about to be blown out – and it would’ve been blown out if Life had
not appeared.
“It’s not her time!” hissed Life.
All hope of saving this soul vanished within him. “Life, let me take her. She has
suffered enough.”
“But it will be a miracle! Remember: life is beautiful! Death is hideous!”
Defeated, he disappeared. Death had always been impotent to save the souls
of the innocent, thrust into the world under difficult circumstances.
Death watched as the young girl grew up, longing for the pain to stop, yet
there was nothing he could do to save her. She was just another soul that Life
wanted to save, despite having no interest in caring for her. All her life, the girl
hid behind spurious smiles, yet anyone who truly cared enough could see the
strain in her eyes, filled with melancholy.
She was just another shadow, fading away into the darkness with no one to
see – no one to help.
But she was alive and that’s all that really mattered, isn’t it?
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The Last Stand
By Dominic Adams
He sat there until darkness engulfed the flaming red leaves of the forest, until
the aromatic smell of blooming flowers had stopped filling his nose. Then, and
only then, did he decide to pull his lethargic body up off the damp, red blanket
that was the forest floor. Then he saw it. A shape in the shadows, rushing
towards him, with its immense mass, like an angered bull. He threw himself out
of the way, just as the mysterious figure charged past him and back into the
depths of the darkness.
He ran. Bolting through the roots and leaves, he ran. Faster than he’d ever run
before. With the wind’s piercing whistle in his ears, he could just about make out
the sound of a gunshot reverberate through the night air. One bullet after the
other. Ducking and diving through the trees, their thick, dense bark absorbing
the bullets. He knew that he couldn’t be hit. That one small bullet could end his
life in an instant. Throwing the thought of him, dead on the floor from his mind,
he chanced a look behind him. This was his mistake. Tripping over the roots of
a particularly large oak, he fell to the floor and he tasted warm, sticky blood in
his mouth.
Something was bouncing towards him, ricocheting off the nearby rocks, it
settled in front of him. His eyes widened with fear as he saw what the small
object was. A grenade. Diving behind one of the rocks, he felt the ground
shudder as the grenade exploded, leaving a ring of fire around him. It danced
around him, blocking him every time he tried to move forward. It snapped at
him trying to end his life with its intense heat and unpredictable movement.
There was no escape. The figure was gaining on him. He saw his chance and he
took it. Vaulting off the rock he was crouched behind, he leapt over the blazing
fire and landed on the damp forest floor. The smell of burning rubber tickled its
way up his nostrils. He glanced down at his feet and saw the sole of his trainers
had melted from jumping over the fire. He yelped as the flame crawled up his
leg and bit his skin. Discarding his burning trainers on damp dingy floor, he saw
the figure strolled straight through the fire, as though there was nothing there.
Once again, he found himself running through the forest. It was so dark that
everything had become distorted and vague. As he ran, a pain shot through his
head and all went black.
He woke and saw the figure crouched over him with a long, silver hunting
knife in his hand. Its blade glistened in the moonlight like a second sun. Another
crack pierced the air and a gunshot wound appeared in the figure’s chest. One.
Two. Three. The figure, foreseeing his own death, plunged the knife deep into
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his leg. He shrieked and screamed in pain. There was nothing he could do to
save himself. A red blanket of blood covered the floor around him. This is where
he, The Lord of Death, would make his last stand. He could feel life slipping away
from his grasp. Falling and falling through the abyss. He knew. Then, as quick
as a bullet, he no longer fell. He didn’t feel, he didn’t see, he didn’t breathe, he
didn’t move. He couldn’t.
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A Baby in Mirror
By Kaniz Fatima
The baby in the mirror glared with inky-black inquisitive eyes, like buttons
sewed onto a doll. A loose, wrinkled shirt hung from his narrow torso with the
words “BABY BOY” printed on it, seafoam green in colour. On the other side, a
figure stood with a loose, wrinkled shirt with “BABY BOY” printed on it. The same,
prominent seafoam green remained.
They lolled their heads in confusion, unable to comprehend the situation. Their
faces were etched with pure trepidation. A towering wardrobe mirror stood like
a tyrant, forbidding the passing to the other child’s dimension. Apprehension
enveloped the meagre room. The apprehension contorted into pure anarchy.
Small fists batted at the glass in an attempt to destroy the other. They were both
overwrought, tears streaming down their flushed, fleshy faces. A pandemonium
of chaos emerged from what seemed to be two children simultaneously hurling
at each other, or rather a clueless child hitting a glass mirror and awakening
havoc for no particular reason. The conflict only became more treacherous.
Their feeble attempts to obliterate the other resulted in an ear-splitting bellow,
shattering the silence. An innocent youth became a deafening banshee within
seconds. Thunderous wails of resentment and outrage resonated between the
walls of the room, louder than a dozen riots all happening at once. However, the
peculiar thing was that not a single sound emerged from the other. What was
mirrored was a rosy face with a waterfall of despair streaming down it. The most
disturbing feature, however, was the oversized, torn-open mouth, like a black
hole of agony and despair. The other was different. It howled like a rabid animal,
scrunching up its wet eyes in a frenzy. Its shrill screaming was unbearable.
The discombobulation of the situation was indescribable. How could the
same thing be so different? What did this creature have in mind? A parallel
being was staring into the depths of its origin’s eyes. They shared inky black
irises, like the sky of the night, when the world was still and tranquil. It glared
with faint glimmers of light in its eyes. For a moment, the commotion subsided.
Quiet sobs escaped from the infant, almost sinking into the floor. It yearned for
its mother, the sympathetic and nurturing parent it could trust.
A fearful creak emerged from the door hinges, which moaned in pain as the
door swung open. A thin-framed woman came in and promptly scooped up the
child, murmuring comforting words to it with an urgency, hushing the melting
mess of tears. With a sigh of exhaustion, the woman exited with a bundle of
misery against her shirt, used carelessly as a tissue by the whining child.
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Surprisingly, the reflection of the child had remained, alive as ever, breathing
onto the glass and leaving grey smears all over it. It began, gradually, to
disintegrate into the air. Suddenly, a sickening, hoarse voice emerged from the
quiet. It rose like a shrill siren, yet quiet and wispy.
“Oh, how fun it was to play! But I am afraid I cannot stay much longer...”
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The Lost Child
By Kara Kalyan
‘Miss Peregrine’s Home for Peculiar Children’
By Ransom Riggs
Prologue
Alma Peregrine, 1879
I was abandoned when I was a child.
Left alone in a dark and desolate forest, wearing nothing but a voluminous,
frilled skirt and a shawl tightly wrapped around my shoulders, I sought shelter.
The world was bitter and sinister. The shadowed rays of moonlight faded in
through the pine trees and reflected on the blades of grass under my bare feet.
My fingers were ice and my tears were frost against the pale surface of my cheeks.
Soon, I found a redundant mansion that lay ahead of me, darkened by
the night sky. Its fragile and moulded walls had collapsed and only parts of it
remained standing. The rest of it had been demolished and sat at the base of
the building.
A thick blanket of ivy layered and grew up the brick walls as the last rays of
moonlight shimmered through the open roof above.
A carpet of moss covered the outside staircase and a fence of thistles and
thorn bushes ran around the perimeter of the house, whilst clusters of eerie
trees towered over them. No-one could ever see in.
I nested myself inside the house; old and cracked flower pots lining the rickety
floorboards. Dust coated the floor and shards of wood and deconstructed
furniture were stacked in a corner of the room.
The house was nothing more than a pile of bricks but it did me fine and
sheltered my frail body from the biting cold of the winter’s night.
As I looked up, the moon stared down at me and glowed on my face. It was
a giant pearl glistening in the sky and its white shimmer pasted a glow on the
surface of my skin. I felt content with the moon.
Mysteries echoed through the walls. I began to wonder what must have
happened to the house and those who lived there.
I could see the patches of opaque wallpaper still stuck to the unstable walls
and as I placed my hands on its delicate tears, I felt the indistinct memories and
the history of the house flash before my eyes.
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I knew I was different when I was younger.
I was ushered away to various places so no one would see me and know I
existed. I looked different too. Everyone stared at me.
The other children I watched through the abundance of thorn bushes of the
mansion were pale skinned, blue-eyed and sweet.
The girls had silky hair which hung in loose ringlets and the boys were always
dressed in fine suits and shirts, whilst I had bruised, crisped skin and purple
fingers. My hair was as black as a raven, constantly knotted with bits of leaves
tucked away in the curls. I was practically naked and my skin was almost dead
white. My eyes were lifeless and I spoke very little.
Yet, I had the unbelievable power to transform into a peregrine falcon and fly
adjacent to the clouds above. I could transform into an entirely different being
and enter a portal of a different world.
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I could free myself from my toxic worries and the menacing eyes of the
ordinary people around me.
And that’s when I realised something very important…
I wasn’t entirely human.
I wondered if there were other children like me, hiding in the depths of the
shadows from humankind like myself; finding themselves in peculiar places at
night, cold and shivering.
Was I alone in this world?
No, there must be more like me.
That’s when I decided that I was no longer going to live in fear. Nor was anyone
else.
Those blessed with supernatural gifts – the same supernatural gifts that I had
been blessed with – were not going to suffer alone.
I was going to create a place where people – where ‘freaks’- like me could live
in harmony, away from the wrath of the ordinaries.
This was going to be a place for extraordinary children like me; powerful
children who could change forms, fly, eat from the back of their heads, weigh
nothing, read minds, see the invisible, be the invisible.
This was going to be a place for peculiar children to live and lead lives of joy;
to be free and be themselves.
And I was going to nurture and watch over my fellow supernaturals, and give
them everything I didn’t have… FREEDOM.
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Between
By Kate Hutton
Cold
It advances with a languorous deliberation, like an old friend. It entwines itself
around me, enveloping
me, asphyxiating me, impaling me all over with a thousand swords of ice. It is
ever-present, all-consuming,
inextricable. It haunts us all.
Silence.
It hangs upon the air, so thick, so dense, so palpable, I could reach out and
touch it. Like a shadow,
silence is never far away. When the explosive overture of war resounds from
every direction, never tiring,
never ceasing, never pausing for breath...Silence skulks in a hidden corner,
watching, waiting for his
moment. Some people think silence is peaceful. They have never known the
screaming silence of war.
As I stare into no-man’s land, I wonder if, perhaps, in another life, this place
was beautiful. Over the rim
of the trench, I can see the first light of dawn creeping tentatively across the
sky, glimmers of gold and
pink and orange decorating the horizon.
But then I see the barbed wire, clawing at the flawless sunrise. The ground, a
vast expanse of mud. And
bodies. Bodies everywhere. Bodies of the young and the old, the brave and
the cowardly, the strong and
the weak. All now the mere unfortunate by-products of war.
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Will.
I can still feel your hand in mine. Your breath on my cheek. You smell like crisp
English countryside air.
Like home. Can you ever forgive me, Will? Can you forgive me for being
powerless to alter the
inexorable path of fate? For watching as you were ruthlessly torn from me and
tossed into the abyss?
I close my eyes, just as the cold signals to her numberless armies to begin
their merciless onslaught. They
surge forward; their awful battle cries ring in my ears, their faces contorted in
smiles of sadistic pleasure.
11-14 Age Category

Your face, now and forever imprinted on my soul, rises to the surface of my
mind once more. Will...my
Will...Do you know what I would give to have you back? I feel the cold creeping
into my bloodstream,
swooping through my body, swirling in my veins; your face dissolves as
dreadful, dark clouds start to
gather over my consciousness. I can’t move, I can’t breathe...The only thing I
am aware of is a small
voice. Distant yet distinctly familiar...your voice, calling my name...I realise I am
no longer alive. Nor am
I dead. Perhaps I am in the space
between.
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Horror in No-Man’s Land
By Leo Sheppard
“And so...,” Mr Blare droned on, “... the main fighting was in the trenches,
which were....”
Brian hated history. He hated learning dates and writing facts. “Why? What’s
the point?” Brian asked himself every time he had history homework. He stared
out of the steamed-up window to the sports field. “Oh I wish I could just get this
lesson over and go home. I wish...” His thoughts were silenced by Mr Blare’s
almost bored voice saying, “OK children, tonight’s homework is to write an essay
about Trench Warfare, and it’s due in for tomorrow.”
Brian sighed, packed his rucksack and left the classroom as the bell announced
the end of school. On the way home Brian thought about his homework and
why teachers even set more work to do at home. Eventually the bus drew up at
his stop. He said good bye to his friend Freddie and stepped out into the frosty
evening. Although it was still November the ground was covered with a thick
crust of snow, completely obliterating the pavement and even some of the front
steps of the smaller bungalows.
A cold blast of air followed Brian in as he entered. “Brian! Close that damn
door!” bellowed his dad’s voice from the room next door. Abruptly the cold gale
was silenced as if someone had put their hand over its mouth.
After half an hour’s worth of complaints and wild gesticulations from his
parents, Brian finally got out his books and after muttering something about
“dumb history”, he sat down at the table. But after several lines he relapsed into
boredom and got a coke from the fridge. After a few more minutes he began to
feel drowsy, and before he knew it he was drifting into a dream world.
He jerked awake. Someone had called his name but it hadn’t been his mum or
dad. “Private Brian stop dozing and come over here at once!” He jumped up, he
was no longer in his kitchen. He was in a massive ditch. He hurried over to the
man who had called him, “Ah at last. Now I want you and Private Freddie Smith
to go and see if no-man’s land is clear of mines, because it is crucial for the
British advance,” he commanded. As soon as he said it Freddie’s face appeared
by his shoulder. “Ready? OK let’s go!” When they scrambled up the ladders it
started to snow rather heavily on both the British and German lines. Suddenly
a shot whistled past Brian’s head and he felt a sudden pain in his leg. Then, as
if by magic, all the shooting stopped, and in that moment of silence, with the
snow falling, he could almost believe there was no war on at all. The peace was
shattered by German machine-gun fire and Brian felt the sharp sting of a bullet
in his chest; he knew he was going to die. His body was losing blood – it poured
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from his chest and leg. His vision had gone blurry, his lungs couldn’t get any air.
His heart was stopping, and in those few moments when he was on the brink of
death he whispered, “I’m sorry mum, I’m sorry dad.” Then he looked at Freddie,
“Bye Freddie, I’m sorry … so sorry.” Freddie leaned over him and knew he was
dead.
At the end of term Brian came home and found Mr Blare with his parents
in the kitchen, but before he could open his mouth to speak both his parents
rushed at him and hugged him, then Mr Blare came up and stated, “Well done
Brian! Take a look at this.” And when Brian’s vision returned, he saw on a sheet
of paper the words: History A* 1+ Full Marks. And Brian thought, “perhaps
history isn’t so bad after all …”
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Miss Fortune and Hardship
By Madeleine Hubert
This was all my fault.
The storm raged, tossing the boat sideways as if it was paper.
“Pull in the mainsheet, and be quick about it!” The captain screamed at his
crew desperately.
His voice strained as the wind carried his shouts out to sea. The ship lurched,
and as the world tilted sideways, my legs buckled and I fell to the floor. Shivering,
an overwhelming feeling of guilt overcame me. Everyone knows that a woman
in a ship is bad luck and if the crew found out I would be a goner. I curled into
a tighter coil, ready for the ship to sink at any moment. We swung round, the
crew’s desperate attempt to keep us afloat, sliding a book off the table that
walloped me on the back. I lay there winded and queasy wishing that my ‘big
adventure’ could be over. A huge crash vibrated through the cabin as the table
over turned and fell, trapping me underneath.
When I awoke it was morning. A bright day, perfect for sailing, had dawned
after last night’s storm. An egg protruded painfully from my forehead, muscles
ached and joints were stiff from a night on the hard floor. I sat up, manoeuvring
out from underneath the table that had imprisoned me.
“Awake at last I see.”
The gruff voice of the captain made me flinch. I turned. He sat, regal at his
mahogany charts desk, beady eyes unblinking, as he stared me down.
“You have risked a lot coming here missy,” he stood slowly, “My crew won’t be
happy to find you here.”
I stood from my position crouched on the floor. Ready to run. He chuckled,
smile menacing.
“They don’t have to find out,” my voice wavered, betraying my nerves.
The captain smirked, “Well, there is not much we can do about that now.”
He gestured towards the doors, where various members of the crew were
gathered, gawking at me as if I was some strange sea monster.
Before long I found myself trussed up like a parcel, legs bound and hands
tied behind my back. I was beginning to regret running away from my cosy life
in Edinburgh. The angry sailors had immediately rushed to the conclusion that
I was a sea spirit, ready to seduce them and drag them to their deaths at sea.
And, try as I might, no way was I going to change their minds. It wasn’t until I
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was stood on the stern of the ship, at the mercy of the mob, that I realised I was
going to die.
“Stop!” I screamed, trying to tug myself out of my bonds, “Please! Don’t do
this!” They laughed, but the pressure subsided slightly.
I wrenched myself free and turned to face them. One hand shot out and
pushed me. Losing my balance, I flailed, desperately trying to keep myself
upright.
I failed.
As I fell into the murky depths of the ocean, I saw the smug grins of the sailors
widen as I hit the waves. I sank. My chest burning, begging for air. It was too
much. My vision was beginning to go fuzzy and I had swallowed too much water.
Finally, I let go. Closing my eyes, I faced death calmly, and as if I had summoned
him, I felt gentle arms carry me on to a better place.
11-14 Age Category
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A Day Out with Mum
By Matthew Middleton
It was Thursday and Mum finished work early. “Do you fancy going to Southend
for a couple of hours?” Mum said, smiling.
“Yes, please!” I shouted excitedly. It wasn’t long before we were in the car
on our way to the seaside. Although it was the February holidays, the sun was
shining and it was quite warm. Not warm enough to go swimming in the sea, but
we didn’t need a coat. Once we parked, we noticed the very long pier that we
could not miss. “That is the longest pier in the world, you know?” informed Mum.
Not really bothered, I didn’t say anything. Strolling down the hill I saw a Rossi’s
ice cream parlour sign. “Please, please, please, please?” I pleaded many times.
“Okay” Mum chuckled.
“Yay.” There were so many flavours to choose from but in the end I picked
blue bubblegum. It was delicious.
Silently, eating our ice creams, we made our way to the amusements. Along
the seafront there was a long line of brightly illuminated amusement arcades
on the left, and across the road was the promenade overlooking the beach and
sea. Noisily, I could hear the money going ‘chink, chink, chink’ as we entered the
arcades, along with lots of sounds coming from hundreds of different games.
Mum handed over some money to play on the games. First I played a cops and
robbers game that was very annoying because it kept on going ‘woo, woo, woo,’
like a police siren. It was challenging to roll the coin through the gap. Afterwards
I played an electronic bowling game and you had to roll a ball into a screen that
had bowling pin graphics on. We played air hockey and a shooting game too.
Next we played a basketball hoop game and we just could not stop the prize
tickets from coming. Then we found Mum’s favourite game (an old one) called
flip-a-winner. You couldn’t win tickets though, just money. Weird!
Eventually, we came out of the arcade and the sky was dark. We had been
in there a long time. I couldn’t believe it was still so warm. Crossing the road
to the promenade, I jumped the sea wall onto the sand – luckily the tide was
out! Mum took some photos and that was when I noticed the dancing fountain.
There were about fifty holes in the floor and around each hole was a different
coloured lightbulb. From the middle, water shot straight up in the air. The
water rose to different levels at different times so it looked like the water was
dancing. Children were allowed to play in the water. I had been here before in
the summer and got wet through, but that probably wasn’t a good idea today!
Instead I tried to catch the water. Then I tried to bat the water. Right at the last
second as I was walking away I managed to get my feet wet. Eurgh!
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“Mum. Can I have another ice-cream please?” I said as I looked at her with
puppy-dog eyes.
“Well, as today is a special treat, I suppose so,” Mum laughed.
We walked alongside the adventure rides (which were all closed because it
was late and still winter) eating our vanilla 99’s. “I have one more pound left, can
I spend it?”
I begged.
“Last go then,” Mum replied whilst looking at her watch, “but then we need to
cash the tickets in and go home as it is getting late.”
I managed to spend fifty pence on a rifle shooting game and the other fifty
pence on a test your strength hammer game. I got FIFTY tickets.
“Come on then, let’s cash in these tickets.”
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“Okay” I sighed.
Carefully, we fed the tickets into the machine which added them up. Two
hundred and sixty-nine! Whoop, whoop! I wonder what I can get. At the kiosk I
looked around. I spotted a squeezy ball I longed for which was only two hundred
tickets. Yes! That left me sixty nine tickets, with which I picked some penny
sweets. “Done, Mum” I said happily, squelching the ball through my fingers.
“Is that all you got?!” Mum exclaimed. “I could have bought that lot for about
two pounds at the supermarket, but it cost me fifteen pounds here on these
penny machines.” Mum tutted and was disappointed I didn’t win more.
“But Mum, you can’t put a price on fun! Another ice-cream?” and I winked
cheekily as we headed to the car.
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The Girl with No Footprints
By Nell McLachlan
“Here we are!” cried Dad, pointing to a cottage on the hillside. Our cars engine
spluttered as he drove up the gravely driveway. My sister, Jade, leapt out and
shoved her hand under the fox door mat, retrieving a shiny, silver key.
The very next morning I was greeted by Dad, who plonked a plate of toast in
front of me. “This is fun isn’t it, Pearl?” he grinned. Before he could ask if I had
finally got Jade a present, I ran out of the door with a piece of toast in my mouth.
The rain poured down on my duffle coat and I wrapped my scarf tighter around
me.
It wasn’t me who suggested coming to Cornwall to celebrate Jade’s birthday, it
was Dad. He loves it here and so do I.
I took the path that led straight to the beach. It was muddy and I found it hard
to stay standing, but I got down to the beach and that’s when I noticed a girl
sitting on one of the seaweed covered rocks.
I stared at the smooth sand. Other than mine, there were no other footprints
on the beach. As I grew closer, the girl turned round. Bizarrely, though she
looked young, her hair was silver; tiny shells were arranged carefully in her hair
which was in the most intricate plait.
She smiled, her snowy white teeth glittering. “Hello, Pearl,” she said, her voice
dreamy.
“Hello . . . what’s . . . you’re . . .” I stopped. My mouth fell open. Where the girl’s
legs should have been was a tail!
“You’ve got one of those plastic tails that you can use in water,’ I spluttered
thinking of the only explanation. “I asked for one of those for Christmas… Hang
on. How do you know my name?”
She smiled, stretched out her hand then dragged me into the churning water.
“Hey!” I screamed as I plunged forward. When we surfaced, I felt the grip on
my hand grow tighter.
“My name is Coral,” she said, then she pulled me under the water and kicked
hard with her turquoise tail.
We burst out of the water and Coral passed me a bottle with the label
‘Mermaid Tears’ inked on it. Coral took time trying to bite the lid off and while
she was doing it, I had a chance to look around. No matter how hard I looked
though I could not see the shore.
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My heart thudded like a bird trying to escape from a cage, but before I could
panic, Coral shoved the bottle in my face and tipped its misty contents into my
mouth. The strange liquid seemed to give me power and as we swam deeper
and deeper, I found I could breathe as easily as Coral.
Pointing down at a cave in the rocks Coral mouthed at me: “Come and see
this!” I found myself staring up a cave full of glimmering jewels and gold. “Isn’t
it amazing?” she mouthed (mermaids can’t speak under water apparently). The
beauty of it seemed to mesmerise me and while Coral was distracted, I carefully
reached down and scooped up a pink and white shell.
Afterwards Coral took me back and left me on the beach.
In a daze, I wrapped up the shell in blue tissue paper. It was the perfect
present for Jade, so I placed it next to her bed for her to find in the morning.
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I woke up that night with a jerk and stared out of the window. A mist was
rolling in from the sea. All I could make out was the figure of Jade walking down
the pebbly beach.
I leapt out of bed and ran out of the house just in time to see Jade wade into
the tossing water. A large green tail gripped her legs like a snake. A second later,
and Jade was gone. I fell to my knees. As I did so something sharp scraped my
hands. It was a pink and white shell.
I squeezed it tight in my hands. I didn’t know where Jade had gone, but one
day I would find her. I was sure of that.
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Death on a Battlefield
By Phoebe Bedford
The people who will kill me approach. And I stand frozen. Guns and bayonets
bared like teeth, they race through the sludge. But I stand still because I am a
coward, I know.
At the last possible second, I move. Level my gun because they can’t see me
behind the barbed wire. Remember that they can see me, remember what I’m
here to do, and reach for the grenade at my belt. But they’re too close and I’m
too late. If I throw the bomb I’ll die with them. But they keep coming and I’ll die
either way.
So I pull the pin and throw death.
I spin around and begin to sprint back towards the trench – far further than I
remembered now. But of course, there’s not time to get back anymore, and the
bomb explodes, firing shrapnel into the hearts of the enemy. I don’t notice the
pain at first. It comes as a surprise when I find myself lying in the mud.
And now I feel the pain. Searing through my legs as red blossoms in my vision.
I don’t need to look back at my mangled body – I know that I won’t be able to run.
I can’t stay awake because I know that I’m going to die. And when the darkness
finally arrives, I greet it with open arms and sink into its deep, black comfort.
Light sears against my eyes, blinding white and painful, but it fades quickly
back to grey and brown. I see the trench, barely three metres away. How am I
still awake? How am I still alive? I reach through the pain, grasping at liquid mud,
gripping onto rotting fabric, pulling myself forward with gritted teeth.
But my arms give up too soon and safety is no closer. Help, I call. Help! No-one
hears me, I think. My eyes begin to close...
Pain courses through me. Screams empty from my hoarse throat in a
desperate bid for freedom. I’m moving. Being dragged? My eyes open, foggy.
A familiar face falls in and out of focus, blurring then becoming clearer. Being
carried.
Hands grip me tighter, agony giving clarity to the destruction. Corpses litter
the ground below me as we trudge on. As the legs of my saviour trudge on
because I’m not able to move. My legs; they don’t feel right. They don’t feel, not
anything. Feeling ends where it should continue. What’s wrong with me?
I feel my eyes widen in panic. It shouldn’t be taking this long to walk three
metres. Not if I’m being carried by an uninjured soldier, an uninjured friend.
I crane my neck down to see red flowering from a broken ankle, fading khaki
green to deep maroon. We stumble, nearly fall. I see the silhouettes of more
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enemy soldiers approaching – filled with guns and fury. I see the burst of
weapons exploding into action. Feel the ground coming closer as we fall.
And I look up into the eyes of my saviour as a bullet rips through their head,
tearing through their skin and face. Harsh sobs echo through the battlefield,
achingly loud. Harsh sobs and someone’s scream.
Someone’s scream that fills the air followed by silence. Followed by empty
pain and meaningless dark opened with the knowledge that not only am I dying,
dead, but also that I died in the arms of a friend whom I killed.
The darkness fades away.
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Freedom is Caged
By Poppy Froud
My freedom cannot be defined
Though the word itself is in every dictionary,
Every language
Every country
It cannot be defined
My freedom is fake
Every step I take goes forward, but to where I do not know
I have no goal
No purpose
It is fake
My freedom is limited
Though I can go where I please, my mind is forever held captive by my
conscience
Imprisoned
Trapped
It is limited
My freedom means fighting
Not with society or the law like so many heroes in history but with myself
A mental battle
A conscious struggle
I’m always fighting
My freedom means hiding
Desperately trying to forget even for a day
An hour
A minute
That I’m always hiding from myself
My freedom is guilt
Knowing that so many would die for the life I have
The world I live in
My life
That I’m trying to escape
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My freedom of the body and not of the soul drains me of the life I wish I could
give myself,
The life I know I outwardly have
If it wasn’t for the battle within
The indefinable, fake fight that I have with myself
The limited mind that forces me into hiding from my guilt
From myself
My freedom is the 4 corners of my mind that I think I know so well
Until suddenly I don’t
Then I’m lost within myself
Counting the days until I’m gone completely
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My freedom is caged
Like a wild animal
Like my mind
Racing against time
Against myself
And until my last breath
My freedom will be forever and always
Caged
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Blue Iris
By Ronya Edwards
Loud roars of an air raid siren ring throughout the town. I quickly rise from my
bed and go to find my sister. She’s crying. My parents are panicking. I don’t know
what’s happening. All the doors and windows have been locked. I look out of
one of the widows after hearing a loud buzzing in the air. Helicopters, hundreds
of them, lowering what looks like a globe. An enormous globe isolating our town
from the rest of the world. We were now in quarantine.
Screams echoed down the street. I woke up from the awful dream I’ve had
for weeks and loud bangs heard all over our city, a city of horror and death.
A disease. A deadly, contagious disease that turns you cannibalistic, you go
mental, but no one know. The illness is completely undetectable to the eye and
any medical professional to exist, no one knows.
The past 74 nights. Today is my 35th day alone, it’s been a whole month since
my parents and my sister were overtaken by the heart-rending, loathsome virus.
The virus is supposed to be undetectable. But I can see it. The vibrant blue
of the iris, frosty white pupils. A flood in their eyes. No emotion shown in their
sky-blue orbs. No one else can see it, just me. They seem clueless around the
infected until they’re lured and violently murdered then eaten.
My house is bordered up with wood, all windows, doors and entry points.
Except for one secret passageway in and out the house. I go out fortnightly
to get food, there is no one working, so people have to steal food and any
necessities that you need. The infected don’t eat normal food, they eat people
instead. Consequently, people are dying and we can’t do anything about it. But
it does mean, not much food in shops is being eaten. More for me, I guess.
Electricity is still supplied to us, as is gas and water, but no bills or any mail is
delivered, for obvious reasons. Free electricity, gas, water and food, at a deadly
cost.
Today was shopping day, I grabbed the car keys and my dust mask and I
crawled through the make-shift passageway and into the car. I’m only 14 but I
can drive. I had to teach myself after being left to my own devices. I turned on
the car and off I went. I’ve had to drive further and further to get food every
other week. I’m not the best at driving, I’m usually crashing into everything in
my path, but it’s fine. There’s no law enforcement around to stop me. I had
to drive 3 miles to the nearest shop today. As I drove through the town, dead
bodies were laying around the streets, occasionally on the road. Abandoned.
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That was the only word I could think to describe the distraught setting of our
small town. My dust mask around my head kept distracting me, it reminded me
how my mum used to give them to us when we went out, when they were still
with me. No one knew whether the disease was airborne, from contamination
of objects or transferred through exchange in bodily fluids. The disease could
be anywhere.
I got to the shop and cautiously made my way into the building, I heard no
noise of anybody anywhere, so I continued. I grabbed as much food as my
trolley could fit, obviously I wouldn’t have to pay because there was no one
working there, then I went home.
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I got in, and I heard a crash, of something breaking. I jumped up. I crept
out of my room and down the hall, checking each room. Then I made my way
downstairs. All of a sudden, I was pounced on and knocked downstairs. A grown
woman held me down by my arms. I looked into her eyes and saw the piercing
blue eyes with the deep white pupils. I managed to reach my arm up and knock
her out with my bat.
I ran up to the bathroom and tried my best to clean the bite mark she left on
my neck. Then I looked up and saw my eyes.
They were blue, with deep, white pupils.
Then a hissing, a hissing of leaking gas that I heard. After a few minutes my
throat and eyes started burning, I started choking and fell to the floor...
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Flaw
By Rosie Wood
Indecision equals death. At least, that’s what They tell us. Whether you believe
it or not is up to you. Though I suppose that’s a choice in itself. Everything here
is a choice. Do I spend the money on bread and water, or bribes? Do I wear
the monitor, or risk the consequences? Should I make my decisions quietly like
everyone else, or do I try and make a difference?
The problem is, They don’t like acts of rebellion. And when someone does
something They don’t like, that person disappears, to never see the light of the
day again. Best to abide by Their rules. Or at least to seem like you are. But
anyone could guess that not all of us conform. And if you are careful enough,
differences can be made, lives can be changed. That’s what I try and do. I’ve
been running my ‘business’ for a while now, and it’s been successful.
Nobody likes being told what to do. It takes away freedom and purpose,
just like those damned monitors. Everybody is required to wear them as they
supposedly keep the community in check. The monitors track your pulse, your
movement and, of course, your decisions. Every choice you make is recorded
and filed. Good choices get you good jobs later on, average pay, and an okay life.
Bad choices, however…well, they can lead you down the wrong paths. To more
dangerous decisions. If your choices have been added and weighed, and they
don’t meet Their standards, you are sold into slavery. Or worse, executed. But
there are ways to be free from the constraints. And I don’t mean the coward’s
way out. I mean my way.
I enable people to find meaning in their lives. You could say I’m a hero. They
don’t say that. Or at least They wouldn’t, if they actually knew what I do. But
that’s the thing. They don’t. I’m undercover, I suppose. All They see when I am
scanned is a scraggly, insignificant teenager. That’s what everyone sees. But
underestimating people is a big mistake. And, after all, mistakes can be lethal.
What They don’t know is that I am the cause of ‘missing personas’. I am the
reason anyone here gets Outside. By which I mean out of The Dome.
We are all stuck in one big city, cut-off from whatever is out there by a literal
dome covering up our existence. It would be horribly dark but The Dome
generates light, from where I don’t know. It is said to be seamless, flawless, no
way out, except death. That’s where They’re wrong. I can get you out.
There is a flaw. So minute, so discreet that They would never notice it. But
someone like me, someone who was brought up in workshops and technician
stations, who shone through school with their computing and programming
skills, someone who wishes to make a difference, could spot it straight away.
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This flaw is my way out. I’ve never used it myself of course. Once you’re out,
you’re out. But if there are civilians who yearn for more in their future, I help
them. I send them Outside.
What if I’m sending them to their deaths? This question hovers at the back
of my mind every time I let a person through my ‘doorway’. Who knows what’s
out there? It could be even worse than this miserable existence. But there’s no
way of knowing unless I go Outside with them. But then I’d be stuck, and selfish.
If I leave, no one else could come after me. Only I know about the doorway,
and only I can operate it. I would be leaving everyone behind, diminishing their
chance to escape. No. Leaving them is not an option. At least it wasn’t. But
curiosity has betrayed me, like it so often does. I have a newfound need to leave
and rid myself of the claustrophobic aura of my life. I have to see what’s out
there with my own eyes. It is desperate, irrational, possibly even dangerous, but
I can no longer stay here. I am
11-14 Age Category

convinced that this place is more dangerous than whatever awaits me outside
the dome. Perhaps more domes, perhaps even nothing? I’ve got to know. Guilt
riddles my conscience, threatening to make me turn back, but I physically can’t.
Reaching out, I open the doorway for the very last time.
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The Countdown
By William Gillett
60 minutes. 1 hour.
The numbers were staring him in the face, the light blinding him. Everything
seemed like a normal Tuesday morning but something was wrong. An alarm set
for 60 minutes was counting down on Hunter’s phone. The problem: Hunter
didn’t set the alarm; it was just there when he woke up.
Hunter lived alone in a one bedroom flat and he was 19 years old. He woke up
and started to look through his social media; at first he didn’t notice the timer.
There were 53 minutes remaining when he saw the number counting down. He
tried all he could to remove, it but the countdown was invincible.
50 minutes.
*Breaking the fast* An unknown number messaging him exactly when 10
minutes had passed. Hunter knew what this meant, he had his mother drilling
into his head since he was young – breakfast. So many questions were flowing
through Hunter’s brain: Why breakfast? Whose number is this? How did they get
my number? He texted all of these questions to the unknown number, but there
was no reply. Hunter didn’t know what to do but he just did what he thought
was right.
Hunter loved toast; he loved when the butter sunk into the toast like an anchor
sinking into the sea. Shortly after he had finished his breakfast, he received
another text.
40 minutes.
*Turquoise cotton* The same number texting him exactly 10 minutes after
the last message. Hunter was confused, but by now he realised there was no
point texting as he would not get a reply. By the time that he had worked out
what this meant, there were only 36 minutes left on the countdown.
Hunter was wearing his favourite jumper: bought on holiday in America
with his family. It was special to him as he loved the holiday and the jumper. It
was turquoise and had a rose embroidered on the breast pocket. Hunter was
waiting for the next text; he realised that they were arriving every 10 minutes.
30 minutes.
*Millie, Mandy, Lewis* The countdown was exactly half way through. These
were the names of his family; Millie – his sister – and Mandy and Lewis – his
parents. This puzzled Hunter. He rushed to the front door to see if they were
there – however they weren’t. What did this mean? The only other thing with all
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of his family in it that was in his flat, was a picture of them that he kept by his
bed. He loved his family and spent the next 5 minutes looking at the photo, but
his thoughts were interrupted by the next message.
20 minutes.
*Look at the world, isn’t it lovely?* Hunter spent the next 10 minutes looking
out of his window at the urban cityscape. The shapes of the buildings against
the skyline, and a myriad of birds gliding through the sky. On the ground he
could see the bright lights of the cars flowing down the road like ice-skaters
dancing on ice. Tree lined avenues; their leaves so green, more vibrant than
emeralds. He’d never looked at the world like this before. Hunter had no idea
what the countdown was counting down to but he had a feeling it wasn’t good.
10 minutes.
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*Aren’t you going to say goodbye?* Hunter spent the last 10 minutes, crying,
laughing and reminiscing with his mother on the phone. Neither of them
knew what was going to happen, but Hunter was glad that he spent these last
moments with his mum.
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Under the Bed
By Anna Elfick
I couldn’t see him. But I could hear him. His breath, growling in my ear. His
nails, scratching against my fluffy rug. His size, pushing against the underside of
the mattress. I gripped the headboard so that I wouldn’t fall.
“Mummy! Daddy! There’s a monster under the bed!” I screamed.
Mummy ran in, the bright lights from the corridor framing her in the doorway
like a superhero. Daddy followed suit, carrying a kitchen knife and throwing
Mummy a strange sort of spray. They set to work, scouring my room, checking
every nook and cranny while I wrapped myself in my duvet and hugged Mr Fluffy
close to my chest until – finally – they were done. Mummy kissed my forehead
as she left, giving me a gentle hug. Her breathing was fast, ragged. I wasn’t sure
what that meant. Daddy’s voice was all squeaky like a baby mouse as he said
goodnight. I didn’t understand why, but he left the door half open. The light
from the landing fell across the bed, sharp and thin as the monster’s tail.
I couldn’t sleep. I couldn’t sleep. Mummy and Daddy were so scared! Daddy
was the bravest – he wasn’t even scared of Scar in The Lion King! Why would he
be frightened of the Monster?
Lola said that her mummy just put a stone under the bed to ward away
baddies. My Mummy and Daddy seemed to know a lot more than Lola’s mummy.
Maybe that’s why Lola hasn’t come back to school in ages. And Alice didn’t come
back to school.
So I scared them again, just to check.
Every night, even though the monster had vanished, I cried out for Mummy
and Daddy – demanding that they came to help me fight Mr Monster. Again and
again, they came with their spray and their knives until finally, I couldn’t hold in
the laughter anymore.
“Why are you laughing?” Daddy asked me. I looked at him, still giggling furiously.
“Because – because you always believe me!” I spluttered.
Mummy and Daddy fell silent, looking at me with a scared look in their eyes.
Daddy did what looked like a tiny nod at Mummy, who came and crouched
down beside me.
“Once, just once, we didn’t believe your brother,” she whispered.
No one told me I had a brother….
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The Climb
By Lucy Dinning
I bring myself to an abrupt stop. I strain my eyes, but no matter how hard I try,
the peak is not visible. My legs begin to tremble uncontrollably as apprehension
runs from my mind to my body. With hardly any effort, the other hikers power
past me, travelling in an unyielding, unbreakable pack. Whereas, my baggage is
cumbersome, encasing my back like a tortoise.
This is it. I take the first step and catch my foot on an overhang. In desperation
I cling to the ledges of the mountain to pull myself up. I can feel the beads of
perspiration starting to emerge slowly from the surface of my skin. The saliva
increases in my mouth forming a lake of trepidation in its centre. I know what
could happen; one misplaced foot could cost me… severely. Concentration is
essential.
Continuing to watch my step with caution, the echo of approaching climbers
rises through the atmosphere and much to my frustration I am overtaken yet
again. My heart sinks. My eyes are filled like buckets that are overflowing with
shame, for they do not see the immense effort this takes, only the struggle. But
then the advancing crowd below me diverts my attention to the rhythmic stomp
of shoes which clouds my thoughts. Within moments, this sound transforms
into a muffled noise before disappearing completely into the distance. I stop. I
clear my mind. I contemplate the faster hikers’ style of movement for a minute
or two. I start to alternate my leading leg until I gain a fluid walking pattern. The
nauseous feeling in my throat dies, but there is now a problem.
My route is unexpectedly disrupted by a series of obstacles in my path.
Unfortunately, I know it’s going to be difficult to navigate my way around them.
My right hand makes a grab hastily to the nearest ledge to my left and I drag
my entire body weight inch by inch further up the sharp incline. Having now
become oblivious to my surroundings, a sense of isolated existence floods my
thoughts. It is as if I am a solitary sailor on a tormenting and savage sea. I know
that if I vocalise my struggles, I will be seen as the feeble and weak one. I grip
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the small overhang, waiting in anticipation for any sign of relief. When it does
not come, I will myself on.
I watch optimistically for the highest point of the mountain to materialise
above me. No matter how much
I yearn to lay my eyes on it, my final goal still does not appear. I screw my eyes
as tight as two balls of tissue paper to imagine what I long for so urgently and
still… nothing. I see nothing and yet I feel a great multitude of things all at once:
Fury because I have been overlooked countless times, determination to finish
gallantly what I started and finally pride that I had at least come thus far. I have
no intention of surrendering to the testing trials of this journey. My legs are
heavy as if the rock from this steep incline has somehow found its way into my
shoes. I wrestle with my fatigue to order my hiking sticks. It is in the next instant
where I glance up to observe the remaining length of my trek and I see the peak.
With a newly discovered burst of energy, I soar like a bird in flight towards the
pinnacle. My heart, previously palpitating slows to a steady beat as I admire my
progress, with a sense ofvictory. I don’t need anyone’s help; my handicapped
limbs will suffice.
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Then gradually the familiar murmurs and whispers emanating from a cluster
of students re-enter my mind and I gradually inhale. As I turn back to count
the number of stairs, I realise the first-floor corridor is completely deserted. I
rearrange my walking sticks, pull my shoulders back with ease and wonder…
perhaps I should have considered taking the lift?
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Loveletter to Pan
By Ali Taylor
You’re a familiar kind of feeling
Like the earth beneath my back.
As I go lax against the dirt, my body
Pushes against the oak’s sturdy roots,
Too big now to be constrained underground.
While the moss creeps up against my skin,
Slowly encroaching upon the surface of myself;
My strong, steady breaths are eagerly taken away
By the eagerly awaiting greenery.
It feels all new and all so true.
You’re a familiar kind of searching,
Like that same oak tree seeking water.
Deep beneath the soil it knows it will be nourished
So it burrows deeper as I burrow deeper in you,
Making myself known between your sighs.
You cradle my face between wooden fingers
And I ignore the smell of charcoal if you ignore
The smell of blood on my conscience.
You tell me it’s okay, the clouds are on their way,
And I feel like I can stop searching now.
You’re a familiar kind of thinking,
Mulling over your words when I have the time
To spare, my attention on the water rolling from
The slick rubbery surface of the holly leaf while
Your voice washes around me, cleansing
And consecrating. Rolling in scattered salt
We pray to the goddess for forgiveness, an
Age old routine in the light of an age old sin.
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Salvation came years ago for us,
I guess it feels like a familiar comfort.
You’re a familiar kind of existing,
Face down in the earth, the soil no more
Smothering and unbothering than it ever was.
If we stay in stasis, never seeing new places
Then that’s the way it should be. When the grass
Grows around our spines like books abandoned
In the forest, we’ll still be there. Watching and
Waiting, under the waxing and waning.
With tired yet bright eyes we see all in that crook.
It feels as old as we are, and as young as we were.
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Guitars and Voices
By Abbie Childs
They were prisoners. The four walls that segregated them from the rest of
society six hours a day were their cells. The uniform they smartly wore, the bars
to their cage. The ties they hung around their neck, the always tightening noose.
They, their own demise. Secluded she hunkered in the corner, earphones slowly
swinging side to side from her neck, chiming at each second on the clock. To
her, the school was a time bomb waiting for their mistakes to allow its explosion,
to banish their hopes and dreams into purgatory. The faint buzz of punk rock
was barely audible above the chatter of the classroom-the prison-that she so
desperately yearned to escape.
“The seat next to Miss Diafo seems to be available.” At the mention of her
family, her head shot up. After being swallowed by her haunting thoughts, the
girl had been unaware of the new boy who was entering the school. The new
boy who now sat next to her at the shared desk.
“Peter.” The boy, now identified as Peter, extended his hand out, meaning
for Miss Diafo to return the action and show some emotion other than her
monotoned face, but as bluntly as a balloon, she had resumed her previous
position of grey, storming eyes burning holes into the wall she believed held her
captive. Peter studied her.
While he yet to know her first name, she reminded him of someone from his
past, someone who he so desperately desired to find. Her blond hair had been
oh so nonchalantly thrown up into a bun that wobbled precariously over to
the left side of her head. She sensed the burning curiosity, and her grey eyes
adjusted to meet the emerald green eyes of Peter. Even in the passing second
that she looked towards him; she already knew who the shaggy brown-haired
male was.
Peter Goldtime. How could she neglect the adventures the two shared as
children? At the moment it was painstakingly obvious that Peter didn’t recognise
her, and it would stay that way. She had taken all precautions when joining the
new prison that her name and appearance couldn’t be recognised.
“Ari.” She couldn’t make a mistake this time. Not unless she wished to return
to the past she desperately runs from in reality and her dreams. Thankfully, the
hours of wigs and coloured contacts had renounced her of her chains. The alias
also improved her freedom. And as soon as the shrill bell clanged around their
heads, she had removed herself from the scene.
“Wait!” His footsteps were fast and heavy compared to her light footsteps
in the corridor. All Ari asked for was to start a new life without any haunting
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memories of her past. That’s all she ever desired, but Peter knew that Ari was
not who she said she was. His great grandmother’s last name had been Diafo,
and his cousin’s middle name was Ari. It was an alias that the childhood versions
had created, she just hoped he had forgotten. Of course, he hadn’t forgotten.
At her short height of 5’’3, Peter’s long strides made the distance disappear
between them, his calloused hand dragging her into an abandoned classroom,
the one room she did not see as a cell. Music.
“What’s your problem?” The storm had returned to her eyes, rage evident. He
couldn’t find out. Not once speaking a word to the confused girl, Peter paced
around the room, until his eyes landed on two wooden objects hidden away in
the corner. Hastily gripping the necks of each one, he joined Ari in the middle
of the room.
“I’ll say it again, what’s your problem?” She searched his eyes, wishing she
could understand what he held within his soul.
“Just play it Rabbit.” Her voice gave out a strangled laugh. He never forgot
her. “Mon amour, yeah?” Tripping her fingers against the wires, she listened
to the note of each chord, before using her muscle memory to play the guitar,
something she’d also left behind. Rabbit had been her code name in her past,
in the band.
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“Hatz, don’t leave me hanging.” The glint that was hidden in the storm now
shimmered through, catching the gems in his. His voice harmonized with her
tune, expressing every emotion hidden within the noose around their necks.
And then it ended. The memories. The hope. The song.
“Come home, Gabriella.” He begged her, craving his home. Her.
“Catch me if you can.” And so the prison gates opened.
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The Package
By Adam Ahmed-Mekky
My pace quickened to match the sprint of my thudding heart as cold sweat
sluggishly trickled down my panting face. It seemed like an eternity had elapsed
since I had grudgingly accepted the lucrative proposal for this late-night
delivery. I clearly remembered the crisp, callous voice, minaciously whispering
its command through the speaker of my phone as a chill darted down my spine.
Immediately I had accepted the offer: it was far too brilliant to resist. After all,
I was being given a king’s ransom to act as a courier, delivering a seemingly
innocent parcel to a nearby location.
Ignoring my inhibitions and concerns, I had made my way to the collection
point. The frigid air was thick with fog and the slight breeze pierced through
my coat like steely, grey needles. The charcoal sky seemed to block out all light
and goodness as wraith-like clouds ominously drifted through the sky. These
translucent, silvery spectres hovered above me like the ghosts of intangible
dreams.
As soon as I had secured the package, I began to feel a sense of unease. The
golden light of the regiments of lamps that lined the street reflected off the
globular, grey bulk of dreamy fog, creating an ethereal glowing halo of dimming,
honeycomb light. This shimmering mass appeared to stretch out to infinity,
encompassing the entire city and obscuring all vision.
Suddenly, while clutching the parcel, I faltered, and a feeling of dread and
vulnerability descended upon me. Silently I chastised myself for my weakness
and continued my task; I could not afford to waste this opportunity.
My stroll became a stride which hastened further into an awkwardly fashioned
jog. My pulse jolted, quickening with every step until my heart was pounding like
a caged animal, desperate to be set free. I flashed past shops and alleyways,
sticking to the path set by the scintillating streetlights, following the queue
of incandescent orbs blindly. Panic blurred my vision and the thundering of
my footsteps and hammering of my heart deafened me. I hurtled down the
street faster than a bolt of lightning, meandering as if to dodge bullets or evade
capture. Gelid sweat soaked through my shirt much like hyperborean water
from a melting glacier.
I began to feel two laser-like eyes boring into the back of my head like fiery
power drills, glaring so viciously that I believed that they could kill me. Their
furious intensity seemed to wither my courage and motivation like strong
beams of sunlight would a defenceless flower. The eyes seemed to penetrate
my mind, my thoughts and my ideas all at once, reading and suppressing them
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at their will. Even as I scrambled hysterically, they maintained their precise and
powerful gaze, steadily piercing through my very being.
My eyes frantically scanned the buildings around me searching desperately
for an escape route or any sign of human life. As I wildly scurried along the
deserted pavement like a rabbit pursued by a fierce hunter, I chanced a brief
glance behind me.
I froze, petrified by the looming shadow skulking behind me in the depths
of the fog. I clenched the parcel close to my fluttering butterfly of a heart and
soundlessly screamed. Paralysed, my eyes feverishly flitted to and fro as the
shadow inched nearer.
As the dark figure prowled closer, I began to flounder uncontrollably, careering
towards my destination. Adrenaline coursed through my blood making me as
swift as a stream and as agile as a matador. With every fleeting second I got
closer to my goal and pride and valour soared within my chest like a phoenix.
As I swept round the final corner, elation overcame me and a tear of relief
escaped my eye. My ambition had been realised and my reward would be
waiting for me; or so I thought.
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Before me waited a glistening black car, beside which stood a broad mountain
of a man dressed in a black suit. In his hand he controlled a gun. Pointing it
at me, he commanded that I enter the car, his harsh, gravelly voice knowing
no disobedience. At once it was apparent that this was a man used to giving
orders. Apprehensively I obeyed him, too unnerved by my previous experience
to challenge his authority.
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The City
By Aiken Sharratt
The night embraces me, shadow swirling around me like a crowd of admirers.
I am crouched, invisible, atop an almost-grey apartment block, full of bank
statements and student loan debts and eviction notices. I have left all those
behind; the city is stretched out before me.
Supine.
Sinuous.
Ready for conquest.
I turn, and my eyes flare in the ever-present lamplight as I inhale the sights.
Over there, a skyscraper, monolithic, touching what humankind cannot. Sinews
in my legs tense; my arms set; my eyes surrender their stewardship of my
perception.
Breathe in, breathe out; I am ready.
My legs erupt with power that all the office jobs and meetings and assertiveness
courses cannot take away from me, and I am moving. Nothing is ahead of me,
really nothing, just air and a drop into the concrete nest from which I have
emerged, the tendrils of television antennae seeking to drag me back down. A
contemptuous laugh bubbles in my throat, and I keep it in my mouth, savouring
the taste before I release it sharply. I leap out from the sharp, defined, concrete
edge, and for a single, eternal moment I am glorious. A mindless camera
glimpses me through the night, perhaps trying to capture me even as I spurn
gravity’s clasping fingers; I let it be. Nothing, no God and certainly no city, can
touch me now: I am above, feeling eddies ripple through my soul as I reach the
climax of my arc. Then I am falling, but it is a controlled fall and I can see the
ending. A hard landing, a roll; I am running again. Thick-soled shoes thump on
the gravelly, dusty roof, a step in a puddle sending harsh, chemical rain in a
spray up my leg.
The wind will dry it; it always does.
I neatly vault over an air-conditioning vent, feeling the vibration under my
hands, hearing the noise, the sound of artificial lungs trying to keep a smogchoked city breathing. I have no need for such contrivances: I belong to the air,
and it in turn is mine. Off in the oh-so-near distance, the skyscraper looms, and
I see it as clear as daylight with its neon and glamour and chrome. I see a cable,
silhouetted against it for a brief second, and it is enough to spur me on. I saw
which way it was moving, and I can feel the way the wind blows it. The pinnacle
is before me, stiletto-sharp, breaching heaven at the top, and I leap for it…
112

15-17 Age Category

I

Fall
		 Into
			

Nowhere…

The cable is in my hands. My momentum carries me, and I whip round the
corner, seeing faces through the windows and lives flashing by, and I scream
with a rushing, exhilarating, orgasmic terror, nothing beneath me, nothing
behind me, only seeing the constantly-changing vista ahead.
Tomorrow, I may be fired or in debt, kicked out of my apartment. The slips
of paper will continue to invade my life through the breach in the front door,
brought in by the treacherous mailman, reminding me again and again that I
must give them more paper, paper I do not have and none of the blind, deaf
and dumb creatures I call friends are able to give me. But tonight…the night is
still young.
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A change in direction confuses me, and then I smack into the building. The
glass used to protect their cozy little office world is solid: designed to withstand
even person-sized impacts from the inside. The designers – I bless their sloppy
work with all my heart – failed to account for a fast-moving human striking the
building from the outside. I have but a moment to realize that I failed to account
for wind changes at the top of the building, and I feel all my breath go to some
other place as I crash through something plasterboard. Someone feels heroic;
grabs me; I cannot move meaningfully, but I try. The sensation of immobility is
worse, much worse, than anything else I could have suffered from that accident:
had I fallen, there would have been a rush – and what a rush – maybe a sensation
of impact, and then nothing. As it is, someone swings something at my head,
perhaps on instinct, perhaps thinking me dangerous. And then – nothing.
“Tabitha Shaw?” I shrug myself awake. I glare at the cop.
He has the sort of five o-clock shadow you see in hard-edged old movies; his
smile makes it kind. “Tabitha?”
I nod, tired.

113

Wicked Young Writer Awards 2019

Lost
By Alfred Morris
Ronald tried not to look at the half-decayed faces, skin hanging from gaping
jaws. Mangled and flesh bitten. The bodies lined the tram on both sides, sitting
patiently, as if waiting to arrive at a destination they would never reach. Eyes
gone, faces wide with terror and pain. Ronald’s jaw tightened as he felt the
closeness of those limp arms and gangly fingers. Almost as if they might reach
out to him as he passed down the aisle. He felt his own hand slide down to his
side to grip his gun as these people . . . Corpses . . . These were corpses, not
people. Dead. They were dead, Ronald reminded himself.
Ronald finally reached the leaver by the door of the tram. One pull of it and he
would be away. He looked down at a blood splattered book lying on the floor.
The kind Lucy liked to read . . . No, Ronald couldn’t let himself think about her.
He pulled down the rusty bar firmly.
The tram shuddered into action. Relief and gratitude flooded him.
The bodies stirred and twitched as the tram jolted and jerked along, like
people being gently awoken from a deep sleep. The person opposite him had
but a tendril of hair. Their skin rotting away like snow, angry flies attacking the
wide, open bite mark on the neck that had severed the jugular vein and sealed
their fate. Yet Ronald could still tell that this was a girl. A poor girl, not much older
than . . . Lucy . . . Ronald stopped his train of thought once more and tried not
to watch as the girl’s head bobbed up and down like a sleeping passenger on
a long, overnight journey. Yet those empty sockets seemed to stare at Ronald.
Right into him. Ronald tensed. Sweat beaded his brow.
Corpses . . . These were just . . .
The tram jolted violently, and the body was flung at Ronald’s legs. Ronald
screamed and struck down frantically with the butt of his gun. The skull cracked
open like a soft egg shell. He struck again and again, blood and brains splattering
over him. And when the head lay crushed and sloppy like a battered egg, he
collapsed in the gore below him, tears trickling down his cheeks.
“Lucy” breathed Ronald. “Lucy” he repeated, the word like a prayer and a
lament on his lips. He stared down the barrel of his gun, his finger pressing on
the trigger gently. One pull would be all it would take.
But he had made a promise to keep going. So, when the tram finally halted, he
made himself get up and get out of the tram.
The frigid darkness of the night closed in around him, and he shivered. A wild
screech pierced the sky. Infected. Ronald should stay well away. And yet, he also
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heard the cries of a human. Of a girl. Despite knowing he shouldn’t take any
chances, Ronald gripped his gun with both hands and rushed off towards the
screams.
Ronald sped down the broken streets like the wind. The screams drew closer
as his legs trampled russet bones and he passed the crumbling bricks of houses,
doors collapsed, windows smashed into shattered shards that lay strewn about
the ground like the dead.
Ronald rounded the corner. A girl, panic written in her gold flecked eyes and
ivory hair, desperately struck at an infected from where she sat atop a truck that
had fallen on its side. The infected frantically reached for her. Then it turned.
Wild, glazed eyes alive with hunger, before rushing towards Ronald.
Ronald didn’t hesitate. He pointed it at the creature and pulled. The resulting
bang sent ringing in Ronald’s ears as the thing’s head popped open wide in a
spray of crimson and it fell to the ground. And then was still.
Ronald approached the shaking girl, extending a hand to her. She regarded it.
Regarded him. Then took his arm.
“What’s your name?” Asked Ronald, his voice a panting rasp.
“Emma” she replied.
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“Is there anyone with you?” Ronald asked as he helped her down. She turned
and their eyes met. Wild, torn, tangled hair trailing her back. “There’s no one,”
she replied. He nodded grimly. “I’m alone too.”
“Then I suppose it’s a good thing we found each other.”
Ronald nodded again. “Yes,” he said, “I suppose it is.”
A ghost of a smile began to form on Ronald’s mouth. No longer alone.
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Pathway
By André de Bere
What a party. Probably one of the best nights of his life, Thomas thought. Now
he just had to make it home. He had promised his parents he would be home
by midnight. It was ten past midnight; time was moving faster with each step he
took. The flickering of the orange street light was just up ahead, a checkpoint.
He had walked this same pathway many times over his years of living here,
he could map it out in his head. A bench to the left, a streetlight to the right,
a bench to the left, a streetlight to the right, trees dotted between. This was
the only streetlight that flickered, and by it was the bench in the memory of
Arthur James. He had never heard of him, but this was his bench, battered and
blistered. A mound of leaves was slowly leaking out, due to the wind, casting
itself out, as if it were scared.
Twenty minutes had gone by, his new Nikes beginning to rub his heels, his
skinny jeans tightening around his legs and his jacket making him sweat with the
heat it trapped. He checked his watch, his most valued Christmas present, as it
had his name, Thomas Smith engraved into the side, and whispered to himself
‘Give me more time!’
He tapped his thigh with his left hand, along with his ticking clock, becoming
impatient with the walk home. He was already late. The flickering of the orange
street light was just up ahead, a checkpoint. There was Arthur James’ bench,
battered and blistered.
He was back again, without a doubt. Was he really that drunk? No, he
hadn’t drunk that much. He decided he had dreamt of being here earlier, a
hallucination formed by his desires to be closer to home. He carried on walking,
the silence of his surroundings screaming at him. Each bench was in memory of
someone, that wasn’t really spoken about. All he ever heard was that they were
all children, but that was just something that the older kids used to make up
at school to scare you. As he walked, each bench looked less weathered, they
were newer, all added in later than the one before. When he reached the gap,
where there were no benches, just trees and streetlights, he checked his watch.
One Forty. He panicked. ‘My parents are going to kill me!’ he shouted. No sound
came out of his mouth.
The flickering of the orange street light was just up ahead, a checkpoint. This
was getting ridiculous, he thought. ‘Did someone spike me? What did I drink?’
His thoughts wouldn’t form sounds. His thoughts wouldn’t form answers. All he
could do was keep walking, the pathway that would get him home. He couldn’t
hear a single sound, the silence echoed around him.
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A bench to the left, a streetlight to the right, a bench to the left, a streetlight
to the right, trees dotted between. The flickering of the orange street light was
just up ahead, a checkpoint. This was the only streetlight that flickered. There
was Arthur James’ bench battered and blistered. He reached the gap where
there were no benches, just trees and streetlights, except this time, there was
an extra bench, a brand new one. In Loving Memory Of: Thomas Smith.
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Mother’s Guilt
By Anna Maunder
“Name?”
“Georgia Jones.”
“Address?”
“9, Spinney Close, Exeter.”
“Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth?”
“I do.”
“You have been charged with a very serious crime, Miss Jones. How do you
plead?”
I look at my reflection in the mirror: not quite the care-free teenager I used to
be. The crack down the glass splits me in two: the 24-year-old dreaming to go
out on one side, and a doting mother of two on the other. I wave goodbye to
my kids; they’re both already tucked up in bed. Their small angelic faces display
calmness. Guilt now punches me, but they should sleep through the night – not
realising I have gone. This is my first night out in months and my heart flutters
with nervous excitement.
“I plead not guilty.” I could never do such a thing. I am not guilty. But then
again, the missing gaps in my memory haunt my brain and I dread to know how
this could have happened. Could I possibly have done this?
The bar smells of countless spilt drinks and the floor is sticky, but I am loving
it; all my worries have gone. I lock eyes with a man across the bar. He is tall and
athletic, with hazel eyes like warm pools of honey. We chat for hours until the
bar is exhausted. We’re laughing as we stumble back to my flat and I fumble
around with my keys. My hands are too numb to unlock the door. We stagger
inside. I am back a lot later than I anticipated.
“Ms. Jones. I understand you were a single mother of two children and that
their father was no longer involved. Am I correct?”
“Yes. He left us with nothing and never looked back.”
“And do I understand that the three of you all lived in one tiny flat?”
“Yes.”
I think of my flat with the smell of damp stifling the air trying to enter through
the windows, strangling my nose like breathing in a pile of dust, and old toys eat
up the floor.
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“So, what happened when you returned back to your flat that evening with
Mr. Ben Smolski?”
“I smiled at my children and opened another bottle of wine. Later I remember
giggling as we drifted to sleep, but then I seem to recall overwhelming fear.”
My head pounds thinking of the missing memories.
The frosty air creeps around me, easing me awake. I tighten the duvet around
me, trapping in the warmth. My heavy head heaves as I roll over. He is no longer
by my side. He must have left earlier this morning. My arm aches and I see two
dark bruises etched into my skin. Who knows how they got there? I stumble to
the bathroom in an attempt to cleanse myself of my problems. I try to avoid the
water lying on the bathroom floor; someone must have left the bath running.
My mirror portrays me as the mess I thought I had I steered my life away from.
The shower curtain is drawn, covering the bath from my vision. The persistent
dripping sound forces me to haltingly pull the shower curtain back.
“This is an extremely serious crime. If you are responsible for this there will be
life altering consequences. Your two-year-old son and three-year-old daughter
were...”
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My mind flicks back to the scene. Just as it always does. Just as I remember.
The same memory haunting me. As I know it will, forever more. The crimson
red water drowning my two children. They lie motionless together, as still as
recumbent statues. Their gaunt faces contrast against the water. I fall to my
knees and place one hand on his icy cold forehead, and the other runs through
her thin, rufous hair. A solitary tear trickles down my cheek, and I watch it
disperse into the water.
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The Forest is Magic.
By Abi Pugh
The forest is magic.
It’s not magic in the way that you’d expect it to be because there are no elves
living in mushrooms unicorns living amongst the treetops. The animals can’t
speak English and there are no magic fish in the stream.
There is a wolf and three houses, a tower and the remains of a beanstalk.
Giant pumpkins grow in a hidden corner surrounded by brambles that latch
onto the walls of the crumbling stone tower and creep up in the opposite
direction to a woman who once climbed out with her hair.
One house is made of sweets and gingerbread; children come from miles
and miles around to gaze at the walls and take a piece. The witch living inside
merely smiles through the boiled-sweet window panes and hands them a fresh
roll through the letterbox.
She knows that all the villages outside the wood are hungry, and she is not
wicked.
The wolf keeps well away from the second house, the one with the red roof
tiles, as it is guarded by a hooded figure with an axe and wolf-skin boots.
The third house has the remains of the beanstalk in its garden, but no one will
touch it because the beans are poisonous to touch. They turn people to gold.
Strange things happen in the forest and they turn into even stranger tales.
Fairy-tales, they get called, but the truth is that the fairies picked up their
pitchforks and left the forest to fight a war against a rat long, long ago.
There is no wise old owl that gives advice. No wishing tree, no wishing well,
no wishing stone. The fairy godmother retired to Spain. Snow White left for her
castle.
But there is a dragon.
And that makes it magic.
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The Barkeep of Olympus
By Bandit Edward Morris
“The old gods are dead,” they tell you. You nod affably, wiping the inside of another
glass with a damp and dirty dishtowel. Your gaze wanders to that of the ageing
man in the corner booth whose brow was set deep within the amber of a malted
whiskey, the grey of his beard and hair making its wiriness occur like tumbling
flashes of thunder. You never see him come, but he always seems to leave with
someone different hanging from his arm. You wonder what it is that seduces them.
It’s hard to pretend not to see his wife, who watches him chat up a girl their
daughter’s age, a burning jealousy cooking her green; twinning with the patterned
print on her dress. Manicured nails tap, tap, tap absently along with her fingers as
they drummed out a familiar running beat. She was bored of it now, you supposed.
“If they were still around, where are they now?” The patron went on with a
loose gesture of hands, jostling their stools. The man next to them looked up at
you to grin in a bemused fashion and raised his glass as a toast. He bought two
more rounds after that. It’s only until he turned away that you realised his teeth
were far too sharp to be normal and that the smile on his face was somewhat
deviant for drunken banter.
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Up on stage was a young man singing. He was here each evening without fail, to
strum on his guitar, skin kissed by the sun and with hair that shimmered as if spun
out of woven gold. He sang of love and loss, a boy who flew too high and whose
back broke against the ocean. You know this song, perhaps you read it in a book.
At his feet was a girl whose lips were blushed, like she’d been eating something
red, from licking the tongues of strangers; thinking she might taste wine. Her
sister stood in the corner to watch both her and the space around them. She
seemed to constantly be in motion, and yet when you stopped to focus, she
was always perfectly still. Last week you saw her break a man’s arm. You weren’t
even sure if she moved.
Wisps of hazy smoke from a young lady’s cigarette danced about her face
in thick tendrils; akin to a crown of snakes. It imbued itself amongst these
middlemost faces like a ribbon that sought to tie itself to each of them in one
way or another.
“The old gods are dead,” They spoke again with finality.
You look around the bar, meeting old and tired eyes with hungry faces.
“Maybe,” you began, pausing as the air grew tight with a breath that could no
longer be held,
“Maybe you aren’t looking hard enough.”
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The Homes We Choose
By Charlotte Gardhouse
The spaceship is alive. Not many people know this, but she does—she has
been close enough to the engines to feel their grumbling roar in her bones, has
been listening to the ship for so long, she sometimes hears a problem—the tooloud whir of a vent, the jolting clank of a door, a missed note in this mechanical
symphony—before the alarms come on. She has grown accustomed to sleeping
in rooms where the harsh white lights never dim, or curled up against the boiler
in a room so hot she feels like her skin will melt and drip off her bones, just so
she can fix the ship if a problem returns. She knows the ship like the back of
her hand, or better. She knows the ship like the best friend she’s never had—
could sprint its smooth, white corridors blindfolded, or crawl in its underbelly
for hours, only a weak palm-light and the engine grease on her fingers for
company. She sleeps in the engine room most days—the thud and wheeze of
the engines a constant heartbeat, loud enough to muffle her thoughts.
Of course, she has never told anyone this. Whenever anyone asks her how
she’ll feel to be off the spaceship, how she’ll feel on a new planet, with a new life,
it doesn’t even occur to her to tell the truth.
‘I’m excited, of course,’ she’ll tell them, trying to conjure up feeling of
excitement. ‘It’s a fresh start. I’m very lucky.’
Is she lucky? She can’t tell any more. The first few months had been glorious,
anticipation and barely- contained joy fizzing through her like bubbles through
champagne. She remembers the launch only distantly, now, like it happened
to another person—a girl who smiled, soft, weak and innocent, face pressed
to the flexiglass as the dying Earth receded into the distance. Mechanics and
passengers united by the spectacle. She remembers staring at the distant
galaxies, lilac and mauve and violet and those stars, the beauty of them
something ancient, undeniable. In those days, she felt like a protagonist, a
wanderer, and in her dreams, she would trail her hands through space, stirring
the galaxies, watching the ripple and flow of the universe.
She hasn’t dreamed for months, and she feels so detached from it all: the
celebrations, every night a party (two weeks till the end, three days, one); the
buzz filling every corridor, in every passenger, until the whole ship seems full
to bursting with excitement; the conversations, every one about the planet, the
landing, their new lives.
The ship falters, these days, as if it knows what is coming. The engines do
not run like they used to, the controls are worn smooth from years of use (can
it really have been years? She feels like she’s been here for days, she feels like
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she’s been here her whole life) and the lights seem dimmer, the silence of
space pressing in more than it used to. The ship seems... tired, these days. She
wonders if it knows they are near the end.
Now, slumped against the wall of an empty viewing deck, watching the new
planet—her new life—approaching, inevitable and sinister, as the ship gobbles
up the space between them, she doesn’t feel much of anything at all. Just a
strange, aching sense of homesickness. The ship is right here, solid and humming
with energy, but she misses it already. She doesn’t want—she can’t bear the
thought of being planetside again, the sky looming over her like a gaping mouth,
the ground still as a corpse. Why anyone would prefer living on some chunk of
rock to the ship—so warm, so alive, so comforting—is beyond her. But she does
not have a choice. She will step off the landing platform tomorrow, leaving her
ship to rot in some underground bunker, and she will pretend the tears forming
rivulets of sorrow down her cheeks are those of joy.
She wonders how many others will do the same.
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Serenity
By Emma Owen
My eyes narrowly avoid him, his pleading gaze asphyxiating my movements.
Outside I notice the flowers beginning to bloom, beginning to awake. They are
beautiful, encapsulating the thoughtless serenity that I had so selfishly shunned
away. These flowers are to flourish, perhaps even against the harshest of
conditions.
“I don’t deserve you,” he whispers, forcing a thousand helpless emotions to
burn my throat. He takes a step closer; I step back.
“Please,” he dips his head in melancholy persistence, much like the violets in
the gardens, though an uneasiness quells his otherwise superfluous nature. An
overpowering desire to hold him momentarily suppresses my angst: knowing
he’s hurting triggers an inconsolable agony within my chest, within my mind.
I want to hold his face, wipe all doubt away, say I’ll always be here. It just can’t
work like this.
“My world belongs to you,” he speaks softly, taking my hand, whilst a blessed
nausea overwhelms the cadence of my breaths. I don’t pull away. “Here,” he
traces my palm, “you first told me you loved me; you first opened up to me; you
told me everything. Don’t throw all we have away.”
If only things were so simple – if only he hadn’t done what he did. What he says
is true – I loved him – I still do. Things don’t suddenly change after something
has happened. It takes time to pull yourself away.
“I can’t just forgive you. I can’t forget what you did. You mean nothing to me,
and you have to accept that,” I pause, slowly taking some reverie in my upper
hand. For once it is I whom chooses what happens to me. “You mean nothing
to me,” I say once more, my voice louder, more aggressive. I feel a shudder
pass through my body, whitewashing all my insecurities away. This is what was
needed all along; this is serenity.
I take a step closer. He steps back.
For a moment I catch a glimpse of his vulnerability, though his eyes suddenly
become clouded with the searing blackness of the Serpent. Explosions of
anguish metamorphose his desperation to hatred – pure, unchangeable
hatred. I could have stayed for his onslaught, would have stayed, if it had not
been for the sudden swelling in dignity I had accumulated. Thus, I smile at him,
and without another word I allow myself to pull away, to escape his tyrannical
rule, and stride into the gardens.
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Awake. The flowers scatter the archways, awake and exposing themselves in
triumphant merriment. I smile to myself, taking in the liberation of the outdoors,
whilst the thoughtless serenity surrounds me in a blissful euphoria. Truly, I think,
these flowers have flourished, even against the harshest of conditions.
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Forgotten
By Kelsey Nichol
Moonlight slanted through the trees, illuminating the house in the silver glow.
The house itself stood alone, shrouded in the thick forest. It was beautiful, in
the same way the skeleton of a bird is beautiful. Ivy crept up the old stone
walls, surrounding the windows like emerald green curtains. The wind whistled
through the trees, and for a moment I imagined it was the voices of the former
residents.
I walked closer, past the crumbling remnants of a fountain, the water pipes
twisting up from the ground like the roots of an ancient tree. The house shivered
as I advanced, as if I was waking it from its years of sleep. As I leant on the
doorframe, flecks of paint drifted to the floor and settled like snowflakes. There
was something enchanting about the mystery of the house. Above the porch
hung a balcony. I wondered how many confessions of love had been made on
that slab of stone? How many wishes had been made on shooting stars, how
many summer evenings were spent there, watching the sun disappear behind
the trees, plunging the world into darkness?
As I walked in, a cloud of dust swirled around my feet. The furniture was
covered in sheets, standing like ghosts in every room. From the ceiling a
chandelier swung, the light from my torch being refracted into rainbows on the
walls. I grabbed the edge of a sheet, and pulled, exposing a glossy black piano.
As I tapped a few notes, the house seemed to come alive. There would have
been parties here, I thought, this was the ballroom. I twirled around, imagining
myself in a ball gown of midnight blue velvet, diamonds twinkling on my neck
like stars against the night sky. I wondered what it would have been like, to have
felt that buzz of excitement, standing outside the ballroom doors, watching the
guests descend upon the dance floor.
Above the fireplace was a portrait, and as I pulled the plastic away, a woman
stared back. She was undeniably beautiful, with long blonde hair cascading
down her back like a waterfall of gold. She was wrapped in pink silk, a necklace
of pearls wrapped around her neck. I wondered if she knew just how beautiful
she was. She must have known. Even after all these years, her smile beamed
from the canvas.
I shivered slightly, unable to shake the feeling I was being watched. There
was something too lifelike about her ocean blue eyes. I felt like she could see
right through me, and was listening to the very whispers of my soul. I rubbed
my arms, feeling the goose bumps prickle up under my fingers. You’re being
irrational, I hissed at myself, there’s nobody here. It’s just a painting.
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My heart fluttered in my chest like a trapped bird, beating against a cage
of bone. Something was wrong. A surge of fear washed over me, clouding my
brain. I scrambled away from the wall. I had to get out. Whatever secrets this
house was hiding, it didn’t want me to discover them just yet. I began running
through the maze of halls and bat-filled rooms.
And that’s when I saw her.
Standing at the French windows. She was taller than I’d imagined. She was
wearing the same silk as in the portrait, but this time she wasn’t smiling. The
house itself reflected the emptiness in her eyes. I yearned to reach out, to
comfort her. She looked the very image of broken heart, and a pang of despair
shot through me.
“For a moment, I believed he was coming back to get me, like he promised,”
Her voice was clipped, devoid of emotion. I wondered how many years she’d
stalked these halls, waiting for whoever he was to come and rescue her. She was
like a princess in a twisted fairy-tale, trapped in a crumbling castle. I desperately
wanted to help her.
“He’s not coming back, is he?” She smiled sadly. “I knew this day would come
eventually, you’re the sign, the sign I was waiting for. He’s gone.” Her voice was
trembling, and her hands shook as she unlatched the window.
“What happened to you?” I stammered.
15-17 Age Category

She reached out a hand, gesturing for me to come over.
“Let me tell you a story.”
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Charity
By Lotus Singh Hall
“I – I’m sorry, do you take donations here?”
The girl at the counter, who had been staring vacantly out the window,
snapped into action.
“Are they books?” she asked with a practiced smile.
“Some of them are,” the woman said. “You see, I didn’t realise that...”
She tailed off.
“Don’t worry. Let’s see what you’ve got.”
The woman lifted her bag onto the desk almost in a daze.
Out came a stack of board books, most still shiny in their plastic wrappers.
A small blue blanket, folded neatly into a square.
A bear with a smiling mouth and a rattle in its stomach.
A tiny Peter Rabbit brush-and-comb set, with soft bristles and curved handles.
All this was laid out in silence.
“I didn’t want to take them back to the shop,” she whispered.
The girl drew them towards her across the counter. At the top of the pile was
The Very Hungry Caterpillar. It was the only one that actually looked read; its
cover had a smattering of fingerprints on it, and the corner was creased and
bent. It looked as though it had been read many times.
She looked up at the woman. She was staring at it, too.
“Are you sure you want to give all of these?” the girl asked gently.
The woman nodded slowly, still looking at the bright cover.
The girl moved to pick up the carefully-folded blanket. A slightly ragged breath
caused her to freeze, horrified, and look at the woman again. Her eyes seemed
unnaturally glossy.
“John said it would be good for me to do this.”
The woman’s voice was low and hushed, almost on the verge of breaking.
The girl at the till said nothing. She was chewing pink gum, reading a magazine
under the counter, picking the nail varnish off her nails. She didn’t belong in that
world of grief.
The woman had looked so broken as she walked away.
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“Wait” the girl dodged her way through the cluttered shop. “Wait.”
She held out The Very Hungry Caterpillar.
“Here.” she said. “You left this.”
The woman reached for it, hesitantly, fearfully, as though it would bite her.
You would have been surprised to know how tightly she held it, though. She
seemed taller, somehow, stronger.
“Thank you.” she said.
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The Clock Is Ticking
By Lucy Yates
“Now, now, Mark,” a voice calls out. I groan and spit out a mixture of blood and
saliva onto the concrete floor, as the footsteps get closer towards me.
“I’ve told you so many times and I’ll continue to tell you. I don’t know where she
is.” My voice sounds different, hoarse. I take a deep breath and exhale heavily; a
pair of navy-blue heels flash past my vision and I look up, into her eyes, her dark
and seemingly endless eyes.
“But we both know that’s not true, don’t we?” Her voice almost sounds angelic,
but not to me. I know the truth about her. “You’re her father, Mark; of course,
you know where she is. Now tell me, and this will all be over… I promise.”
I inhale deeply. “Listen. Even if I did know where she was, why would I tell you?
You’re just gonna hurt her, you sadistic bitch!” My head is whipped to the side
as her hand makes contact with my face. I grin weakly at her showing off my
bloodied teeth.
“I’d watch your tongue with me.” She walks closer to me and leans forward. I
lean back involuntary. She grins maliciously and steps away, seemingly satisfied.
She picks up a knife from a nearby table and twirls it in her hands. My blood has
already dried on it and stains the blade red, causing me to recall the last time it
was used on me.
She grips the handle, trails the point along my cheek and I hold back a shiver;
I cannot give her the pleasure, not after I’ve come this far. “Where is she, Mark?
Where is your daughter?” As she talks, the knife walks over my features leaving
behind small footprints of blood as it breaks the skin, weakening my resolve as
it digs into my flesh.
I give up on holding back and howl as my skin rips. Venomous laughter echoes
around the room, pairing with my yells and creating a cacophony of noise that
fills my head. As the metal leaves my face, my screams turn to a whimper and
the searing pain to a dull throb.
“She wouldn’t want you suffering, Mark, we both know that.” Her voice pierces
through the agony and her breath tickles my wounded cheek as she leans
forward, the rose perfume combining with the metallic air and overwhelming
my senses.
Silence.
Then there’s an almost inaudible sigh.
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“They say a parent’s love knows no bounds, but you really are taking this to the
nth degree”. The air feels thick, heavy, as the weight of her words hit me. “Tell
me, Mark, do you think she’d do the same for you? Hmm? Or do you think she’d
break, like you will, with the right… persuasion.”
My eyes flicker open and lock with hers. I’m so close to pleading, begging for
it all to stop when she suddenly pivots and walks back the way she came.
“I’ll be back soon Mark and for your sake, I hope you’ve changed your mind.”
Those words are uttered over her shoulder and then I’m left alone. It’s at
that very moment, tears start leaving tracks down my face. I cry because of
the pain but not just that, I cry for the shame of letting Vanessa down. The fact
that I even considered giving up and handing her over to the monsters that
are here disgusts me. Then, I do something I gave up years ago, I pray. It’s an
assortment of sobs, wishes and fragments of bible verses I vaguely remember
but it’s something. My only hope is that they still haven’t found V. All I managed
to tell her was to run, hide out somewhere and stay safe. I only hope she
heeded my advice.
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I remember the panic in her voice. She wouldn’t tell me anything, just that
she was in trouble and I’ll be damned if I was going to let anything happen to
my baby girl. I wasn’t lying when I said I’d endure anything to save her, she’s my
world.
The pain against my face feels alight, worse than before, and my head lolls
forward… heavy. As my eyes droop, one final thought drifts to the front of my
mind. The single thought that allowed me to remain adrift throughout this
tsunami. At least I kept her safe… At least I tried.
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Annihilation
By Megan Rutter
Night shrouded the Winter’s inhale of death from view; the trees were stripped
to their skeleton, the lake was paralysed with an ice blanket and the foliage was
crippled by the worn soles of boots. Eros stood with his hands in his pockets,
the ghost of a smirk tugging at his lips as he leaned backwards into a splintering
tree trunk. Euphoria surged through him — the tantalising taste of chaos was
like nicotine to the twenty-year old. Without consequence, he sought disaster
and craved chaos. To such an extent that there was not one ounce of humdrum
remorse budding inside his withered soul when he stared at his fallen friend. At
his feet, Artemis lay dead and his steel eyes remained unblinking on the corpse.
She looked peaceful, yet troubled. And that was Artemis in a Polaroid shot
— a beautiful, bewitching mess of contradictions. Strands of midnight locks
were pierced her reputation of perfection remained intact. Her fox-like eyes
glimmered in the faint moonlight — open in betrayal — and the delicacy of her
porcelain skin shimmered like grand pianokeys. If she was death, death was
beguiling
Given that the two were once an invincible duo, it was incongruous with his
nature for Eros to earn satisfaction in the demise of Artemis. In the past, the two
were a team that made mortals envious. Unknown to most, their spontaneous
partnership had prevented the annihilation of time. Traditionally, Artemis had
served nature whereas Eros destroyed it. However, their unexpected friendship
lead to the
golden thread of fate fraying. Against all odds, the two opposites created
balance in the universe. Artemis had always ensured life would flourish under
her calloused fingertips and had been the one to the lead the wild hunts where
Eros would feed from chaotic energy. In tragedy and calamity, he removed
mayhem to help form harmony. But, if they were harmony, harmony was
beguiling.
For years, the pair had covered the Earth’s cracks in band-aids, finding a
temporary fix for the disintegration of the world. Sacrilege. Sin. Sacrifice. They
dealt with it all...until it became suffocating, smothering, stifling. Once the two
transitioned to being less than lovers but more than friends, the beginning of
the end began. Subtle at first, then thunderous. After the honeymoon phase
of innocent bliss, Eros’ insatiable hunger became prominent. Knowing her
fears, her hopes, her dreams had failed to gratify the man, he demanded more.
Unfortunately for him, Artemis was immune to his expert manipulation tactics
and refused to surrender her body to him. Of course, this evoked to a tremulous
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outburst from the man, the man who didn’t often get told no. Although, if Eros
was chaos, chaos was beguiling.
As a result of his rage, Artemis had plotted her escape. On Monday, she had
begged her best friend to help her fled. On Tuesday, she had run and become
a fugitive. By sundown, she was dead.
“You killed her!” Jace accused, the venom of Medusa’s snakes injected into his
tone.
Jace Petrakis, the best friend of Artemis, the one other person that knew the
deceased like the back of his hand, revealed himself. Blue knuckled, red faced.
In the dusk, his saturated features were illuminated as he held his ground
against the expressionless Eros. After Jace had shared a fleeting, tender kiss
with Artemis, he trusted the woman was safe, bid farewell and set off on his
journey home. Minutes following their parting, he heard a scream that made his
blood turn cold. Like a primal instinct, Jace sprinted to check on his friend, only
to find her boyfriend hovering over a body. Her body. Her dead body.
Steel softened to silver, Eros looked Jace in the eyes. “I didn’t kill her,” he
claimed, the clipped calmness unusual for such a reckless man.
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In disbelief, Jace’s calculating eyes wondered to his friend. She was like a doll,
her body was twisted at awkward angles. Except, that wasn’t what captured his
attention. Strangely, her small hands rested over the dagger that protruded out
of her chest. Tentatively, the man leaned forward to pry her hands away from
the murder weapon. He recoiled in trepidation, her grip was locked and if her
body was stiff as a
board, Eros could have never tampered with Artemis. At his feet, Artemis lay
dead and Eros’ steel eyes remained unblinking as he confirmed Jace’s fear.
He had abetted in Artemis’ suicide.
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Jam for Sale
By Nell Davies
The warehouse from which soldiers tumbled stood proud, shrouded in a
haze of smoke, their abundance of guttural laughter hushed by the shuffle of
approaching sandals. Dimpled knees lowered to nearby ground, hooked nose
facing the bush as though it were an altar. Plump hands parted leaves praying
for raindrops from the yieldless sky, revealing stalks adorned with fruit. Only
the fattest of plums were plucked, the most swollen of strawberries, the juiciest
of blackcurrants. They were placed tenderly into a wicker basket hanging from
maternal arm, with only the occasional suck of a finger dripping with blue
nectar, the occasional swipe of a lone berry. Determined plods announced
the departure of the fruit-plucker, accompanied by the unassuming hum of
“La Marseillaise”, spiralling confidently into humid air, happily aware of its own
illegality.
***
People came from far and wide for a jar of Marguerite’s jam. Boiled in a
cauldron, stirred with a wooden wand, it was said that Marguerite had harnessed
the sun itself and squeezed its rays into the small glass pots. Summer fruits were
pillowed with sugared snow, which fizzled and sighed with the welcome warmth.
When cooled, set and ladled, the regiment of jam jars stood to attention on the
dusty window sill, just beneath the quiet claim of “Confiture à Vendre” in delicate
blue cursive, meek on a timeworn sign.
Adjacent to the house, obtruding from the Town Hall, a red and black flag
suspended; undulating with triumph. It was a constant reminder of the new
conqueror of France, whose black moustache trembled with each order to kill,
arm raised stagnant into the air, hands thick with the blood of millions.
Life in Mèze had been lived in fear since the arrival of a thousand German boots,
pounding soles unforgiving against cobbles, dust sent billowing with each hefty
thump. A swarm of wasps living alongside bees; they invaded les boulangeries,
exquisite patisseries succumbed to greedy foreign tongues. Curfews were
imposed, freedom denied. They cornered the Mayor, shot him dead. War had
even altered time and place; incomprehensible signposts replacing the familiar
French, meaty fingers turning clock’s hands to synchronize with the Fatherland,
the consequences of the defeat evidenced from every loser’s wrist.
***
Despite a town thrumming with jam aficionados, no-one cared to associate
with the moon-faced culinarian, noticing only the yellow star pinned to her coat.
Alone, she perched on bar stools and park benches, life observed from sharp
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eyes; merchants haggling on the nearby market, schoolchildren herded by their
pinch-faced teacher, Germans clambering into half-a-dozen tanks, trundling
North to fight. Sometimes, strangers would take a place next to her, signalling
Marguerite to pop open the carpet bag- always silently, words never spokenand produce pots of jam and newspapers; gifts in exchange, perhaps, for
their company. Onlookers giggled and romanticized, whispered tales of lovers
travelled from Paris for a simple taste of gelatified fruit.
***
In the depths of a forest not far from Mèze, a haggard man reached into his
bag, bones brushing pages of a newspaper headed “Résistance”, fingers seeking
the small jar. With a penknife he eased open its lid, slicing a thin paper lining, to
reveal a neatly folded note hidden beneath;
Warehouse of guns and artillery in orchard 2 km south of Béziers.
6 tanks headed to Dunkirk. Prepare for June 6.
Like a toddler he stuck a finger into the depths of sticky jam, and for perhaps
the first time since before war began, smiled. He could taste sunshine.
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The Journey
By Polly Hughes
We sat on cold, damp rocks as we waited and tried to turn our backs and
close our ears to what was behind us. I sat, slumped, with my head on my knees
and tried to gather the pool of guilt, shame, sorrow, anger, disgust and coldness
which stormed within my stomach. Swiftly, averting my thoughts, I lifted my head
and glanced around. There was a woman with tired wide eyes, cradling a baby
wrapped in a dirty cloth. I envied that baby, with its simple, innocent ignorance.
Quiet whimpers and gasps drifted into the air from behind me. My eyes itched
and seemed to be wet and dry at the same time. I exhaled a quivery sigh.
In front of me the glassy sea water thrashed against the sharp, tooth like rocks
in a hungry rage, splashing bitter, brittle beads of water over the rocks, spitting
against our legs. It was as grey as death. Waiting for us to stumble in so that
it could grab us and steal us into the sharp, incensed battle of the waves that
would drag us into a feud we had no part in.
The sky was grey above us; however, in front and behind us dark brooding
clouds stalked forwards, their black veils painted intrusively over the blue. We
could only hope that the sun lingered somewhere once we had endured and
escaped the dark clouds that loomed ahead of us.
Shivering, I wrapped my arms close around my body and tensed my
shoulders. I clenched my eyes shut and tried not to let my head fall. As I opened
my eyes again, an elderly man held out a musty blanket at me, his eyes kind and
tired. I accepted it and wrapped it around myself. It didn’t do much, however
the sentiment was like a flood of warmth. “Thank you,” I whimpered, my voice
cracking.
I looked up and glanced across the sea. In the distance a speck bobbed forward
on the horizon. Sitting up straight, my eyes sharpened. I peered around to see
eyes wide with hope and wariness. I scanned around myself for belongings,
realizing I had none of course. A dishevelled old man was gently waking a
sleeping child with a hushed urgency. The boat was sauntering nearer, pushing
past the waves that slapped against it, gliding through the water stealthily.
The sky at the edge of the horizon exposed a strip of gleaming white which
was shadowed by the grey clouds in front of us. The sky started to cry and spill
tears over us, feeding into the fury of the waves. The pit of my stomach filled
with dread. Beside me, a little girl edged towards her mother, her eyes wide and
glassy. Her mother comforted her as she gazed warily across the horizon. Like
everyone else, her face was bruised and caked with dirt and blue-black circles
resided below her eyes, echoing the tiredness and dehydration that we all felt.
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The boat was nearly here now, and we all watched with anticipation, as it
swung to land, nearly missing the rocks. That’s reassuring, I thought, despite
the fact that it was the only hope we had. I held my breath as the first person
leapt from the rocks to the boat and clattered onto the floor. I didn’t sway too
much. We all clambered aboard urgently and slid into any space we could get
to, praying silently the boat wouldn’t capsize. As I sat squashed into a corner,
I clasped my eyes shut and tried to think of something calm. I imagined being
somewhere warm and safe where I could shut my eyes without fear; however, a
big part of me knew I was imagining a luxury that may never happen. I needed
to hope though, so I pulled my blanket closer around me and squeezed my eyes
shut tighter.
When I opened them again, a little boy came into my view huddled into a
corner however, desperately alone, shivering. Thoughts of his parents came
into my head and I willed my brain to distract me from the possibilities of what
happened to them. A thin, crimson tear gently streamed down his face and I
felt a cold hard pang in my stomach. Carefully, I unwrapped the scruffy blanket I
was given and handed it to him. He looked up, surprised. He gently took it, and
his eyes lit up.
Above us the sky was dark, but we would be past it soon.
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Nightmare
By Syeda Fatima Kazmi
Shoulders shaking, James clawed at his throat, gasping for air. Sweat stains
soaked his tattered t-shirt. It drenched him and dripped down into the sheets
which were now entangled with his limbs. The soldier scoffed, biting back a dry
chuckle. How fitting? That the blankets which provided comfort to any other
man, now took him prisoner to shackle the beast inside him?
Begrudgingly, he dragged himself to the shower, tossed the torn pyjamas
into the laundry hamper and froze under the steady stream of icy water. His
shoulders sagged. He let out a long, defeated sigh. Pensive and brooding, he
shook his head as if to clear his away thoughts that threatened to obliterate
his fragile psyche. The sniper scrubbed harshly at his damp skin. The scarlet
scratches on his pale neck stung. Stepping out of the shower, he felt a pull to
the mirror. Now to survey the damage…
The man in the looking glass was a complete stranger. James leaned forward
and coiled a long strand of hair around one finger. When was the last time he’d
cut his hair? The messy mop he now sported was a far cry from the regulation
cut he remembered. Scars littered his body haphazardly; some were white and
faded. Others rose up, red brands that burned the surface of his skin. Fresh,
pink lines wrapped around his throat again. Anxiously, he looked up to inspect
the stranger’s eyes. His hands roughly scraped the twin purple bruises under
each eye. His gaze flicked towards his hands. The kind of calluses one got when
gripping a gun- the mark of a killer. He looked up once more, to his sickly pale
face.
Repulsive.
As if the monster within was spreading, a creeping infection, his bloodshot
eyes were getting yellower. The beast was oozing out through the windows of
his soul. Two black bottomless pits of despair overflowing with grief. Lifeless,
cold, glassy spheres that James swore matched those of the man he had slain.
The eyes of the man who starred in his nightmares at night and plagued his
thoughts in every waking moment.
Sunlight streamed through the bathroom window, making the cheerful yellow
walls look like they’d been splashed with molten gold. James straightened his
tie and then drank in his reflection. The khaki uniform fit like a glove. “Are you
ready, Love?” A woman called.
“Wait a minute!”
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He’d begun to say. But to his horror, as soon as he opened his mouth, a
sickening ‘crack!’ resonated, slashing through the air. His jaw creaked, unhinged,
and a swarm of irate wasps flew out in a cacophony of chaos. Spluttering, he
cried out as a crimson stream cascaded from each nostril. He couldn’t tear his
eyes away from the man in the mirror: the image of agony. White hot anguish
flashed through his skull. James’ body convulsed uncontrollably. He keeled over,
hitting the floor with a thump. He looked up as the yellow walls aged. Crumbling,
damp, and grimy, the squalid conditions of the bathroom didn’t faze the sniper.
Like some twisted sort of gruesome clay, the skin stretched, twisting and shifting.
When the features finally settled in place, shock snatched the breath from his
lungs.
Clammy ivory skin, salt and pepper wisps of hair arranged in a mock-halo,
and wrinkled folds of weary skin did nothing to soften the sharp stare the man
fixed James with. The man reached up to the mirror and the glass rippled like
clear water. The old man walked through, and the mirror snapped back into
place once his feet touched the filthy floor of the bathroom. He bent down
to where James lay twitching and coughing. Suddenly, he wrapped his hands
around the soldier’s neck, applying pressure. James’ eyes bulged in terror as the
man attempted to wring the life from him. Slowly, the old man started to speak.
His voice was muffled like he had a mouthful of blood.
“You didn’t hesitate-”
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With a burst of adrenaline, James lurched forward with his entire body. He
roared as slivers of glass impaled his fist and lodged themselves into soft spaces;
slicing cleanly through some, shredding the rest. He watched, panting, as the
blood flowed freely. He was numb. The mirror had shattered, cracks spreading
outwards like a lethal spider’s web. But the act of rage wasn’t enough to drown
out the ringing in his ears, like the aftermath of an explosion.
“You killed me, Son.”

139

Wicked Young Writer Awards 2019

Hurt
By Sasha Campbell
Please stop what you’re doing. Look up from your phone.
There’s an issue I need to discuss.
We must change our portrayal of self-injury
Yes, I’m ready to kick up a fuss.
Feel your fingers itch for #selfharmtips, ‘cause it’s a
Sign of genius- didn’t you know? Ask twitter, she’ll tell you:
It’s tattoos and plasters modeled like fashion accessories,
Black and white photos of scabs lining wrists,
Exposing secrets and fortunes like skin-enclosed gifts.
NOT!
Self-harm’s a silent stream that seeps, weeps, streaks the
Gossamer white with beads of red. It’s secrets swallowed and
Tears unshed, Russian roulette between body and head.
It’s not beauty. Not glamour. Nor the artwork of Soul.
It’s not romance. Not hashtags. Nor an emo-chick-goal.
Rather: trauma and tendons and tissue exposed,
Memories buried ‘neath bracelets and clothes.
It’s shaking and sweating – convulsing, confused.
Words left unspoken and bodies abused.
It’s hope, like an apple, all stifled and bruised.
Self-injury’s insidious, destructive and real,
Not an edited picture for mystic appeal.
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In Control
By Kristen Hawke
I lean against the bar, sipping strawberry daquiri and trying to make myself
look sophisticated. Perhaps it would work, but Serena is echoing the movement
beside me and I can feel everyone’s eyes graze over me the same way they
would a pair of beige curtains. “See? Didn’t I tell you it would be great?” Serena
flutters her eyelashes at a handsome man across the bar.
Out on the dancefloor, half-hammered people wiggle unsteadily to the rhythm
of a bad pop song.
“Yeah…Fantastic.” I tug at the hem of the dress she leant me, trying not to
think about how awkward it looks on me. It might not be so bad if I hadn’t seen
her wear it before; I’m flat and straight in all the places she’s curved, and the
clingy gold dress only highlights that. A dark, unkind part of me wonders if she
dressed me this way on purpose. I push the idea away.
“He’s coming over!” Serena shoves an elbow into my ribs, giggling, and I slosh
half my daquiri over my hands.
I swear loudly and I shake drops of alcohol off my fingers while Serena
apologises profusely, rifling through her purse for a tissue.
“Here.” A paper napkin is thrust under my nose. We both look up, startled, to
see Serena’s friend from across the bar.
“Our hero!” Serena says, laying it on a bit thick even for her.
“I think it’s supposed to go in you, not on you,” he says to me.
I snort as I dab myself dry with the tissue. “I don’t know. I think red’s a pretty
good colour on me.”
He laughs, really laughs, not the pity chuckle I usually get, and I blink in
surprise. A tentative smile lights my lips as I peek up at him through my lashes.
Serena’s eyes, slightly narrowed, dart between us.
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“You don’t mind if I steal her for a dance, do you?” It’s the first time he’s spoken
to her, and by the look on her face she knows it too.
“Sure, go ahead,” she says, but her eyes are full of betrayal when I take the
man’s hand.
We get to the dancefloor right as the song changes to an upbeat techno
number and I sneak a panicked look his way at the same moment he shoots
one in my direction. We laugh.
“Maybe we should do our own thing?” He sets my hands on his shoulders
and we sway, out of time with everyone but each other. He shouts his name,
Jack, to me over the music, but we give up on any conversation after the fifth
misunderstanding. Things have eased between us, though, and for the second
song we part a little, Jack performing bad 80’s popstar moves and me struggling
to breathe between fits of laughter.
After three songs, I’m flushed with excitement and exhilaration. A fourth
begins and though I can’t remember ever being this at ease on the dancefloor,
I think of Serena.
I lead Jack back to the bar where we find Serena curving herself towards a
dark-haired man. The moment she sees us, she abandons him and inserts
herself between the two of us.
“I’ve been waiting ages for you to get back,” she says, shooting me a hard look.
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She buys us drinks and sits between us at the bar, taking the lead in the
conversation with an almost vicious desperation. At first I fight to be heard in
the moments she takes breaths, but after she interrupts me for the third time
I let myself fade into the background a little. The longer it goes on, the deeper
Jack’s frown grows. The more his frown grows, the faster Serena talks, the more
she drinks, the more incomprehensible her conversation gets.
He opens his mouth and I just know he’s going to say something, so I speak
over him, inviting him back to the dancefloor. His lips turn down, but he accepts
the invitation.
After little more than a minute, Serena appears at my elbow, staggering and
slurring and begging me to take her home. I offer to call her flatmate and she
shakes off the suggestion with a little too much coherence for the part she’s
playing.
A heaviness settles in my chest.
Jack catches my arm and murmurs into my ear. “Would she do it for you?”
“No.” The answer is easy. “But that’s why I have to do it for her.”
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The Endless, Inexhaustible Rock
By Emily Collins
The constant clash of metal meeting rock thudded through his head, dulling
his senses. All he knew, all he had ever known, was the motion of swinging his
pickaxe into the rough landscape before him. The darkness was so complete
that he felt buried in it, and in his occasional moments of clarity he was left
gasping for air.
He was not alone in his daily torture. Scores of other lost souls worked
alongside him underground, faces blackened by the dust that emanated from
the rocks, and the sounds of their grunts and shallow breaths were as ingrained
in him as the need to keep going, to continue to break apart the earth until it
spilt its secrets.
But all he ever saw was the rock. Endless rock.
With another strike the boy saw more earth crumble before him, but before
he could take another swing the gleam of something pure white and dazzling
startled him from his position.
He’d found it.
A gasp of pure wonder escaped him, followed swiftly by a startled, unnatural
laugh. The beautiful white light seemed to drive away the darkness, shattering
the shadows and banishing the gloom.
All at once, the sense that something was wrong hit him. There was an absence
of sound; but when had they ever stopped their endless digging?
With a turn, he saw the reason for his confusion. Every man had gone still,
hardly daring to draw breath and all with their eyes to the wall. Swinging his own
eyes to the long tunnel that led to the entrance of the cave, he saw for the first
time the visitor amongst them.
Dressed finely in a blood-red jacket, the man was young, barely older than
himself. And yet he entered the space with such authority that he might as well
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have belonged to another species. Of course, in a sense, he was. The military
were ever so good distinguishing themselves from the rest.
He came closer, a smirk gracing his oddly symmetrical features. “Well done,
my boy.” he said, his tone somehow both excited and condescending. “You’ve
done it!” At this, he gave a warmer smile.
As the silence seemed to envelope him, the boy decided to speak. “Thank
you, Sir.”
Nodding, the man drew closer, his hand outstretched until the boy placed
the rough gem into his open palm. He immediately drew it closer to his body,
reminiscent of a mother protecting her child.
“You’ve done it,” he repeated, tone now filled with wonder. “And you deserve
your reward!”
At this, the boy looked up, unable to do anything but grin with overwhelming
gratitude and note that the man smiled in return.
The officer reached into his jacket, and the boy began to wonder what he was
to receive. Gold? Whiskey? Or, dare he even hope for it, his freedom?
The dull, metal object that was pulled from his coat pocket was none of these
things. A shuffling noise could be heard, as the rest of the prisoners tried to
retreat further into the darkness of the caves.
He stared into the barrel of the gun and felt the breath catch in his chest as
his tortured light was finally released from its prison.
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Shattered Milk
By Amy Prendergast
The milk still lay in pools on the floor where it had landed that morning. There
was no reason why this should have been a surprise; nobody had been in the
flat since her rather abrupt departure just a few hours previously. It felt like a
thousand years had passed since then.
She stepped gingerly into the kitchen, semi-skimmed waves lapping gently
around her feet. Looking around, she saw the remains of life as she’d known
it- her half-eaten porridge with cherry jam, in her favourite star-shaped purple
bowl. The tacky, novelty radio in the shape of a rubber duck still filled the small
room with a tinny, muffled tune. Her mermaid mug was still on the counter,
teabag in, sugar bowl by the side. The kettle had long since boiled. It was hot
in the little flat, and as a result, the milk had begun to smell. A familiar, sicklysour stench hung in the air, and Mhairi brought a hand to her face in a fruitless
attempt to block it out as she walked further into the kitchen.
Standing in the middle of the room, bombarded by fragments of a life she
barely remembered, Mhairi had never felt so helpless, or so alone. The dull
beep of a landline submerged brought her back to Earth. She stooped to
retrieve it with her thumb and finger, then shook it to try and remove some
of the shattered milk that was soaking into the buttons and the sides of the
screen. Rooted to the spot, she stared at it, transfixed. The phone had brought
her the news she never knew she was dreading. For a moment, she believed it
was the phone’s fault; that the little black box in her hand had been responsible
for everything. She heard the words as clear as a bell, ringing in her ears.
“I don’t quite know how to tell you this… it’s about Adam…”
Mhairi wasn’t quite sure when it had started, but she became aware suddenly
of the fat, hot tears that were crashing like waves on her cheeks. Through her
blurred vision, she grabbed onto the countertop in front of her, and felt herself
sliding slowly down, down, and further down. She hit the floor, and landed
square in a pool of milk. But she barely noticed; didn’t care. Giving into the sobs,
she leant back against the cabinets and clutched the phone tight to her chest.
She begged, pleaded with it to take it back; to tell her it wasn’t true, that it had
all been some horrible dream. She allowed herself to slip further down, her hot
face hitting the cool tiles of the floor. Screwing her eyes shut, she felt herself
choking on her tears and she wailed; loud and unashamedly. The tears never
faltered; they just kept coming thick and fast, and Mhairi embraced every single
one in the blind hope that she could cry enough tears to wash the day away.
The kettle boiled.
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The tears stopped.
Had Mhairi boiled it? She didn’t remember doing so, in fact she distinctly
remembered not boiling it. She dared not moved. Above her on the counter,
she heard water being poured into two mugs. Fear ran through every vein in her
body; made its way to her heart and squeezed, hard.
“Oh good, you stopped crying.”
Mhairi knew she had to be dreaming. Slowly, she opened her eyes.
There was a man in her kitchen.
Suddenly on high alert, Mhairi jumped up, much more aware now of the
sodden patch of milk which had soaked through her skirt. She stood still, fixed
on this man stood making tea in her kitchen. A man she knew categorically
could not be there. She pushed herself further and further into the wall behind
her, and as far away from this imposter, this ghost, as possible.
“What’s the matter, Ri?”
Ri. Nobody called her that- not since, well, him. No, it couldn’t be. She stared
back at him in horror; statuesque. “Ri,” he said, urgency in his voice, “it’s me,
Adam.”
“No!” She shocked herself with the force in her voice, and angry, frustrated
tears once again welled up behind her eyes. “It isn’t. I saw you, this morning in
hospital! You were… you- you’re dead.”
Adam looked back at her, pity in his eyes. “You’re dead,” she whispered again,
barely audible, “I watched you die, and it broke my heart. You’re dead.”
“But Ri,” he replied gently, cautiously, “so are you.”
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The Man in the Hall
By Anna-Roisin Ullman-Smith
I let the door snick shut behind me, mussing hair out of sleep coated eyes as
my leaden feet carried me back down the darkened hall to the bedroom. My
fuzzy mind was already returning to realms of sleep, the abandoned warmth
and safety of the bed, a melody my body responded to like sirens song.
This hazy state may explain why, as I passed the open door into the dark maw
of our silent living room, I immediately dismissed the figure lying low to the floor,
head turning like a serpent ready to strike, watching me.
It might explain why I did not question this person, their hair alive with electric
shock frizz, legs spread wide and arms jutted out from the shoulders; a low
lying, inhuman, crab like pose; watching me from my living room floor.
It might explain why, after one slow blink and the minutest of pauses in my
shuffling steps, I carried on through the bedroom door.
It is only after I had passed the threshold of the bedroom; re-entering the
warm sanctuary of sleep; that a part of my mind screams out in fear. Adrenaline,
the core of all true action, spikes through me, waking my mind and body like a
hard slap. I spin.
There, on the floor, that same crab-wide pose spreading to take up the width
of the hall, is the man. His features are blurred by the half-light pooling in from
the street, but still I can see his eyes are too wide, his smile too broad, jaw slack
in a way that screams of wrongness. A manner that makes me immediately
picture a snake’s jaw coming unhinged. His head too seems oddly placed, both
low to the ground and yet turned up to me, as if his neck has more joints,
allowing him such a crooked pose.
Instinctively I grab the door, slamming it shut and throwing my body against
it. My mind swirls with images of the man slipping under the door, his body
somehow flattening completely, head turned 180 degrees like an owl’s, to smile,
slack-jawed, up at me as like oil his body pools past my feet.
My heart hammers, so loud I don’t hear my partner’s voice until he is stood
before me, eyes alight with his own adrenalin.
“What’s wrong?” he asks, his voice thick with sleep.
I notice the warm light of his bedside lamp, igniting the warmth of the room,
comforting my racing heart just enough to allow me speech.
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“There’s a man in the hallway. He’s on the floor. He looks unhinged” I lean up
to my partner to whisper, holding his eye to stress my seriousness. His face
momentarily pails, a stiff nod his only confirmation to hearing me.
On lighter feet than I knew him to possess he trips to the other side of the
room, finding and grasping in firm hands the full size, solid-wood, bokken I got
him for Christmas. Keeping the bokken aloft he comes back to me, and nods
again.
On the count of three, my heart in my throat, I release the door, allowing it to
fall open. Initially my partner does not move, and I panic that he has been frozen
by shock, faced by the inhuman figure of the man. After a moment he steps out
into the hall and begins a slow procession through our home, checking every
nook and cranny. I follow after him, turning on the lights, my heart jittering.
We find nothing. Nobody. We check the doors, the windows. Every entrance
as tightly sealed as when we went to bed. My partner checks the news, looking
to see if there has been an outbreak from any asylums or prisons. After a while
he looks at me with tired eyes, his face the portrait of disappointment.
The next day we both agree it was a waking dream. I feel awful, and apologise
profusely. We eventually laugh it off.
Despite knowing it to be a trick of the mind, I take to carrying a torch on my
midnight trips to the loo, needing the reassurance of golden light. After one
such toilet venture, months later, by chance, I turned back to look down the hall.
There, the bathroom door left wide from my exit, slowly swung closed,
revealing, caught stark in my torch light, the man. This time standing, as tall as
the door frame, his slack smile and too wide eyes balanced on his crooked neck.
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A Shot in the Dark
By Caitlin Palmer
“Lovely shot, darling. Who taught you that?”
Orla held back a sigh. Getting mad never helped. She’d done it enough times,
so exasperated that she exploded, words flying like shrapnel. She focused on
reloading the gun, slamming the magazine into place.
Her father clutched his tea, slumped in a sagging armchair. Orla watched it
spill to the floor as he shook, but made no move to clean up. It would blend
into the canvas of stains on the floor; the dirt tracked in from hunting boots, the
blood splatters…
“You did, Dad.”
“Oh.” He rubbed the rough stubble on his chin, his weathered brow creasing.
“I don’t remember so well anymore.”
Slipping the gun back into her belt, she nodded. The morning sunlight
streamed in through the crack in the boarded-up windows. It illuminated her
makeshift target-sheet – an old curtain, yellowed and faded with age, barely
hanging onto the rail with an outline of herself drawn with a kohl eyeliner pencil.
She looked over at it. At least my aim is perfect, she mused. Right through the
heart! A grin broke through her sharp features but she blinked back tears.
Her eyes were fixed on the broken floorboards, unable to bring herself to look
up. Jamming the toe of her boot under one of them, she forced the corner up.
The ramshackle cabin was falling to pieces around them.
Her inner turmoil would simply have to wait. “I know.”
He placed his chipped teacup on the table next to him. If he noticed it
teetering, he didn’t show it.
She forced a smile, brushing hair out of her eyes. Her last hairband had
snapped some time ago. Her dad’s hair was the same shade; or rather, it used
to be. Back before all this happened, back when he had surfer hair instead of
the buzzcut they’d forced upon him.
“The leg, Dad.” She jerked her chin in the direction of the table, but he
remained expressionless, his vacant eyes lacking the sparkle they once always
had. She sighed. “It’s broken, remember?”
He wouldn’t remember. He never did. Not anymore, at least.
He glanced down, oblivious to the teacup precariously perched on the table.
She snatched the cup before it fell. He would be devastated if it broke. It was the
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only thing he had to remind him of Orla’s mother, the only thing that kept her
memory alive...or so he thought.
Orla didn’t have the heart to tell him that she’d never seen the cup before,
nor that her mother had drank coffee by the gallon. She’d no idea where he’d
gotten the idea from, but she wasn’t going to be the one to shatter the illusion.
“We should get that fixed.”
Orla raised her eyebrows, snorting with laughter – the idea so ludicrous she
couldn’t even be angry. His comments were inevitable. Her dad always forgot.
It wasn’t some depressing illness like dementia. No, he’d been wiped. He knew
too much, they’d said.
Sometimes, in the quiet stillness that this new world had forced upon
everyone, she could still hear them. Their synchronous march towards the
house, leather boot soles colliding with a dirt road, the screeching of the door
hinges as they were ripped off rivalling her own blood-curdling screams...
The gunfire.
Orla froze, her ear to the sky. Her hammering heart was almost enough to
drown it out...but not quite. In one fluid motion she pulled the gun from her
belt, warm skin meeting cold metal. The old door kept the rain out, but bullets?
No way.
Her finger hovered on the trigger, slick with sweat, as the door burst open.
Hesitation would almost certainly be fatal.
Eyes snapping shut and all thoughts of target practice out of the window,
she pulled the trigger. A crack that sounded like a thunderbolt, a thud as he
slumped to the floor...then nothing. Just like before.
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She forced her eyes open into a harsh glare. Pressing her lips together, she
looked down at him. Motionless now, he looked harmless...and, she regretted
to say, about her age. A sacrifice, really...but when faced with it, who wouldn’t
save themselves? Guilt was a luxury she couldn’t afford.
She tore her eyes from the boy on the floor to her father. His eyes flickered
from the body on the floor in a pool of ever-growing blood to his daughter’s
eyes. What was going through his mind? She wondered.
Applause suddenly filled the stony silence as her father looked at her in
amazement.
“Lovely shot, darling! Who taught you that?”
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Au Revoir
By Emma Goodbody
He did not know where he was. Nor, in fact, how he had gotten there.
Somehow, though, he had found himself at the edge of a great lake, which in the
dull twilight seemed grey and infinite. Peering into the shadows, he could make
out the twisting, gnarled branches of oak trees that bordered the lake, could see
the dense fog that swirled beneath them, and yet turning to look behind him,
could see nothing but blackness. There was no path, or obvious clearing, and
he could not see how he might have arrived there. The young man frowned.
It was then, though, as he turned back, that he spotted the boat. It must have
been there all along, though he felt as though it was the first time he had seen it.
It was a small fishing boat, clearly well-used, and plain. It was not tied to any
mooring, and simply bobbed at the water’s edge, just ahead of him. Despite
a sudden soft breeze, it did not seem to drift. Beneath his heavy armour, he
shivered.
Perhaps it was this boat that had taken him here, he thought, and perhaps he
had somehow forgotten – he was certain that once he got home, his memory
would return to him. But...where was home? He could not remember.
He expected, in his subsequent alarm, that he might feel his heart pounding
in his chest. But he could not feel that either. He walked towards the boat and
climbed in carefully. Looking around him, he searched for an oar or sail, but
could not find either. He buried his face in his hands and sighed.
And then the water shifted beneath him.
He looked up from his hands and watched as the shore disappeared behind
him, the boat moving silently through the water. In awe, he watched as he moved,
slowly but unquestionably, towards the centre of the lake. He tried desperately
to feel afraid, as he knew he should, but could not. Instead, he fiddled absently
with the ring on his forefinger, tracing the dragon engraved on its surface.
He felt then, as he opened his hand, something cold and round. A coin. He
saw the same dragon on its one side, and, as he turned it over in his hands, a
cross on the other. The symbols seemed familiar, and yet meant nothing to him.
His brow furrowed in frustration. Why was he here? Why with just a single coin?
It was as he pondered these questions, that he looked up to see the lakeside
– and a vast mountain. Though most of it was shrouded in dense mist, he could
make out its rough sides and sheer edges, and behind those, what appeared
to be the entrance to some kind of cave. Although he could not hear a single
sound, he could smell smoke hanging thick in the air.
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He shut his eyes and coughed violently. He was certain, when he opened
them, that the woman standing just ahead of him on the lakeside had not been
there before. The boat rocked violently as he jolted back in shock. She was old,
and her face haggard, but he was sure, from her still delicate features, that she
must have been beautiful once. Decades had weathered her, leaving her skin
like leather and her silver hair fine and thin. She was dressed heavily, in thick
swathes of fabric which reached easily past her feet. The young man became
aware that the boat had stopped, a dozen or so feet from her. They faced one
another in silence. Nervous at last, he reached for his sword – but felt nothing
but an empty scabbard. Across the water, the woman smiled.
Her voice came suddenly, low and clear, across the water: “To cross, even you
must pay the toll.”
Silence descended again, and the woman waited.
His fingers still fidgeting with the coin, it took him a moment to understand.
Steadying his trembling hands, he reached over the edge of the boat and
released it, watching as it disappeared beneath the water.
He held his breath. Beneath him, the boat hesitated and then moved to the
shore.
He stepped out and the woman spoke again. This time, with profound
reverence in her voice. She bowed low to him.
“Welcome, Arthur Pendragon, to Avalon.”
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Kind Regards
By Esther Butterworth
She was the type of person to proof-read an email eight times before sending
and then another five after it was gone – picking it apart even though it’s too
late now and ‘kind regards’ really isn’t the right way to end an email to your
parents but the cold detachment is oddly satisfying. ‘Kind regards’ is the sort of
thing you get in emails from your co-workers, or your boss, or a response to an
unsuccessful application. Or an email to your parents expressing your regret
that you won’t make it home for Christmas because you’ve pulled the holiday
shift – on purpose.
She tipped the empty wine bottle upside-down over her glass and shook it.
Nothing.
Dear Mum and Dad, unfortunately I won’t be able to come up next week due to the
number of people taking time off for the Christmas holidays. They need someone to
be in the office at all times and since I went home last time – and all the thanks she
had gotten was a lecture on how brilliantly her brother was doing – I was at the top
of the list.
The list that she had made when asked to get volunteers for the Christmas
shift.
A search of the cupboard under the TV turned out the stale remnants of
a bottle of champagne and something that might have once been Baileys.
Probably for the best, she wasn’t really supposed to be drinking anyway. She
stumbled back to the kitchen table – she wasn’t drunk – and slammed the
laptop shut. Too late now anyway.
I’m sorry I won’t get to see you – they’d be heartbroken – but I’ll do what I can to
come up for New Years’. She’d think of an excuse for that weekend too.
The doorbell rang, his face was blurry but she was pretty sure –
“Ben?”
“Hey Bug,” he pushed past her into the living room, dropping a bag onto the
sofa and surveying the flat. “Nice place.”
“What’re… you’re in Italy.”
“Came back early. Wanted to see my little sister – I assume you’re not going to
parents’ for Christmas?”
Speechless.
“I missed you too, Bug.”

154

18-25 Category

Odd how nicknames can cling to a person long after they’ve outgrown the
giant glasses.
“You can’t just turn up… without… how did you…” it was hard to focus.
“You’ve been drinking.”
It wasn’t a question so she ignored it.
“Kay, you know you’re not supposed to drink. You could hurt the – ”
“I’ll be fine.” She hated that look he was giving her. “We’ll be fine. It’s one night,
it won’t kill us.”
“Have you told Mum and Dad yet?”
Aside from that I don’t really have any news for you. Nothing new, nothing major.
“Yes.”
“Liar.”
She ignored that too, taking her wine glass over to the sink, adding it to the
mound of dirty plates and stained coffee cups. She’d been meaning to wash up
for a couple days but things kept getting in the way, and now that it was just her
there wasn’t any point.
“Where’s John?”
She turned to face her brother. John sends his love; he says he’d come up by
himself if he wasn’t so worried I’d forget to eat. “I don’t know, he left.”
“You have to tell them.”
“Oh I have to? They don’t really care what I do, as long as you’re up for the
next promotion.”
“I was fired.”
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She fought an urge to laugh “What?”
“Budget cuts, or something.”
Or something.
“Well you can’t stay here.”
“Please.”
This time she did laugh. How the tables turned. She threw the wine bottle into
the recycling and began folding the blanket thrown over the back of the chair.
The tartan red and greens blurred into a muddy brown, she put a hand out to
steady herself against the table.
“Kay…”
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“Ben, I don’t have the time or the… energy… to nurse your bruised ego. I have
things to do… I…” She couldn’t remember what she had to do, that was the point
of the wine.
“Just for a few months – I might even be helpful once… well, I could help.”
“I don’t need help.”
I’m glad John’s around; I probably would forget to eat; I’ve been so busy at work.
Anyway, say hi to Ben for me when he comes.
There was a long silence. A pregnant silence – she allowed herself that bit of
humour.
Happy Christmas.
“You can stay for a week.”
Kind regards,
Kay.
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Evie (Meaning ‘life’, ‘lively’)
By Chloe Larby
It was the first thing I bought
When I knew.
You were only the size of a sesame seed;
Smaller than your first sock,
Superhuman before you were human.
Only half the pair remains now.
One lost while the other remains
An unearthly white,
Delicate lace icing the edge,
Holding the shape of little feet that didn’t touch the ground.
Feet that explored the lining of my stomach:
The world I grew to protect you from danger.
Did you feel safe in there?
Practising how I would wrap myself around you
When the nightmares chilled your toes.
Ghostly feet that I watched form and grow;
Smiling as I pictured them
Escaping from the socks that bound them.
Frayed holes; a dirty pink potato peeking through.
This little piggy broke free.
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But your feet couldn’t wait.
Desperate to explore the unknown world
Too soon, toes twisted – Why God?
Never big enough to fill your sock
That remains unwashed,
And unworn.
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Ten Steps Ahead
By Jack Johnston
The taxi pulls up to my destination, tires momentarily bouncing over the
curb, I lean over and hand the driver my exact fare in cash as he pulls up the
handbrake, making sure to keep my face just out of the view of his rear-view
mirror.
As I step out of the car, briefcase clutched to my side, I allow myself a small
chuckle, picturing all the people in society who moan about being tracked and
followed through all their credit-card purchases, when there was always, and
still, is a way to pay without a trace.
I take in my surroundings, sucking in a breath of the evening air, letting the
quiet wash over me. I’ve already blanketed this whole area, so well in fact that
I could tell you how many steps it would take to go in any direction for a mile
radius. My old teacher, Mr. Roberts, comes to mind, his sage advice to remain a
constant ten steps ahead of everyone else, bringing a smile to my face.
I walk a few streets over and come to an old decrepit church, one that has
been unused for decades, the perfect spot for someone like me. I jump over the
crumbling wall and head to a broken window; my way in. The hall is just barely
lit by the streams of streetlights breaking through the holes of the murky glass,
but enough to see my way through the maze of dust covered pews.
I work towards the staircase which is surprisingly sturdy in comparison to
its counterparts. When I reach the top I look around over all the houses and
buildings which surround me. I spy my target about 600 meters away, a grand
building hosting a self-pat on the back party of the super-rich. I shuffle the
empty bottles of previous visitors out of my way and set up my briefcase.
Inside my case I find all the components to build my rifle, packed tightly into
precision laser-cut, sturdy, foam. I quickly fit all the parts together and examine
my weapon before setting it on a stand directed at my target. I pull out my
anemometer and place it next to me on the wall.
I peer down my scope and inspect the surrounding area. As I expected I find
multiple units stationed on surrounding rooftops, places in which most would
expect a person like me would go, but I always like to be unpredictable, that’s
what makes me good at my job. I move to look at the entrance of target building
spying the mass of journalists and the frenzy of flashes from cameras as the
prestigious guests arrive from their fancy cars.
Guards are everywhere, which is why distance is always best, and especially
suited to me as someone who hates busy crowds. I check my watch, sighing as
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I realise I’ve got another fifteen minutes to wait, sometimes I’m just too damned
prepared. I put down my rifle and take the time to check my targets picture
again; although his image is still engraved in my mind; as are all my last targets.
Just the same I
always like to be certain.
I pull out my radio and plug in my earpiece. It’s connected to hidden recording
devices of my own creation at the targets location. I don’t hear anything aside
from muffled sounds caused by the light breeze blowing across the city. I check
my watch again, still seven minutes to go. I decide to observe some the artistic
talents of the local juveniles and although most are just vulgar and ‘Steve was
here’ I spot a few possible up and coming talents, maybe even the next Banksy,
I chuckle to myself.
I check my watch for the last time and have two minutes to go. I pick up
my rifle and point towards the building once more. I spot the targets car
approaching the entrance, when I hear footsteps. Swiftly I pan my rifle to a tall
building halfway between mine and the grand building. I hear the click of gun
hammer being pulled back. I hold my breath listening intensely.
Through my scope I see a man pointing a gun at the back of someone’s head.
He reaches forwards grabbing the man’s shoulder turning him round. Though
all he sees is a mannequin with a sign that says “ten steps ahead, always”. He
curses as I pull the trigger.
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The Spark
By Josephine Ozier
Foggy times, when Light had to loom in the shadows
When Evil wore a human mask
Despair lingered through souls
And seeing through was a challenge:
hatred blurred facts,
horror bent minds,
deceit devoured courage.
It was the reign of blood
A silhouette detached from the dark, determined to face the monster
Round glasses, portly figure, bow tie
Only the convictions remained sharp
Among the mist, the smoke of cigars
Among the dark, the heat of a spark
Among the rest, Grandeur had found a heart
A boisterous child, a mediocre student:
made of what he could become
Reached for the stars,
Aimed at conquering parental hearts he felt were too far
Fiery red hair fussed; feisty blue eyes refused to be shut
Winston had never been good at embracing darkness
Early years made of journeys, where words found a way
Along the trail of sand dunes, stained in dust
Since ‘elsewhere’ was exciting, he travelled tirelessly
Bravery met boldness, together they gave birth to courage
Which showed up when escaping jail in Pretoria
And showed-off when narrating his fabulous trips
Family name gave the man his position
But toil complemented talent
For Winston Churchill,
life had started to revolve around words and convictions
Speeches, sweetest revenge of the stammerer
Who saw the Light in his father’s pupils pass into his own
Elite outcast, erratic liberal
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Actor turned soldier who stood in the forefront
Churchill was far from perfect
Misjudgment, blunders and unrest
Paved his way to Greatness
Gore shed at the Dardanelles
During countless nights flooded back from the shade
Never steady, a foot in tomorrow and one in yesterday
Blinded by his own rising radiance
Trapped in ego, disturbance and thoughts
When on top of the hill
Every misstep has consequences
But one should never underestimate
The firm pulls of a loving hand
Clementine revolved around his mind like a satellite
Ready to protect, shield and guide,
Companion of a lifetime,
Wise voice that dried out tears,
Inflexible advisor with a might of her own
Together they stood
Winston’s eyes gleamed with belief:
Freedom had to win for life was on its side
The thirst for a better future was quenched
Adventure had been supplied by destiny
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So, an individual mattered to millions
The same letters that formed a name
Shaped a nation
Hope opened the door to Glory
Words wrote their way to Triumph
And the child was proud of the Statesman
And the father would have been too
Even the bitterness of momentary defeats
Did not erode what sweat had built
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Eyelids could shut themselves
Spirit could sleep tight
Finally, his name would be added
To the books he had once read
Greatness has to be personified
At least once per generation, it finds its way to a soul
It seemingly made it to Winston Churchill’s
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Fallen Everyday Englishman
By Simon Collins
Lines for trenches drawn, silent still men sit still armed
Hope to love loved ones, dreams to leave unharmed
In Flanders’ Fields where English boys soon become the damned
To heart to heart, to head to head, to stand their final stand
Fates laid entwined, to the cracked, broken earth;
Ruined bodies opened, until Death comes to serve
Men go mad, minds unhinged, surrounded by senseless murder
Sent up, over the top, to the industrial machine of slaughter
Filled with lead, fallen dead, one last thought inside their head
Of lush English countryside, lit by an English sun.
The deafening roar of mortar fire drones on and on, eternal
To man to man, to hope to hope, to die without the Colonel
Present because they have to be, ripped away from their homes
Sobbing, bleeding, under fire, as happiness leaves to roam
Limbs begin to sodden, as adolescent lives begin to falter
No part of mind or body leaves the lethal mud unaltered
The only smiles are on faces of those shocked by falling shells
Those left to die alone left to die in a perfect Hell
The horror stories of trenches are never conveyed at home
As Lloyd George pushes on to victory on top his elected throne.
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The photographs in lockets soon begin to fade
As does the optimism, the need to see another day
The life of a generation, crushed under a Kaiser’s feet
Young boys of countrysides longing to be laid amongst their wheat
They died for our freedom, their lives their sacrifice
For a war they did not want, against an enemy they did not despise
We will have eternal gratitude for every fallen Englishman
For the men who deserved a life, to live, back where it all began
They did it for their country, to put an end to the mayhem
Day on day, year on year, we will remember them.
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The Artist
By Lucky Nisha Uddin
He stripped her bare.
Under her soft black hair was intelligence,
Through her smokey grey eyes was a lack of independence,
Between her plump pink lips was a reputation.
Her body was his canvas.
He painted on her with ease,
Plum purple splattered on her for being a tease,
Over her lips and covering her eyes.
He revelled in her humiliation.
Black was swirled onto her breasts,
Over her nipples, swiped across her chest,
He kissed, he sucked, the poison printed onto his lips.
He swapped his brush for his fingers.
He stroked her stomach before covering it in green,
It should have been for him and only him to see,
Sharing was not an option for him.
He plunged his hands into the white.
Smothered her caramel legs to make her pure again,
He believed they were desired, devoured and destroyed by many men,
Little did he know, they were tarnished by none.
He stood up and glared, admired his piece
The canvas was incomplete, yet a burst of colours,
It was his favourite, nothing like the others,
There was just one colour missing, to make it complete.
He unbuckled his belt, removed, and felt.
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Forcing himself inside, pushing and thrusting,
She was his queen, he was the king,
The piece was nearly complete.
He was done. He was happy. He looked at his work.
The red trickled down her legs, he smiled, she bled,
He smudged the colour across her thighs; she lay, still dead,
He kissed her slowly and on her legs, he lay.
The piece was complete. The piece was finished. The piece was finally his.

18-25 Category

165

Wicked Young Writer Awards 2019

Emily
By Megan Walden
The cobbled streets of a quiet London were soaked with the memory of rain
that had recently passed. A grey sky threatened its return. The little café sat
on the corner and had become lost among a maze of insignificant streets that
were no different to this one. Inside, it was dimly lit and beads of condensation
soaked the windows from poor insulation. Ernest was at his usual table in the
corner, staring at the battery operated tealight which claimed to be a measly
centrepiece, flickering against a piece of plastic holly.
“Perhaps next year I should stay at home,” he thought to himself, miserably.
He knew that he wouldn’t. The bell above the door rang in confusion as a couple
bustled in from the icy bite of the cold Christmas morning. The old man’s eyes
followed the pair in grumpy curiosity as they made their way to the nearest
table and ordered two festive lunches and a glass of mulled wine each. Ernest
chuckled spitefully, knowing that they’d be disappointed to discover that “festive”
was just a grey turkey sandwich with a dash of cranberry sauce on the side for
good measure. Losing interest, he turned his attention back to the empty seat
opposite him, sipping bitterly at gritty black coffee until their American drawl
caught his attention once more.
“Maybe this was a bad idea. Let’s just go home? You need to let go of this silly
dream now, we should be with our families.”
“What are you talking about? You are my family. Look around Emily, we made
it.” He was smiling, a strong hand stretched over the tealight and rested gently
at the side of her face so she couldn’t look away. The battery in their centrepiece
was dead. She began to cry.
“Hey, we’re going to be alright Em, I promise.”
Ernest looked down uncomfortably at his wrinkled, arthritic hands. Not many
cafés open on Christmas day. Finishing his drink, he reached into his pocket and
took out his wallet to pay the bill. He handed the waitress a twenty pound note.
“This is for the young couple over there.” She looked down at him, confused.
“Sir, you’re the only customer we’ve had today.” She gave him the note. “Merry
Christmas.” Ernest stared over at the empty table.
“You’re lying,” he sneered, anger flushing through him. “Don’t patronise me,
they were here. I saw them!” Tears burned at his eyes in clotted confusion and
his voice dropped to a whisper.
“He’s making a mistake, he’s going to lose her. I need to tell him before it’s too
late.”
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“Sir, I think you should leave.”
The pocket of Ernest’s winter coat was home to a few spare coins that jingled as
he made his way home. After wrestling with the lock, Ernest stepped tentatively
into a small hallway and over a pile of letters on the floor. By the microwave
sat a Christmas dinner that had come from the local supermarket and would
be heated through later on. Ernest neglected any thought of the last meal he’d
eaten that hadn’t been microwaved in under ten minutes. Instead, he made his
way over to the old armchair waiting patiently for him in the living room, without
stopping to take off his coat and shoes. The leather was worn and, as he slowly
sat down, an unpromising creak escaped from the foundations that were as
unsteady as his own. He was thinking of the couple in the café and how he’d
known them somehow. He thought about the life he’d led and how he was once
a matchstick, a light shining brighter than the rest. He burned faster, too.
A collection of unsold paintings sat in the corner of the room, wrapped
carefully in plastic sheets. Each canvas told the stories that Ernest couldn’t;
there was success and heartache, there was arrogance and failure. There was
the story of his life within that pile of artwork, which spoke the words he was
too ashamed to say. Ernest looked from the prominent bones that stuck smugly
against his skin in faulty alignment to the photo on the coffee table next to him.
It was of the girl from the coffee shop earlier that day, only she was much older
in this photo with grey hair and a sad smile. He tried not to remember a time
before the battery-operated light in her eyes went out.
“Merry Christmas Emily.” He whispered, closing his eyes. “I’m sorry I let you
down.”
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Goodbyes Are Always Hard
By Nicoletta Ferdenzi
The Ferris wheel suddenly stops, the metal creaking loudly as it does so.
She moves her head from where it’s laying on my shoulder to talk into my ear.
“Sammy, the ride’s stopped. It’s time for me to get off.” But I hold her still. I can’t
let this end. Is this a dream? Some sort of hallucination? Maybe I’ve even died?
I mean, this l Ferris wheel got demolished about three years ago, so this can’t
be real.
But I don’t care. If it means she stays here with me, then I don’t care what this
is. Because this is my last chance to be with her. And I wouldn’t give the world
up for this.
She moves her thin arms to pry me off her. “Sammy. Please don’t be like this.
I need you to be strong to take care of everyone. I know what my mother is
like, but she needs someone to make sure she isn’t lonely.” She starts to run
her fingers through my hair. It feels so nice. “And then there’s Thom. You know
how much of a hothead he is, just like me. Make sure he doesn’t hurt anyone.
Of course, he’s always going to be my sweet baby, but he has to learn how to
restrain himself. People could get hurt if not.” She starts to rock herself side to
side, and I copy her movements. It almost seems like we’re dancing. “But most
of all, get Susie to open up to others. I’ve always managed to stop her from
distancing herself from everyone, but she’s gonna have to be stronger from
now on. I’m really worried she might become a hermit. Wha- hey don’t laugh,
this is serious.” She hits me on the shoulder after I start chuckling at the image
of my daughter living underneath her bed.
I hug her tighter to reassure her. “I know, I know. I just don’t know how you
expect me to imagine living in that house without you.” I can feel my eyes
burning. “And once you leave this carriage I’ll wake up back in the hospital, still
holding your hand. But you won’t be there anymore, right?” I lean back and look
her in the eyes. Her big brown eyes look so sad. She truly can’t lie to me, can
she?
For a few moments, we’re both unsure of what to do. But then she looks down
and I can see the white flower she has tied into her ponytail. That’s what she put
in her hair for our first date. Mostly because her mother thought it would make
her look ‘perfect’.
And though it’s been twenty years since then, she’s still not perfect to me.
Her left eye is slightly higher than her right one. She’s always got dirt under her
nails. She snores like she has asthma. And don’t even get me started on how
infuriating she can get when she wins at cards. She is definitely not perfect. At
168

18-25 Category

all…. Because she is so much more than that. She has a heart, body, mind and
soul that I can never describe…. So perfect is the only word that remotely comes
close to what I want to tell her.
But if….If I find that word that shows just how truly amazing she is to me….Will
she stay? Will she stay with me and we can go back home?.... Is there….any way
that she can….can just stay here with me.
I start leaning towards her, for one last kiss, when a white light startles me
from doing that. It replaces the exit door on our right and looks similar to that
of a doorway to heaven. Perhaps it is.
I look at her. The unshed tears in her eyes say everything I need to know. She
doesn’t want to leave either, but she has to. Neither of us has a choice.
But I understand. So I let go of her. And she smiles at me one last time before
turning to the light.
I love you. That’s what her smile was trying to say. And that’s enough for me.
I’ll be okay. Not now, but one day. One day I’ll be okay with her being gone. I
know it.
Walking through the blinding light, she disappears among the radiance. A
flurry of wind comes from the doorway, and something flutters into the room
as she leaves. White Petals. I catch one...And I kiss them….Her...One last time.
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Burying Dreams
By Ravena Guron
In the middle of the English countryside there is a graveyard. People travel
from all over to bury their dreams.
I stand by an empty grave, my dead dream in a burlap sack slung over my
shoulder. I have never had cause to bury a dream before: I’ve lived a relatively
sheltered seventeen years. My dreams have mostly come true. I wanted to pass
my exams with straight As. I wanted Leopold Reynolds to take me out on a date.
Previous dead dreams of mine weren’t meaningful enough to me to make the
journey worth it – things like getting to work at the café near my house which
pays 50p more than minimum wage. I squeezed those broken dreams into
matchboxes and buried them in the garden. Moving on was easy.
The spot I chose to bury this particular dream is at the top of a hill which
overlooks fields which roll for miles, a patchwork quilt of yellows and greens.
A soft breeze ruffles my hair and the air is heady with the perfume of flowers
which grow between the weathered gravestones. The sky is a periwinkle blue
and somewhere nearby a bee is buzzing.
This dream was worth the journey.
Maybe sometime in the future I’ll be able to return to this spot and be
comforted by this glorious summer day and remember what hope this dream
gave me, back in the days when I walked the halls of my run down high school
where the plaster on the walls cracked and the computers never worked and
all the rooms were too cold in winter because the heating always failed. Where
the corridors always smelled faintly of bleach and students shuffled around in
small huddles and teachers hurried to classrooms stinking of stale cigarettes
and despair.
It is time.
I pull the sack open and tip my dream into the grave. It is an odd moment,
seeing the dream tumble away from me. It manifests as me in the future,
wearing a black university gown and cap, clutching a degree emblazoned with
the university I’ve wanted to go since I was five-years-old in one hand and an
acceptance letter to my chosen profession in the other. This dream me has a
content smile because everything has worked out for her the way she always
wanted. She did what everyone expected her to do: go to the top university in
the country and get a top job which pays lots of money, enough for her buy a
house with more bathrooms than bedrooms, a house so big someone cooking
in the kitchen must text instead of just yelling for everyone to come down to
dinner.
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She is a success.
I throw a handful of dirt into the grave and allow myself one final moment of
mourning, allow myself to relive the moment the rejection letter, a single sheet
of A4 paper, arrived in the post. My mother’s mascara made it look like she was
crying black tears. In between sobs she said that I could reapply next year, and
I felt only emptiness that things had not worked out the way I wanted them to.
It took a few days before I was able to turn to my now decaying dream and say
it was okay, it could die.
And then the moment passes, and I pick up the shovel lying beside the grave
and begin to toss clumps of dirt in. It is slow work and sweat drips down my face.
My back begins to ache, but I keep pressing onwards until finally it is done. The
dream is buried.
The time has come to move on, once and for all.
I pick up the sack and begin to wind my way down the hill. As I go a small
spring enters my step. It’s hard to acknowledge that a dream is never going to
come true, especially one that let me lean on it whenever things got too much.
One that held my hand whenever I felt alone.
But then the grip got too tight. The expectations became too much.
Beside me, in a shimmering haze of technicolour, a new dream begins to
manifest. It is a miniature version of me clutching a degree, the logo of the
university not visible. This dream me is happy. Things worked out for her even
when she thought they wouldn’t.
The dream reaches out, but this time I won’t hold hands. I won’t lean on
anything. I am strong enough to walk alone.
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Precious
By Sophie Poulter
No-one knows how it started or why. People just started producing pearls
from their eyes in the place of tears. It affected everyone. Ordinary people. Rich,
poor, old, young, healthy, sickly. It didn’t matter. How did it begin? With scenes
playing out across the land in all their tragedy.
The pearls clicked against the glass, long ropes dangling down alongside the
curtains. It’s the only movement in the room. A young woman stands next to the
glass, face crumpled and empty. A letter hangs limply from a pale hand, writing
spidery and scrawled on the page. The pearls continue clicking, as if mocking
the pain. Behind her, a hand lies palm up, blood pooling all around it. One look
at the body was enough. Mist forms on the glass, shaky and uneven as she
exhales faster and faster. She barely inhales at all. Every breath just makes the
clicking increase-pearls everywhere. Drowning in sorrow.
He flicks the snow away from the flowers in delicate motions, as if he were a
cat shaking his paw. The writing has been cleared already but it’s quickly getting
smothered in masses of flakes. He is as stony as the grave marker in front of
him. Lips, pale and thin, muscles taut, eyes shadowed. A rope of pearls dangle
from his hand, moving gently with the wind. His eyes are screwed up tight,
wrinkles spidering out like cracks in a glass. His skin papery thin. Trembles wrack
his body, shaking in response to the howl of the wind. Behind him, a string of
pearls clink as they hang from the branch.
Branches twist and twine, practically at one with the darkness around them.
At first glance the area appears desolate. Empty. Malicious. Something hangs in
the air-watchful. Then a flash of dark grey pierces the darkness. A bride, harsh in
her realistic nature, carved from stone. The grey is only broken by a single pearl,
hanging underneath her right eye. There is no attachment to be seen. Just the
staring eyes and the single white drop. Further on, deeper into the forest, past
the gnarled oak tree, there’s another flash of grey. This time it’s brighter, almost
white. A warrior kneels, sword plunged into the earth, head bowed. There’s not
just one drop hanging from his eye. There are many, linked together, almost
veiling his face in pearls. Mere steps away from his sword Is a crude cross made
of sticks tied together. A carved wood wolf is placed to the side of the cross, like
a faithful pet.
Of course the very rich wear their pearls set in silver, or else rose gold,
proclaiming their sorrow for all the world to see. Women would return
from honeymoons with pearls fashioned into a brooch or a new necklace, a
cold comfort to match their empty bed. Young men suffering the arrows of
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unrequited love would gaudily decorate their clothes with pearls to symbolise
their great sorrowful feelings. Like peacocks strutting around. Rarely would a
pearl be glimpsed around the neck of a servant, dangling from a long chain
delicately tucked into a bodice. Hidden away like the promises of love and
marriage. Hidden away like their growing belly. Grizzled veterans hid their pearls
away, drawers stuffed full of them along with medals and draft notices. You
just turned your face away from the ropes spilling onto the floor and politely
pretended you hadn’t seen them.
Sometimes there would be children fleeing through the street. Handprints
marked their arms and bruises spread all over their legs. One could sit and
watch the parents follow their children, hands with red knuckles clutching
precious pearls ready to sell. A day or two passes and then the parents will once
again walk those streets with their wares. It’s profitable to have children who cry.
And after all, why wait for natural tears? So many mouths to feed.
Then there are the ones who sit hollow-eyed by the side of the road with
gaunt faces and sunken eyes. Their tears stopped long ago and the wealth with
it. Now they can only sit and long for such sweet sadness as to make them cry a
flood of pearls. Such a simple thing that would give them a chance to live again
yet constantly out of their reach.
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The House at the Edge of the Cliff
By Sophie Wilding
Why did it have to be raining? The once peaceful dirt paths cutting through
the green had turned into squelching mounds. She felt claustrophobic here, in
the middle of nowhere. The rain crashed around her. Why did movies think this
was romantic? Here she was, a damsel in distress, against the odds, fighting for
her life. At least in Hollywood, they get paid to traipse around in the rain.
If you can hear me, call 999.
Why had they moved here? No wifi, barely a signal to make a call. The
paramedics couldn’t hear her. She didn’t know the address. She lived in the
house at the edge of the cliff. There’s only one road, turn left at the corner shop
in the village. That was her destination now. The closer they are, the easier it
will be. Where was she? She thumbed at the torch in her palm. Her father had
always cursed the thing for playing up when he needed it. She cursed it too. She
slammed it against her leg a few times, trying to jolt it back to life. Nothing. She
let it fall into the earth, forgotten. Freya continued into the night, determined.
She needed them to hear her.
Her pyjamas were ruined. So was her mother’s new carpet. She was going to be
in so much trouble when her parents got home. As she ventured onwards, she
saw a flash of light ahead. Was that a car? She started forward, falling and sliding
on her knees. Now she had really ruined her pyjamas. Another flash of light. This
time, it turned onto her road. For a moment, she knelt there in the rain. The
headlights were getting closer. Freya cried out to them. The shopkeeper had
heard her! Squinting in the darkness, dazzled by the headlights, she recognised
her father’s car. Uh-oh. She was so grounded. She tried to get his attention, but
he couldn’t see her.
“Dad!” Oh. They couldn’t see her. She tried heaving herself out of the mud.
She wasn’t going to make it. Stunned by the lights, she braced herself for an
impact that didn’t come. Like the rain itself, she burst, flowing through the car.
Time slowed impossibly. For a moment, Freya was between her parents. Her
mother was crying. Her father was calm.
I’m fine, Mum.
“The ambulance is just behind us, love. She’ll be ok. I can feel it,” her father
said reassuringly.
Freya turned to look behind and cascaded through the large vehicle. She still
wasn’t used to this. In the distance, Freya noticed the shopkeeper was stood
outside the door, pointing to where her body lay upstairs. Freya scanned the
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footprints buried in the mud. She was being paranoid. Just go in the house. Guilt
crept over her skin, cold as the waves crashing on the rock face below. Reaching
the house, shadows splashed on the upstairs landing. Noises, words, worry. She
could explain unless she didn’t have to. Freya made her way inside. Her mother
was still panicking, but she always was harder to reach than her father. Freya
concentrated on him for a moment. He smiled, as expected.
I promise I’m fine.
“She’ll be fine, love.”
As the paramedics took her body to the ambulance, Freya trailed behind,
smiling. She looked towards the shopkeeper. This was a risk, but her time was
running out. She owed them her life. Thank-you.
Her mother will say she had a ‘feeling’ and decided to come home early. Her
father, however, knew better. That’s why they moved here, to the middle of
nowhere, where no-one will find Freya.
Most adults don’t like things they can’t explain. Freya could put thoughts
into people’s heads. When the men started appearing, her father knew they
had to disappear. They were the first strangers Freya tested her gift on. Forget
about us. It had worked for a while. When they found her tonight, she panicked.
Thinking about it exhausted her. Did they have families? Do men like that kiss
somebody goodbye after breakfast? She remembered their faces as she led
them out of the house to the edge of the cliff. She lined them up. They obeyed
silently. She shouldn’t have said it.
Jump
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The Beautiful and Beyond
By Tomi Haffety
This morning started with laughter while brushing our teeth, staring in the
mirror and glancing at each other with widened smiles. It was amazing how it all
still felt new, like we had only just met.
It was the new year, but it had started with friends dancing around our new
apartment to music that had deafened me. When everyone had left, we fell
into an entwined slumber almost straight away, and here we are now. Laughing
between lethargic toothbrush movements in the bathroom until our cheeks
hurt.
Everything is silent apart from us. Our tiny new home which is, much to my
exhausted annoyance, still full of cardboard and precious bubble wrapped
possessions. We will grow old here, I think to myself, this is the beginning of
our life. The ease we feel with each other is so palpable that it’s almost another
person in the relationship. There has never been any doubt in my mind that you
are not absolutely perfect for me, so this is simply the next step in a sequence of
many future decisions that we will make together. After showering and changing
into new clothes we begin to groggily sort through our things. Fortunately, I have
always lived light and so it takes me a fraction of the time that you stand looking
into boxes at belongings you seldom use but insisted on bringing. Everything is
calm as I stand in the doorway to our new bedroom, everything is so clean and
fresh and the day is crisp and waiting.
‘Have you unpacked yet?’ You look up, dazed and guilty.
‘Hey. I put my shoes away, and sorted my records. I don’t work as fast as you,
you’re the most organised anyone could be.’
You say it with mockery but if I wasn’t the organised one, we would never get
anything done.
‘How about some food? It’s just past lunchtime... my lunchtime.’ What is your
funny habit of eating lunch so in the late afternoon that it’s almost evening? I
don’t think I will ever become used to it. But we work around it, work with it, like
everything else between us it has become a compromise and an ease, however
curious.
We cross the few metres from bedroom to kitchen and you sit down at the
makeshift table, your tired eyes are far away. I busy myself preparing some food
from the bag of groceries my parents gave us, to keep us fed until we’re settled
in. I watch you in the cupboard reflection for a moment and begin to smile
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with the rhythm of the pouring sun and staccato tap of your fingers against the
wooden table.
You have hardly changed since the first night we met and fell in love. In a
word you are beautiful, but even then, you are so much more than a description
exclusive to words themselves. When everything about a person is beautiful
can that still act as an adequate adjective? We have spent countless moments
together in all moods and seasons and still, I look at you in awe and adoration.
For a long time, I was smitten, and then believed that it was all too good to
be true, but after years together my sustained confusion at our seemingly
perfect compatibility gave away to trust and a new found understanding of
wholesomeness.
Our whole relationship seemed to have been founded on comfort, from the
very first night we spent together overlooking the city we grew up in. Three red
lights igniting the sky so bright and visible from miles away.
‘Where do you think they come from?’ I had asked, teeth chattering in the
Halloween night. ‘I don’t know, but they look so nice. Hey, you’re shivering, take
my jacket.’
I laughed as you wrapped your denim jacket around me, put it on top of my
own denim jacket and we shared the amusing acknowledgement of a denimon-denim look. The party we had left behind seemed light years away; no one
knew where we were, but we weren’t thinking about anyone else. A few minutes
before, you had leant your head on my shoulder and called me beautiful, and
I was swimming in infatuation although I knew those words had slipped out of
your drunken mind.
That night was the start of everything, and now we sit at the table engrossed
in conversation and laughter. Somehow, we landed this serendipitous fortune
together, and we are floating peacefully, beautifully, along it.
18-25 Category
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Home
By Victoria MacLeod
I was never a violent person. I had never raised my fists in my life but when I
saw the way he had hit Sam, I lost it. It was self-defence, that’s what we argued
but it was hard to argue that when the other person was dead. If we had been
closer to the grass bank in the beer garden, then maybe nothing would have
happened. Instead we were too close to the pavement. I tried to block the
events out for months, but
I could never block out the dreams. I could never block out the sound his
head made when it cracked against the curb. I tried to give him CPR, I called
the ambulance while his friends left him to die. I knew my efforts were useless.
There was too much blood.
The court didn’t care about the effort I made to save him, they didn’t care that
I had stopped a hate crime. Sam and I didn’t look how he wanted us to look
so he felt that gave him a reason to attack us. Instead, the only thing the court
cared about was the fact that I threw the fatal punch.
“Sam’s here,” Kate said.
“What do you mean?” I asked. I had to stop myself from physically looking
around the kitchen to see if I had missed something.
“I wanted to see whether you still felt the same, whether you were ready.”
Normally I would question her further and push her to explain why she got to
decide when I was ready, but now wasn’t the time for that.
“Where?” I demanded.
“In the front room,” she said softly with a slight nod towards the door.
I nodded once, and the scraping of the chair echoed around the kitchen as I
stood.
Marching with purpose I made my way to the closed living room door and
reached for the handle, but hesitated. My hands were clammy from nerves, so I
rubbed them on my jeans to try and get rid of some of the unwanted moisture.
It had felt like a lifetime since I had last seen Sam. I was nervous that the
changes in my body would be too much and I would open the door to an
empty room and lost dreams. I pushed the door open and my breath caught as
my eyes landed on the first and only love of my life. I tried to drink in the sight
before me and fill in the changes that I had missed with the time I had lost.
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I could make out the faint beginnings of wrinkles around the eyes and the
odd early grey hair. Despite all of that, one thing was certain, Sam was just as
beautiful as the day I left. It broke my heart to think of all that I had missed.
My actions had robbed us both of so much time and it hurt to think that I had
missed out on seeing those changes unfold in front of me.
Sam gazed at me in the same way, tears forming. We quickly ended up in a
tight embrace. Nose to neck, I couldn’t help but breathe in deeply and fall into
the comfort I had been craving for so long. Fall into the feelings I thought I would
never experience again. For the first time since I had come out, I finally felt safe
and like suddenly everything would work out alright.
I knew that I wouldn’t suddenly be fixed just because Sam was still here for me
but that didn’t matter. For once my hopes hadn’t been dashed. Sam was holding
me and so maybe those dreams we made as kids could one day be fulfilled as
adults.
“You’re finally home?” His gravelly voice asked in disbelief before pressing a
kiss to the top of my head.
“I’m finally home.” I nodded with a smile as I looked up into his brown eyes.
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The Passenger
By Zara Lindsay
The station was a mere scorch mark on parched earth. Ash on sunset dust.
Yet still, the train rolled to a stop, as it had done every time before. The man on
the train, the sole passenger aboard, did not even bother to lift his eyes from
the book in hand, having grown long since bored with the endless empty plains
beyond the window. He expected the same occurrence as each station before;
the train would continue in a minute or two, as empty as before, no passengers
lost or gained.
This time, however, he was wrong.
‘Good afternoon, Mr President.’ The click of heels against hard floor caught
his attention before the new passenger spoke, yet he refused to look up before
he heard her. She enjoyed the surprise in his eyes as he met her own. ‘Is this
seat taken?’
He had no time to stutter an answer from dry lips before she had sat opposite
him, staring with large unblinking amber eyes. The sight unnerved him, and he
glanced out of the window in unease. ‘I thought I’d see you one day, ma’am.’
‘I’ve never been called ma’am before.’ Her smile was both equal parts amused
and sincere. It didn’t quite suit her face, offset by her deep stare. ‘I assume ‘Mr
President’ is still appropriate? Or sir? I’m unsure whether I can address you as
President without a nation to govern.’
His face was stiff when he turned back to her. ‘Mr President suits me. I
still hold the presidency.’ He was met with an arched eyebrow in response,
but his companion’s lips remained unmoving. The train rattled on, passing
immeasurable acres of nothing. The President eventually sighed. ‘How long will
this take you then? I assume you are here for what I expect.’
‘That depends solely on what you expect.’
‘I don’t deal in riddles.’
‘I deal solely in them.’ Her eyes twinkled in jest, yet dulled as she saw the pain
etched into the deep lines on her companion’s face. ‘You spoil the fun. Yes, I am
here to do as you expect.’
‘It’s not my time.’
‘No, it’s far past it.’ She frowned. ‘I have been searching for you for months.
Many more months than I expected. You have had far longer than many others
have.’
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His face had paled as she spoke, white now against the black leather of his
chair. He stared straight ahead, still, eyes unseeing. She cast her own around
the carriage as she waited for a response, taking in the dust that covered the
surfaces of all chairs bar the President’s own, the clock in the corner, hands set,
frozen.
‘Why me?’
Her gaze flicked back to his. ‘Why you?’
‘Of all, why me?’
‘Have you seen the view beyond the window, Mr President?’ She directed
his attention back to the World beyond the carriage. The deep red of the dust
covered lowlands appeared to him to possess the anger of a fresh wound, the
shine of a new bruise. ‘That land was once green, sir, green enough to support
herds and herds of buffalo, green enough for people to live solely from the land.
Of course, you didn’t start the process that destroyed such ways of life. No-one
could think of blaming you for such actions. But you ended it entirely, with the
mere push of a button…’
‘I was not the only person involved.’
‘You were the person with the final say.’
‘I had to respond…’
‘To others? To violence? To those who threatened your country and way of
life? Keep looking out of the window, Mr President, and tell me that your actions
saved your country, protected the millions of souls who trusted in you from
those people who threatened them.’
‘I had no choice.’
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‘Men like you have always said that, and you have always been wrong.’ His
companion stood as the train began to slow, shuddering along tracks barely
used. She cast an object onto the table, sliding to a stop just before the
President’s elbow. ‘Except of course, for today. Goodbye, Mr President.’
He did not utter a farewell as he looked once more into her eyes, but to do
so would be far more than she expected. He watched her turn and leave the
carriage, as his hand moved shakily to the object on the table, metal cold against
his palm, and he raised it slowly to his head.
Death heard the shot as she stepped from the train, and she smiled.
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The Other Version of Me
By Bethany Wilson
Dear the other version of me,
I often wonder if you are better than me. You’re perfectly filtered and know
how to pose naturally at the flash of a camera instead of being an awkward
bundle of body parts that is only happy with their reflection if it’s painted to look
like someone else’s. People like the way you dress, they retweet the jokes you
make, they swipe right because they fall in love with your smile. Little do they
know that that smile only lasted for a fleeting moment to gain your affection and
then it was gone.
You care so much about numbers. Are 50 likes on that Instagram photo
enough? Are one million? Or will you have to take it down and repost it on
Sunday at 5PM in order to get the most attention possible? You are so obsessed
with how many people find your opinions on the latest TV craze interesting:
who do you want to win Strictly Come Dancing? What’s your theory about
Bodyguard? Have you watched every single show on Netflix? You need to be
loved and to you, numbers are like kisses. Each like fills you with ecstatic joy and
as the views rise higher than the clouds and your face is beamed around the
globe in the blink of an eye, you still don’t feel anything. Because you are not real
and neither are those kisses.
You are not human. You don’t know how it feels to cry because you would
never show those tears that hint at the not-so-perfect reality of living. You
don’t understand the vulnerability of loneliness because, for you, there is
always another version of someone else waiting to talk to you or to give you
the love that they expect you to hand back to them with a double tap or a
subscribe. I scroll through your life and although I have lived every moment that
is encaptured, it does not feel like looking through a scrapbook of memories.
It feels like watching someone steal my identity but you somehow manage to
only take the good parts of me. You are not burdened with my anxieties or
my pressure to be beautiful because you are the pinnacle of idealized beauty
standards. You are like the Barbie dolls I used to play with as a child, with a
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perfectly proportioned figure and the ability to be whomever you want to be.
You are perfect. But you are not human.
I sometimes imagine that I am you. That the real me is somehow the same
person that appears on the screen. At first it’s comforting, to realise that people
out there love some version of me, that they find my overuse of emojis endearing
and my love of song lyrics as captions cute. But then it hits me. If I let you control
my perception of myself, then I let you control how everyone else sees me.
I allow this flawless persona to creep into reality. I end up comparing myself
to me and constantly trying to match up to my own standards of perfection,
because if I know I can look that way, if I have proof in the numbers you adore,
that people like me, then that is what I strive for.
I am not a version of you, even though you are a version of me.
I have learnt how to break through your filters. As I press upload on that latest
selfie of yours, I do not have on fleek eyebrows or a colour coordinated outfit
that highlights each and every curve. I am sat, curled up in my bed wearing my
pyjamas and a washed out hoodie and binging on a tube of Pringles. This is
reality.
Thank you. Not for making me appear prettier, not for making me funny or
for the way you make me fit into this crazy world, but for making me realise that
I don’t have to be defined by you. I created you but you are not all I have. I can
laugh without you sharing what I found so funny. I can break down and open
up and cry. I can be human. But I can also keep you, albeit locked away in an
online void where life is built upon notions of perfection. I have you in control
now. You are no longer an unhealthy obsession that I rely on to survive. You are
my friend.
Yours sincerely, the real version of me.
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Much More Than a Building
By Hannah Hodgson
My name is Hannah, I’m twenty years old and I use a hospice. If you’re anything
like I used to be, you will have read the word ‘hospice” and thought of a gloomy,
drab, ward set up – but in fact a modern hospice is anything but. I am not days
from death, and I also don’t have cancer. In fact, over 50% of hospice users go
home at the end of their stay.
When my doctor mentioned he was referring me to a hospice, I remember
sobbing so heavily in the car park that I couldn’t catch my breath. Days later,
mum and I arrived outside Cumbria’s only children’s hospice. My imagination
had gone into overdrive and I was expecting to see extremely ill children and
distraught families. However, I was stunned when we actually got inside. There
was a young girl happily running around playing, another doing a jigsaw in
the corner, and a young woman in her twenties creating jewellery. All hospice
patients, nothing like any of my preconceived ideas. The building itself was
bright and spacious – with beautiful stained-glass windows, a family style living
room and discreet medical features.
The majority of clients have medically complex and life limiting conditions, and
in my experience, there are a lot less cancer patients than you would expect.
People still die in hospices today, but medical advancements mean survival
rates for many conditions have risen significantly. Due to this fact, hospices
have had to change in purpose. Most hospice inpatients use respite services for
many years before eventual decline. Respite breaks offer the carer a rest, while
the hospice takes on both the medical and social burden of caring.
The question I get asked most frequently is “what do you do in a hospice?” –
with most people expecting me to reply that I just stay quiet. Activities I have
done while in hospice include baking, crafting, going out shopping, and enjoying
a night out. While another person’s experience may be that they get a takeaway
delivered, play on games consoles and enjoy a beer or two. That’s the thing
with hospice – it evolves depending on the persons age, interests and medical
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needs – allowing both service user and carer to have a meaningful and happy
time away from each other.
Hospice staff have been horrified by some of my experiences as a hospital
patient, which have left me with PTSD. They have gone over and above to give
me a positive medical establishment experience. Hospice has helped me to
overcome many of my anxieties about going in to hospital again, because of
its personalised care and time rich setting (an NHS ward has one nurse to 16
patients, whereas hospice has one to one nursing). It is this model of combined
physical and emotional support that makes hospice such an important place
when you have a life limiting condition; because inevitably, I will need to be
admitted to hospital again in the near future and am now equipped to do so.
The essence of hospice, if you strip it right back, is that Doctors, Nurses and
volunteers share their humanity with patients. They want to hear about the
burden illness puts on families – when the rest of society shy away. Hospice
workers are content in the fact that they cannot cure their patients; but they
have offered me the space and support to rediscover myself amongst my
medical conditions.
A life limiting illness is an illness which is progressive and will cut life expectancy
short. This is why I was referred to hospice. I’m not ‘actively dying’ but making the
most of my shortened life. At a time when friends have stopped knocking on our
door for fear of ‘bothering us’, the warmth of the hospice is so welcome. Every
day people stare or whisper about me as though I cannot see or hear them.
Illness has made me alienated in society – and this is a unifying experience of
patients in hospice. We are all different, all on this earth for differing amounts of
time, and until we came through those hospice doors, many of our experiences
were that of being ‘other’.
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Maybe it’s not such a drag…
By Alannah Marsden
I am a massive fan of drag. It started when I first watched a little show named
RuPaul’s Drag Race in 2017. I fell in love with this amazing thing, and I’ve never
looked back since. The drag queen culture is constantly growing around the
world, yet it is still largely frowned upon and not accepted by many members of
society. So I’m here to tell you exactly why drag is so special to me and so many
others.
A lot of people think being a drag queen is easy; that it requires little talent,
and is essentially just dressing up. In fact, being a drag queen is arguably
one of the hardest jobs to have! For a start, many queens design, create and
sew their own costumes, many of which are extremely well thought out and
conceptualised. Once they have made these costumes, most working queens
will have to call venue after venue, attempting to find somewhere to perform in
front of an audience. Then comes the hardest part, which is putting their show
together! Lip syncs, stand-up comedy routines, dancing, singing, all of their
talents are carefully taken into consideration and formed into one phenomenal
show. And once the show ends? They’ll do it all again! Some once a month, some
once a week, some every single day! I know I’d never have the determination
or skill to do this continuously, which is one of the reasons I have the utmost
respect for these amazing people.
Another admirable thing about drag queens is how they use their platforms
in truly fantastic ways. Many of the queens that are in the public eye will use
their public status to spread positive, inspirational messages. Sasha Velour,
who won season 9 of RuPaul’s Drag Race, is a bald queen who doesn’t wear a
wig. She was inspired to make this her signature style by her late mother, who
shaved all her hair off after her cancer diagnosis. Sasha wants everyone to see
the beauty and glamour of being bald just as she did, which is such a magical
thing. Two other queens from Drag Race, named Ongina and Trinity K Bonet,
both openly spoke about how they are living with HIV on the show. Trinity said
she wanted to come on the show to be a voice for people living with HIV who
are scared to speak out about it. Desmond is Amazing is a drag queen who is
just ten years of age! Desmond is wanting to open a drag club just for kids which
will allow them to express themselves in a positive, encouraging and safe space.
These queens, and others, are making such a positive impact on the world and
it’s incredible to see.
Possibly the most prominent reason that I love drag queens is how they
keep being their amazing, fabulous selves even when they face discrimination
and constant hate from people who don’t agree with what they do and how
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they live their lives. Dusty Ray Bottoms, a queen who competed in Season 10
of RuPaul’s Drag Race, spoke openly on the show about how she had to go
through conversion therapy and even had to get exorcised after coming as gay.
Dusty’s parents didn’t agree with her being part of the LGBTQ+ community,
so she made the choice to leave. She continued to talk about how she is now
living happily with her fiancé and didn’t let the persecution stop her from living
a contented, amazing life. In fact, a lot of drag queens will face rejection from
within their families because of how they live their lives, which is heart-breaking
to think about. And even the ones lucky enough to have a completely accepting
family will receive hate comments online and even be abused on the streets by
close-minded people.
So my question is, what right do we have to tell someone else that the way
they are living their life is wrong? Imagine being able to do your dream job, only
to have to deal with hate and resentment from your family or even complete
strangers. Of course you wouldn’t like it, who would? Since I became fascinated
with the drag world, my life has changed for the better. I’ve become a more
confident person thanks to the motivation from these amazing, inspirational
people who don’t let anyone or anything stop them. Drag has a special place in
my heart, and I hope after reading this it may have one in yours too!
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There is no Planet B
By Alice Kemp
At first, I ignored the Facebook notification that appeared on my phone.
One of my friends had invited me to a public event called Cambridge
YouthStrike4Climate Global Strike on the 15th March. Eventually, my curiosity
got the better of me; I had heard about the national youth strike in February on
the news, in which students skipped school to protest against climate change. I
flicked through the details of the event, struck most by the image at the top of
the page of students waving handmade placards: “CLIMATE IS CHANGING, WHY
AREN’T WE?”
I am not unaware of anthropogenic climate change being the greatest threat
to our planet. Global temperatures are rising as a result of the increase in
atmospheric greenhouse gases, which is being instigated by human activities,
such as fossil fuel combustion and deforestation. The negative impacts of climate
change – including an increase in extreme weather events, rising sea levels, and
food insecurity, to name a few – are already being seen in some countries, and
those who are not yet facing these issues are predicted to experience them in
the future.
As an A-Level Geographer, I am studying climate change and the plausibility
of recent and future international responses to it. I have obviously heard
about climate change before, but studying this topic has greatly improved
my awareness and made me feel more strongly about acting to counter how
human activity is unnaturally altering the climate.
There are many aspects to climate change as well as learning about its longterm impacts. In the geological past, I have discovered that there were ‘hothouse’
conditions during the Jurassic era, with temperatures being 3°C higher and the
concentration of atmospheric carbon dioxide five times above the levels today.
I have also studied the views of sceptics, including those who disregard climate
change entirely, those who believe its effects are not harmful, and those who
believe that the benefits of a warmer climate are opportunistic. Yet, I have been
made aware of the dangers. As a low-lying country dominated by the Ganges
Delta, Bangladesh is facing extreme flooding and inundation due to sea level
rise, and Australia faces a 5°C temperature rise by the end of the century, with
97% of the infamous Great Barrier Reef threatened by coral bleaching as a result
of ocean acidification. The numbers are endless, and prove that countries of all
levels of economic development are being affected. However not all of my case
studies involve such dire consequences; I have learnt about how Denmark is
aiming to run on 100% renewable energy by 2050, and whose GDP has already
spiked by converting from an oil-based economy.
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I could talk about climate change for days, naming the facts, emphasising that
the dangers outweigh the positives, and expressing that although measures are
certainly being taken to divert away from fossil fuels and mitigate emissions, not
enough action is being done. It appears that many students, not just in the UK
but across the world, seem to agree.
Having revisited the Schools 4 Climate Action campaign page, I am now
considering attending. Following the youth strike in February, many politicians
took to social media to emphasise that students missing school for the sake
of a climate change protest was irresponsible and thoughtless, because
education is far more important. But, given that I am studying climate change,
it is my education that has sparked my interest in a youth strike to convince
the government to declare a “climate emergency”. I am shocked by how little
people appear to know and have not been made aware of the seriousness of
the situation, and what climate change has in store for many countries.
These students across the world are taking a stand for what they believe in.
They declare that we should “be part of the solution, not the pollution”, “we can’t
drink oil, we can’t breathe money”, and that “there is no Planet B”. I think it is
important that they are listened to and should be given the freedom to become
involved in environmental decisions. It is unfair to adopt a fatalistic attitude of
“why bother mitigating when we won’t be here”, because in the future, I will be.
I believe that we should not prioritise climate change entirely over education,
but the YouthStrike4Climate Global Strike movement will not slow down and will
not go unnoticed. As another sign declared on the Facebook event, “we can’t go
to school if it’s underwater”.
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Blackcurrant Juice
By Amber O’Connor
It was a couple of weeks into the new term when the head of sixth form
shepherded us into the school’s old barn-turned-assembly hall. It had been
a warm September, and despite our joy that we’d recently got the grades we
needed to get into the school, nobody quite wanted to accept that summer was
over – that it was time to start work. To make matters worse, our teacher had
come to explain the mysterious ‘activities’ sessions that had been scheduled
into our newly-printed timetables. The last hour of every Wednesday, from
now until the end of the school year, would be set aside for ‘activities’ – and
the activity could be any of our choosing, so long as a teacher approved it. We
were all considerably confused until our friends in the year above explained
that most people used the time for volunteering or joining a sports club. I have
a long history of being horrible at sports and so quickly decided this would not
be the path for me.
After a couple of indecisive weeks, I decided to apply to help at the charity
café at my local hospital. Fortunately, there was an open slot during Wednesday
afternoons and Vera, the woman I spoke to on the phone, invited me in for
a chat. Vera turned out to be a lovely but quite intimidating elderly woman.
The only part of the interview I remember is being asked “Are you any good at
maths?” Then, when I proudly reassured her that I’d recently achieved an A in
GCSE Mathematics, she repeated her question, telling me that she prioritised
ability over whatever a piece of paper had to say.
It turned out that her question was a very important one because the café’s
prehistoric till had stopped performing most of its functions. In truth it was
a glorified money-holder, one that could no longer perform any calculations.
Working there I discovered my tendency to forget how to do mental arithmetic
under pressure. Yet, despite the embarrassing mistakes I made frequently
when trying to calculate a customer’s change, my volunteering made me feel as
if I was truly a grown-up. In my mind, I was convinced that I was now an adult. I
explained away my mistakes by blaming it on the store’s price system (which I
still believe is somewhat odd), which involved many products worth £1.09, 56p,
£2.04, or some other awkward figure.
By the end of the year I’d come to know the store like the back of my hand,
I recognised the regulars, had seen how the donations we raised were used,
and had shared many friendly conversations with my co-worker Janet (who I
could never quite convince that B grades were good results, even if it wasn’t
quite an A). Moreover, my sense of my own adultness had grown. I developed a
routine: when our small café closed, I would take off my work tabard but leave
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my hospital ID lanyard firmly around my neck and go to sit in the larger café
whilst I waited for my mum to pick me up; I always made sure to turn my ID
card around in its holder to hide the volunteer label, fancying that the people
I walked past might think that I was a doctor – and not only a doctor but the
youngest doctor they had ever seen – as if I had miraculously finished medicine
school before my peers. It made me feel important, pretending to be someone
that helped people. I felt that I was not only a grown-up but a good one, as I
would sit sipping the blackcurrant juice I’d just purchased, out of a straw.
At the time I never realised that my actions (the volunteering, not my naïve
but sadly true behaviour), no matter how small they might be judged to be, were
helping other people. There are endless ways that you can do good and being a
doctor is just one of them. We can all find different ways to help each other, and
to be good, and any form of good is a good thing.
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I Am a Woman
By Beth MacLeod
They call me bitter and angry.
They’re right.
I have a rage burning in me
That blazes and grows,
And threatens to engulf my thoughts.
But I cannot change it.
I do not want to.
The blistering fury
Over this world
And the suffering that we face.
If I was a man
They would not call me bitter.
I would be passionate.
I would be strong.
I would have power.
But I am not a man.
I am a woman.
They hurl insults at those of us
Who dare to defy,
Who want more,
Who demand the respect that we deserve.
We are persecuted
For speaking out
Or for staying silent
(We can never do anything right).
We are lesser
For simply being who we are.
But the revolution has started now.
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Time’s up.
We will strike
Until you are bruised
And bleeding
And wrecked beyond repair
(like so many of us).
We will fight
For every woman who
Chokes on the fear
That has wrapped itself around
Her heart.
We tell her: we believe you.
We will fight for you.
We will sit with you as you cry
Your flood of tears,
And dry them
With an immutable determination.
We are women.
We are strong.
We will fight.
And we will change the world.
Together.
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In Search of the Good Girl
By Chian Ying Xuan
There was a time when I believed that the police station was full of screaming
children who refused to do the dishes.
“Be a good girl, or I’ll get the cane out.” (Caning was every Singaporean child’s
greatest fear back in the 90s.)
Melissa’s parents buy her dolls because she’s a good girl.” (Melissa was from
a wealthy family.)
“I don’t need a Mother’s Day card. I only need you to be a good girl.” (I had
spent 3 hours on that card.)
Good. It’s one of those 4-letter words I was banned from writing in essays, like
‘said’ and ‘nice’. It’s powerful, yet vague. The dictionary churns definitions by the
ton. But as a seven-year-old, ‘being good’ was defined simply: Listen to mummy.
A few years on, the twin evils of adolescence and menopause slithered
under the door. My mother and I soon found ourselves wearing the stilettos of
cattiness and constantly tiptoeing on emotional tightropes.
It was no graceful sashay.
At least partly due to the hormonal hurricanes and neural metamorphosis
of puberty, I stopped perceiving “Mummy” as a role model who could never,
in the name of “one tight slap”, be challenged. I became scathingly critical. I
even quietly scorned the way she haggled at the local flea. But I mostly kept my
judgments to myself. Deep down, I couldn’t help feeling that I was conceited
sometimes.
The last straw came when she found a smartphone in a public washroom one
day. Up till then, she had been using a flip phone, which was slowly becoming…
vintage, shall we say. The delights of mobile internet and voice control was but
a passcode lock away, so she was not letting up. After all, “What’s wrong?” she
reasoned, “I’m not stealing.” She then embarked on a complex manoeuvre;
scouring for jail breaking instructions, downloading applications, watching
instructional videos…the works.
I knew deep down that it was wrong to take what’s not ours. And as a wildly
infatuated teenager with stashes of unsent love letters under my bed, I knew
that privacy violation hurts. What if the owner had photos or text messages that
should never see the light of day?
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The entire situation was initially confusing. There I stood, witnessing my very
own mother, who had till then taught me almost everything I had known about
being a good person, doing something I was taught was immoral...’wicked’, even.
My impassioned persuasions were met with the sturgeon face she reserved
for property agents. It didn’t help that she was always that little bit resentful
of the ‘critical thinking’ pedagogies that the education ministry was pushing in
schools at the time, secretly blaming them for making me cocky.
Don’t get me wrong, though. I believe most mothers do want the best for
their children, and everything they do, however annoying and unnecessary, they
do out of love. Driven by maternal love and perhaps to some extent societal
pressures, they galvanize into a frantic impartation of what they believe to be
“good” and too often forget: they are greenhorns themselves. It can be unnerving,
after a fleeting childhood, to undergo the entire grisly affair of childbirth and
have another entirely unique human being thrust into your hands. Suddenly,
you are forced not only to stand on your feet but also to guide that staggering
little thing down the right path.
My mother was, after all, just another human being with fears, insecurities,
and shortcomings. She was once a child; wide-eyed, inexperienced. She is, like
me – like everyone else! – experiencing the world with all its joys and tragedies,
and growing each day.
And I do value parental guidance. For one, my mother’s insistence that I
stay in touch with my roots grounds me. But indeed, our parents don’t know
everything. Their perception of what constitutes goodness is not absolute.
Neither is ours. And that’s perfectly fine. (Besides, she did turn the phone in to
the police in the end.)
With this epiphany I grew. It took me many years, years of learning from
others, years of conflicts and silent observations, to understand that the ‘good
girl’ knows not only to obey, but also to establish her unique moral compass
from life’s hard knocks and celebrations. And yes, our parents, our teachers,
our supervisors at work, our world leaders, are doing just the same. As we
grow older, we should perhaps stop being mere passengers, and start steering
alongside people in our lives through this adventure we call life.
Now, if you will excuse me; I’ll need to do the dishes!
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My Tiny Little Girl
By Claire Joicey
I’m writing this for you, my Girl,
The one who holds my heart.
My Tiny Little Girl I lost,
When you did this life depart.
You will always be my best of gifts,
For, while a moment may be fleeting,
Your love will last a lifetime,
Though we had but one short meeting.
The 19th of November,
We’ll remember it forever.
The day that heaven took you
And we lost you altogether.
Daddy sat there crying,
With Mummy weeping too
When they spoke the words, “Your daughter’s gone,”
And the floor fell right through.
But you see, it doesn’t make us bitter
The fact that you are gone.
It makes us realise just how much
We had,
For we are strong.
Yet, we are never quite as strong as you,
Our Tiny Little Girl.
You, the Girl who taught us
That to love, we must unfurl
Our hearts to a form of love
We’d never known before.
In doing so, we felt that love
Right down in our very core.
They say that when an angel flies
Another one is born.
So when you took your final breathe,
We knew we mustn’t mourn,
For someone else was given life,
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A gift to them, for good.
Because of you, another lived
And with that, we understood.
We can still see you up amongst
All those stars in the sky,
But to say that we don’t miss you,
Well, that would be a lie.
Life by now has moved along
And granted us another.
He thrives each day, our little boy,
Our boy who is your brother.
We’ve told him often of the fact
He had a little sister,
And when he saw the sketch of you,
He smiled and tried to kiss her.
So we still think that you’re perfect,
And every word of that is true.
From your little button nose
And your little fingers too.
Your little brow, wetted by
The tears that we shed.
When we learnt that you weren’t breathing,
And they told us you were dead.
But today, on your birthday,
We’ll remember what we had.
You, our Tiny Little Girl
And us, Your Mum and Dad.
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Send My Friend to School
By Danielle Walsh
Today I found a certificate from 2008 from when my middle school took part
in The Global Campaign for Education’s ‘Send My Friend’ project. This involved
7.5 million people taking part in the World’s Biggest Lesson and sending cards
to the (then) Prime Minister, Gordon Brown – with the aim to ensure that
education was given priority at the G8 summit.
In 2008, it was promised by world leaders that all children worldwide would
have at least a primary education by 2015. However, in 2017 there were still 263
million children missing out on school. Missing out on a basic education. Four
years ago, the Sustainable Development Goals were signed by leaders aiming
for education for all up to the age of 15, by 2030.
Currently stats are showing that it will be 2084 before every child is in school
– in 65 years.
These children, of which the majority are girls, don’t have access to
an education, but they do have the right to it. They have the right to equal
opportunities to succeed, whatever country they were born into. Every year,
Send My Friend run campaigns to call on world leaders to invest in worldwide
education. They aim to raise awareness to children in the UK, to teach them
about the lack of education worldwide, along the way reminding world leaders
through campaigning that all children deserve the chance to attend school.
Recent speculation has increased concerns of the UK withdrawing support
for UNESCO (United Nations Educational, Scientific and Cultural Organisation)
– this would mean not co-operating directly with the organisation who have the
same goals as the UK regarding global education. This is just one international
issue that is being addressed in the Sustainable Development Goals – and it is
an important one.
On a domestic level there are issues in education that need addressing,
regarding finance and resources. There must be a focus to ensure that all
children, domestically and internationally, have access to an equal and quality
education.
I will forever be grateful for the opportunities I have been given and resources
I have access to. I can look around my room and see piles of books that I can
read with ease, to enjoy, and I feel that everyone should have the ability to do
that. I had the chance to continue learning and go to university, to have freedom
and a choice about what I want to do with my life, what I want to do with my
qualifications.
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The fact that you are sat; in your house, waiting for a bus, on a train, able to
read these words is wonderful, but we must not take this for granted. We need
to use our education and opportunities like this one to ensure that every child
worldwide can get their voice heard and go to school. There are great minds out
there that haven’t had the platform and chance to be listened to. These minds
are ones that can make a positive impact on our future.
Education transforms lives and can change the world.
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Fat Is Not A Bad Word
By Ffion-Hâf Davies
I am fat. No, don’t try denying it, I see the rolls every day, it is 100% there.
No, this doesn’t make me any less pretty or amazing, it doesn’t diminish my
achievements, it’s a statement of fact that’s been used as the greatest insult for
so long that it’s now considered a negative. But I’m reclaiming this word, this
adjective that’s become a part of my personality. Fat is not a bad word.
Have you ever seen a fat Disney princess? A fat TV character that isn’t a
comedy character who literally just eats every single episode? Nope? Me
neither, so it’s no wonder that children as young as five have started to worry
about their weight. A couple of excess pounds or stones or kilograms doesn’t
make you any less deserving of love, but when success is measured in a lack of
fat that’s kind of hard to believe. Leaps and bounds have been made to reduce
misogyny, homophobia and racism but when are we going to tackle bodyshaming? Anyone who speaks out is just “promoting obesity” so are written
off as someone who’s ready to add even more strain on the NHS whilst the
problem remains unchanged.
It’s not the nicest feeling in the world for your body to be considered a ‘crisis’.
I, along with every other fat person on earth are dehumanised to selfish, food
orientated monsters who’s only aim in life is to add strain on to the NHS. Yes,
obesity can undoubtedly put strain on the NHS, but body-shaming can cause
low self-esteem which can lead to mental health problems that then adds
pressure to the already strained mental health services which is even worse. No
one’s here to say put on some weight but it’s about embracing who you are and
reclaiming the word we’ve feared for so long.
I first started to notice my weight when I was about ten, whilst I wasn’t fatshamed I did hear the bombardment of “shame they’re fat” or “if only they lost
a few pounds they’d be so pretty” in every aspect of life be it on the school yard,
television or out and about. Fat was this horrible thing to avoid at all costs. If
you’re seen as fat? You need to diet. If you’re seen as fat? You’re undesirable.
If you’re seen as fat? You’re less deserving of respect. No one cares about your
feelings, surely, you’re just asking for it if you’re fat? But I didn’t one day decide”
you know what, let’s be fat so the world can pick on me”, it just happened over
time and as the weight mounted so did the pressure from society to lose it.
As a fifteen-year-old fat girl I’m too young to vote, marry and/or have a child
and I haven’t even completed my GCSE’s yet but I’m aware of body-shaming and
the impact it can have. I never used to embrace my body, whenever anybody’d
mention weight, I’d shrivel up inside fearful of the fatphobia that would spew out.
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I hated the word fat and I was insecure about my weight. I’d been conditioned
in school and through the media to believe that my body was appalling, that
I was a burden. I’m not an adult yet I’ve faced a lifetime of shame because of
needless hatred. No one would allow the media or education system to share
demeaning stories about race, sexuality, religion or gender so why should we
allow a demeaning portrayal of weight and size?
It’s now 2019 and the saying ‘don’t judge a book by its cover’ has never been
more relevant. No one should care about how much another person weighs as
it will not impact their life in any way. Someone who’s fat may be the most caring
soul or the smartest person, but this is overshadowed as their weight is what
society defines them on. Fat is just an adjective, a statement of fact. Join me in
reclaiming the word fat. If you’re fat don’t be afraid to tell the world that it’s fine.
Love yourself. Love your weight. Love your rolls or lack thereof. Love the fact
that no one will ever have the same body as you. Let’s tell the world that we’re
not afraid to be fat. Call us fat all you like but fat is not a bad word.
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Cravings
Grace Noakes
God, I crave a doughnut sometimes.
And not just any doughnut—oh no, mister, you can’t pull that one on me.
Don’t bother trying to give me one full of custard, or chocolate—don’t even think
about tossing me one of those universally bog-standard glazed rings. It’s best
not to get me started on a baked one: the evil twin of a doughy angel is fooling
nobody today.
I crave the OG doughnut, the should-be royalty doughnut, the one with
that tan line round its middle punctured with a belly button oozing delights of
the red and gloopy. I want it smothered in sugar, every square inch covered
in something hella sweet. I want a doughnut that transcends the realities of a
baker’s dozen, that becomes something so awe-inspiring it becomes taboo. I
want, ladies and gentlemen, drumroll please… the jam doughnut.
Nothing much.
Okay—you get it. We all know it—my secret is finally out. Hashtag. Exposed.
But have that pantomime gasp at the ready Reader because, well… I like
vegetables as well.
Oh, she’s going to talk about healthy eating, isn’t she? She is, I can feel it. She’s
going to preach that kale is just as much of a treat as doughnuts—that if we wrap
spiralised carrots around our fingers they’re the same as Haribo rings…
But fear not, for I won’t be the person that drags one of our favourite sweet
treats away from its glorious, sugar-cube throne. Yet I feel like we get so caught
up in what to eat, and then what not to eat, that we lose sight of true balance.
Our bodies are machines—I’m sure you’ve heard someone tell you this before.
The only way for them to work properly is to have the right amount of nutrients
and calories and whatnot so as to get those cogs under your skin whirring.
Fruit and veg become the basis—all packed full of vitamins and antioxidants,
they’re Jedi-warriors with miniscule lightsabres that fight off the dark side of
exhaustion. They’re our Obi-Wan for busting the common cold.
Then you’ve got protein, of course. Beans for fibre. Carbs next. Risky territory
here now but… fats, sugars? There’s a dark, heart-disease shaped cloud around
the last two. It looms over our heads whenever we health-conscious mortals
pick up a treat. A chocolate bar or a banana? An apple or a bag of crisps?
Literally; fruit and nut, or fruits, and nuts?
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Why can’t it be all? Why can’t it be everything? Social media presents us with
a frightening double-standard of health fanatics, cheat-days, weight-loss tips
and then calorific midnight-snacks. We’re blasted with the idea that we need to
lose weight and tone up for summer, but also love your body because it’s what’s
inside that counts.
There isn’t a middle-way for nutrition anymore. We’re either encouraged
to drink milkshakes piled high with marshmallows, cake, pretzels and—dear
God—not cream, or plug our noses to chug down some herby-whey-proteinflaxseed smoothie.
We can’t cut out sugar. Someone, somewhere out there would probably
disagree, but we simply can’t. Sugar releases endorphins—it literally creates
happiness. There’s nothing like seeing a face light up when they’re presented
with a huge slice of birthday cake, or an ice-cream sundae piled high. Waffles,
stacked to the ceiling and dripping with autumn-coloured caramel. What about
the humble chocolate-chip cookie—could you really live without another for the
rest of your life?
But we need balance, also—and I don’t mean the unhealthy kind of balance.
Oh, I’m eating out for dinner, so I’ll skip lunch. Missed breakfast so… pig-out brunch?
They’re thoughts we all have—the guilty thoughts, the checks and balances of
our minds that try to keep our stomachs running parallel with our heads.
There isn’t a binary on how to eat properly. I’m not trying to be heartfelt here,
but it’s always going to be up to you.
We need fruit and vegetables. Nutrients and vitamins. Protein. Fibre. Carbs,
fats, sugars. Perhaps the former more abundantly than the latter, but healthy
eating isn’t just about shovelling down salad. It’s eating for your physical health,
your mental health, your social health. Food puts fuel in the machine, it keeps
you going—it should never be the thing that limits you or becomes a hardship.
So, in the hopes that we can be good to ourselves, I salute you— with a sugary
jam doughnut in one hand, and a bouquet of kale in the other.
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Strangers
By Heather Boyle
You know that feeling where your head is full and your heart feels heavy and
the only thing that might help is to let it out in a torrent of tears? I have that
feeling now – sitting here, almost willing myself to cry even though there is a
dryness in my eyes that can’t be denied. It’s probably been building up for a
while (it usually is with me) but it’s been heightened because I had to go and see
some old school friends tonight.
As soon as I knew I was seeing them I started to stress out – I panicked about
what would happen and how I would feel when I was with them. It had been a
long time since I had seen some of them and, honestly, I had been relatively
happy that way. They are not bad people – each one, of course, brings their own
personality and character to the game – but they are not bad people. However, I
think, in general, it has been healthier for me to distance myself from the stress
and melancholy that comes with seeing them (and honestly, I don’t imagine they
miss me all that much either).
As soon as we met I could feel the competitiveness creeping out – to prove
that I am just as smart, popular, pretty, experienced as any one of them. I could
sense the sharpness of my speech – constantly thinking of a witty comment to
prove myself. Because, of course, that is one of the issues – I am not someone
I like around these people. I am an imperfect human who becomes somewhat
aware of these imperfections and turns them into skills or traits to be played up,
to impress with. And that’s not okay.
Some of the evening was fine – some genuinely funny moments at which we
could all laugh, and some tender moments and a general happiness at watching
a friend (a genuine, would-hate-to-lose-you friend) open presents and enjoy
the company of people she loves. But those moments were intertwined with
conversations in which I couldn’t (or wouldn’t?) play a part. Inside jokes or secret
conversations made it difficult to join in – especially when I was all too acutely
aware of how little I really fitted into this little group. We’ve all changed since
school – of course we have, it’s only natural – but maybe I have changed the
least whilst others move on and experience life in different ways. I stayed at
home through university, but I’m not the only one. The others who did, though,
have still had those experiences that I haven’t. They have travelled, gotten
boyfriends, decided what they want to do with their lives. Sometimes, looking at
them, it can feel like I haven’t really moved forward but remained on some sort
of treadmill – running hard to catch up but never really moving.
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I think the hardest thing about seeing these people and putting myself back
in that environment is watching other people get the things I want, but not
necessarily in the way I want them. Sometimes I don’t believe in their methods,
or disagree with their morals, or question their decisions – but maybe these are
the decisions that are getting them the things they have. I’m sure that they are
not all 100% happy 100% of the time, but from an outsider looking in it can sure
seem that way. And, at the end of the day, I’m the one who just called myself an
outsider in a group of people with whom I used to have some of the best times.
I came away from tonight with a dull sadness that comes from missing
something that can never be returned. I miss how we used to be as a group
and as individuals, and I worry that maybe that closeness won’t happen for me
again. I shouldn’t worry about that – I have a very small group of friends who I
truly, dearly love. But sometimes the “very small” part of that sentence worries
me, when everyone else seems to have friends in all corners of the world! And
sometimes I worry that, one day, these girls who I care so much about now will
be strangers to me, just as the girls I once knew as friends have become.
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To My Older Self
By Jessica Boot
To the me in ten years’ time,
Everyone is expecting me to make decisions about what I want to do now. I’m
told I should know what to do, where to go to college, how to study best, what I
want to do when I’m older. Truth is, I don’t know any of it. You do. You’ve already
done it all. Maybe you can offer some words of advice.
In the distant future, you’re 25. You’ve finished college, done university, maybe
even have a job. Scary life things won’t seem so scary any more. So how will I do
it? How will I make it through? I’m not sure how to tackle all of this at once, but
if I can make it to 25, I can make it anywhere. I’m going to do it somehow, but
maybe you can give me a clue as to in which way?
I’m leaving school in a few months. Sixth form college looms, and it’s a scary
thought. You’ve done it all, you’ve been and gone. Right now, it’s a terrifying
prospect to meet new people, but should I be scared? Will I meet nice people,
or will I go back to being the drifter I was in primary school with no real friends?
I hope not. I hope I have solid friendships going. Are you still friends with Kate?
Are you a better judge of people than I used to be?
Right now, the idea of getting a job sounds scary. I want to work in theatre
when I’m older. But I’ve already gone through the doctor, engineer and architect
phases, so maybe this will pass too. I’ve just done the production of ‘Annie’.
Remember that one? I was deputy stage manager, and despite half of the set
falling over, it was amazing. So maybe in ten years, you’re working as a stage
manager or something. Something cool, in a cool place, with cool people.
When I lie awake at night, wondering what my life will be like when I’m older,
here’s what I see. I see a girl who looks a lot like me, only older, who lives in a
tiny, modern apartment in London (this is just aspirational, OK?). She works
backstage in a theatre, and maybe writes plays on the side. I’d like to have a
finished play of my own performed one day. Maybe she plays guitar in a band
the way I can’t now because I don’t know any other musicians. Perhaps she’s
sociable and outgoing, unlike today.
Perhaps I just described your life, or maybe I didn’t. I don’t know. I’m stuck in
2019, whereas you’re off flying into the future. People say I’m lucky, to have a
myriad of options ahead of me – I’m smart, I could do anything. I wonder, ten
years down the line, do you still hate being called “smart”? I’m not, that’s the
thing. I work stupidly hard, my grades are consistent, but there’s nothing special
about that. Sure, it’s a high average but it doesn’t make me “smart”. I hope, in
the future, that those grades are still high, but that you don’t sacrifice yourself
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for it. When you’re tired, you take things too literally. Don’t work yourself into the
ground. Remember the things Mum and Dad said, those nights when you were
too tired to function but still tried to revise.
I hope in the future, you still don’t care what you look like, but that you stop
caring about what others think of you. I hope you stop taking every mistake as
a failure, but start taking every opportunity presented to you. I hope your love
of playing classical piano music doesn’t fade, but that your nerves around new
people do. I hope you still love walking the dogs, spending time with your family,
period dramas and the 2017 Beauty and the Beast film.
I hope you’re happy, future me. I think you will be.
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Loveshack – A True Story About Romance
By Joe Banfield
I arrived in Durham in October 2016. All in one breath I left home and collected
the key and watched a team of four students lug my boxes up a staircase into
the house at the end of the Bailey. That night I made more friends than I could
count in a bar full of sweaty freshers scratching felt tip marks onto each other’s
t-shirts.
A few nights later I was dressed as Peter Parker, standing in a queue outside
a nightclub, Loveshack, with my flatmate’s vintage camera dangling round my
neck. I turned to the girl behind me and introduced myself. She wore rectangular
glasses and had glitter on her face and colour in her hair and she spoke with an
international accent. It turned out we both studied Liberal Arts and our favourite
subject was History. We took each other’s numbers and decided to be friends.
The next morning, when the room stopped spinning, I realised the camera
was missing. I asked for help on our Facebook group. My friend from the night
before sent me a message – Sabrina, her name was.
“Omg I just saw your post on the Cuths page!!”, she wrote. “Have you called
loveshack??”
I had not called Loveshack. This seemed like it would be a good idea. I called
them up and they had the camera right there in lost and found.
“Omg they actually had it!!!”, I typed away excitedly. “You are literally my
favourite person Sabrina thank you so much <3”. Half an hour later, Sabrina
was back in my Facebook inbox: “I actually lost my keys and need to call them
too…wish me luck!”
An hour later we were in Market Square.
“I’m pretty sure it’s this way”, we both said, setting off in opposite directions.
“Let’s try Google”, I added.
Loveshack was just around the corner. They had the keys and camera waiting.
In an instant we were out in the crisp northern air with an empty afternoon
ahead of us. Sabrina was talking about Japan. I
confessed I’d never tasted sushi before, and she was horrified. So we Googled
a place that did Japanese food, and sat there for four hours, chatting. She taught
me how to use chopsticks and made me taste Ulong tea. We talked about
sunsets and tears slid down both our faces. We talked about Brazil and Brexit
and East and West Sussex where I’d grown up and all the places she’d lived like
Lagos and Milan and the Hague. It was seven o’clock and the restaurant was
closing. We walked along the Wear and
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marvelled at how the browning trees hung so calmly over the river in the cool
air that late summer evening. I still have the photo I took.
That night I was round Sabrina’s flat ‘til three in the morning drinking tea and
taking pictures on her polaroid. She let me stay to cuddle. There was something
about our energies that clicked from the minute we met. Within a couple of
weeks, she’d got tired of cooking for herself and was moving into the room
across from mine. We fell into the habit of eating breakfast together, and one
time when we went to the cinema she let me hold her hand.
“Can’t wait to see you again”, I wrote during the Christmas break. “When are
you returning???” Then, nineteen months and three days after the night we first
met, with two years of uni behind us and summer on the horizon once again,
we found ourselves in our second year of sharing a home, wishing one another
goodnight.
“Are you staying in my room tonight?”, I asked. She closed the door and joined
me under the covers.
“Sabrina Steuer”, I whispered. “Are we in love?”
“Joseph Banfield”, she replied. “Are you telling me you’ve only just noticed?”
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Assumptions of Him and I
By Kathryn Smith
We, as in us, as in him and I, are known for being so close yet so far apart. He
cries, my eyes stay dry. He shouts, my voice shows no emotion. He captures the
room, I fade away. He goes right, I go left. He wants to leave, I want to stay. But
our love is so unbreakable that many strangers and fleeting acquaintances who
have witnessed our abstract fondness have been widely mistaken in assuming
our romance, assuming our attraction, assuming our desire for the opposite
sex. And this is where our similarities, the forces that pull us together, shine
through. Music? We love it. Sport? We hate it. RuPaul’s Drag Race? We love it.
Love Island? We hate it. Art? We love it. Maths? We hate it.
We once both took a personality test, the specific results I do not remember,
but I will always remember our level of friendship compatibility: 100%. Perhaps
it is true when people say opposites attract, after all I see sense in a storm whilst
he senses another hurricane on the horizon, but for us, for we, for him and I, it
is our shared experiences and the ability to see in each other what other people
would merely remark as passages of life. There are things we have told each
other that we would never dare repeat, even if one day, somehow, we end up
hating each other.
He is an artist. I visited an exhibition that contained his works; colours of green,
blue, orange and purple were painted purposefully yet haphazardly across a
multitude of canvases. There was one canvas in particular that caught my eye,
it contained only the colour pink and was placed in a corner on its own like a
wallflower noticed by few. Upon closer inspection, I noticed a name scrawled
in his signature writing style; my name. He told me with much enthusiasm, that
pink was what he thought of when I came to mind. The painting was an ode to
me and this is my ode to him.
Perhaps you could say of him and I that life imitates art, or more specifically
the aesthetic matches the content. We often take pictures to compare the
shades of our skin, mine so pale that it could scare away the ghostliest spirits,
his so tanned that he is placed easily in the category of bewilderment as to why
so many from the valleys are olive skinned. His black curly hair matches, whilst
my straight blonde hair matches me. His wide nose to my pointed nose. His
deep-set eyes to my pop-eyed eyes. His full lips to my thin lips. His dewy skin to
my dry skin. His eyes as rich as the earth’s soil, my eyes like a myriad of glaciers,
but both with a hint of springtime ferns or deep forest pools.
At this very moment, we are over two hundred miles apart; him in Lancaster
and I in Cardiff. I thought the distance would feel stranger than it does, I thought
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that we would need to facetime every day to continue our closeness. But I’ve
learnt that we don’t need to because we will always be so close yet so far apart,
no matter the distance. Not so long ago, he asked me if I would miss him when
he went to away to university, I replied with a simple ‘yeah’. He proceeded to
tell me that he would miss me so much, I was his world, and that he would set
himself on fire for me. I laughed.
Yesterday he messaged me ‘A girl in my flat is wearing the same perfume that
you always used to wear, every time she walks past I think of you, I miss you xx’.
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You Must Be White, Cis, Straight-Acting
and Ripped, or You’re Not Gay
By Lee Henriques
Those are the expectations set upon men in the LGBTQ+ community,
aren’t they? Our standards of beauty consist solely of whiteness, cisness and
stereotypical (toxic and heteronormative) masculinity. Let’s take the new Queer
Eye – a wonderfully campy show starring five fabulous gay men; who does
everybody look to as the “hunk”? Antoni. Jonathan’s too femme, Karamo and Tan
aren’t white, and Bobby’s not ripped. Now, this isn’t to fault men who are white,
cis, thin and not particularly feminine- but they certainly shouldn’t be held to the
extremely high calibre that they are.
The term ‘straight thin, but gay fat’ feeds into the vicious standardised beauty
cycle that perpetuates the horrid body dysmorphia and eating disorders
among LGBTQ+ men. Matthew Todd touches upon this in his book Straight
Jacket, explaining that since society doesn’t really accept us, we don’t accept
ourselves. This can manifest into unhealthy eating patterns and fixations on
our appearance. Research from nationaleatingdisorders.org shows that 42%
of reported males with eating disorders identify as gay, an alarming statistic
considering the amount of people with disorders that are never reported or
seek professional help.
These overly glorified body types with six-packs and obnoxious muscles are
tied to the systemic heteronormative ideals imposed on queer men (I’m using
queer as an umbrella term to encompass all LGBTQ+ men). I personally believe
this view originates from the outdated idea that if we aren’t feminine, if we’re
straight-passing and adhere to the same ridiculously toxic ideals of masculinity
that straight men do, then we’ll be safe. Our masculinity won’t be questioned,
it’ll be a physical display that even if someone does realise we are gay we are no
less of a man. Continuing on from Todd’s premise, we have doubly the pressure
to be accepted by ourselves and by a heteronormative society that pokes fun at
men who show any kind of emotion that isn’t anger (queue the disgusting Daily
Mail article, written by Tammy Hughes, titled “Sniff sniff! Why are so many grown
men blubbing like babies on Celebrity Jungle?”). In other words, bodybuilding
and other kinds of grooming can be a symbol many queer men use to prove
their worth and reclaim the masculinity that is dismissed upon coming out of the
closet. But we shouldn’t have to prove anything to anyone, especially obsolete
gendered tropes and especially not to each other. All bodies are beautiful.
Masculinity is just as attractive as femininity. In fact I’d take the sensitive guy
over the repressed, self-hating jock, any day. The whole masc4masc thing needs
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to stop hiding behind the “it’s just my preference” argument and face the reality
that feminine guys making you uncomfortable warrants some self-reflection.
Society tells you to value hegemonic masculinity, it’s not a preference if it’s been
instilled since birth. And the same goes for whiteness and cisness.
Racism and transphobia within the LGBTQ+ community deserve their own
respective columns, but they boil down to the same issue of beauty standards
– we’ve been indoctrinated to believe whiteness and cisnormativity are the endall be-all of desirability, and their counterparts are seen as less than. Obviously
that’s nonsense, but it seems as if if you’re not a skinny, white, cisgender manly
man you don’t get the same level of recognition or respect as someone who
is. The irony of being part of a marginalised group that marginalises certain
members of their community has been an ongoing issue within the LGBTQ+
community that often gets swept under the metaphorical rainbow rug. I urge
everyone to check out Grindr’s new Kindr campaign, where they address really
important issues like sexual racism, body shaming, transphobia, HIV stigma and
femme-shaming on the app. They’ve changed their community guidelines and
are actively starting conversations about these topics that need to be talked
about and recognised.
There’s so much more diversity for the gay youth of today to look up to, as
more and more role models come out and step up. It baffles me that this rigid
thought of ‘traditionally’ attractive queer men somehow still exists. If the person
reading this isn’t white, cis, straight-acting or ripped, I just want you to know that
you’re valid. Our community can often discriminate against people who don’t
fit the norm of all these inter-labels we love to place on each other. So instead,
let’s celebrate what makes us different, what makes us more interesting than
the carbon copy #Instagays. I’ll leave you with this: who are you outside of who
you appear to be?
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Are Humans Naturally Selfish or Selfless?
By Linda Arrighi
Many questions on human nature have been asked – and sometimes
answered – by philosophers in the past, but one rather important debate
remains: are humans primarily selfish or selfless? Similarly, do civilisation and
complex human interactions motivate us to be more or less altruistic? This
question has been answered differently by philosophers Hobbes and Rousseau,
which had contrasting ideas on the ‘state of nature’, i.e. what humans were
like before civilisation happened. Hobbes thought humans were mean beasts
and civilisation saved and improved them. Rousseau believed civilisation was
instead what transformed ‘noble savages’ in mean and selfish beings. Despite
this debate never being truly resolved, the idea that we are selfish at heart has
dominated most theories in politics, economics, psychology and sociology.
Biology is now trying to find evidence to finally answer the question: are we
inherently selfish and competitive or selfless and prone to sharing?
To answer these questions, scientists looked at those areas of the brain that
evolved last and execute higher cognitive functions, such as language, decisionmaking and social behaviour among others. These areas are located in the
prefrontal cortex, the part of the brain closer to our forehead. A study published
in Nature Neuroscience has identified two regions in the prefrontal cortex that
seem to be specifically involved in promoting fair behaviour in decision-making.
An American study recently published in Social Neuroscience analysed the way
in which these areas function and the results provide evidence that our natural
intrinsic drive is to be selfless. Three groups of participants were recruited for
this experiment. The first group had one of the areas of the cerebral prefrontal
cortex previously mentioned, involved in fair decision-making, altered with
magnetic stimulation. This technique was used because it allows reducing brain
activity in chosen brain regions for a certain amount of time. The second group
received the same treatment to an adjacent area, also involved in fair decisionmaking. The third group was to mimic a normal situation with no alteration in
decision-making. To analyse the difference in altruistic behaviour in the three
groups, the participants played a game called Dictator Game, in which they were
allocated a small sum of money to divide between themselves and another
player which they saw a headshot of on a computer screen. The other players
that the participants encountered could be of low or high yearly salary. This
was done to test the difference in decision-making when a contextual factor
is introduced in the decision process. The participants had 5 seconds to make
their decision so that they didn’t have too much time to overthink it. There
is evidence from a previous study published in Nature that cooperation and
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altruism are intuitive and more immediate for humans, and when participants
are given more time they will most likely make more selfish decisions.
The results of this study are interesting. Magnetic stimulations of these brain
regions had an effect on altruistic behaviour. The participants in the first group
offered more money to the players with high income, while the ones in the
second group offered more money to the players with low income. These results
give cues to the slightly different functions of these two areas, with the first
one more involved in integrating decision-making with contextual information.
Nevertheless, reducing the function of both of these areas increased the
amount of money that the participants gave to others compared to the third
group, implying that the role of these areas is to inhibit more intrinsic and
intuitive inclinations to be altruistic and selfless.
This experiment offers some evidence that humans are inherently selfless and
only make selfish decisions whenever prompted by reflection and context. This
is important as it will inspire society to reconsider the general celebration of the
selfishness of human nature, when in reality this is sometimes just an excuse
for people not to be kind to others. Our nature is to be selfless, altruistic and
to put others above ourselves, but complex human interactions and civilisation
drove us to become more selfish and hence develop and expand brain areas
that help us make decisions in that direction, benefitting ourselves more than
anyone else. Guess Rousseau is making a celebratory toast right now, having
been right for centuries on this matter?
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To Baby: What Is To Come
By Maja-Isabella Hanrahan
Your mother is holding you right now, and you’re crying into her teary smile,
and she has no idea how everything will change. She thinks you’re the most
beautiful thing she’s ever seen, and you’re already her best friend, but soon
you’ll grow up. You will scream at her and love her and hide away and want to be
around her and then you’re 14 and on a family camping holiday, wondering why
your stomach hurts. She will guide you to bed and make you a hot water bottle,
but nothing will ease it, you’ll cry and she’ll cry because she hates to see you in
pain, and then you’ll fall asleep, the fajitas forgotten on the table.
That pain will never go away.
You’ll see doctor after doctor over the next few years, but no-one will make it
hurt any less, and you’re told you’ll probably have to live with it forever. It’s not
fatal, but it is chronic, and it will feel like a death sentence anyway. Sometimes
you won’t be able to hear the doctors over the roaring pain shooting up to your
chest; a million sunsets charring your insides at once.
Soon the pain is in your back, and your hips, and your arms, and your legs,
and your feet and your toes. In fact, very soon there won’t be a part of you
that hasn’t hurt at some point. You don’t remember what it feels like not to
be hurting, not to be begging for a moment’s relief from the relentless agony
of your own spinal cord lying to your body. Doctors will explain the biology, a
complex tangle of synapses and transmitters that you won’t understand. You’ll
get the gist, though, you’re a melting mass of medical science in real time, and
it hurts like all hell.
When you’ve just turned sixteen, you won’t be able to walk, and it’s all very
sudden. Every movement of your legs sends hot pain through your body so
painful you won’t feel like it’s your own anymore, it’s someone else’s; you’re an
imposter of your own very being and over the noise and the confusion, deep
down there’s a silence. Knowing, accepting the pain will be its healer, but your
mother will soothe you even more than this. She will wrap you in blankets and
push you around, and maybe you’ll even feel like you will in just a few days, in
your pram as she takes you into town.
Six months later, physiotherapy helps you walk again, but it will never be
quite the same. You never walk without a crutch or some sort of aid, and new
symptoms will arise every week. Soon you’ll even learn to find humour in the
218

For Good Category

brokenness of your body: you’ll amuse your friends with your clicking joints and
learn to do wheelchair wheelies. Laughter is the best medicine, your mother
will say.
Friends will love you and take care of you, until you realise that disability
doesn’t define you and find yourself in things beyond the pain. You’ll play
beautiful piano pieces and read books and fall in love with history and literature.
People will know you not as the girl who can’t walk properly, but as someone
loud, someone fun to be around.
Still, you will learn to rise above those who hurt you as your spinal cord does.
You will remember you are strong and powerful despite physical limitations.
You will find strength in knowledge and passion in everything. And your mother
will be there through everything. She will love you, keep you safe, hold you while
you cry at how unfair it all is. She will be the rock that holds you together when
your body tries to break you apart, and she will cry for you in turn.
Baby, as you stare into your mother’s face right now, know she loves you.
Know she will always believe you, fight for you, and will always be on your side.
At the end of it all, what makes you strongest is not knowledge or your friends
or even yourself, it is her.
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Growing Pains
By Robyn Noble
I’m going to come out and say it – quite literally.
I’m gay.
There. I said it. It’s taken me 24 years of living to get to this point. But here I
am, finally accepting who I am.
I always thought that this would be the end of the long, dark, sometimes
much-diverted journey that I unwillingly embarked upon when I realised that
I was questioning my sexuality. I thought that, once I finally took the word ‘gay’
and moulded it in a way that made it fit me, everything would suddenly make
sense.
I was going to go out for London Pride with a bunch of people, only a few of
whom knew I was gay. I bought the Pride shirt that I was going to wear and I
was so excited to be around people who were proud of their sexuality, and to
soak up the atmosphere. I often think that the human mind is a bit like a planet.
There are many different countries to explore, but you have to be brave enough
to take the journey in order to discover them, even if the idea of stepping on that
boat into the worst storm scares you immensely. I believe that if I’m not brave
enough to jump on the boats that become available to me, I’ll never discover
anything new. But I wasn’t brave enough to step on that particular boat, and I
was so angry with myself.
Let me tell you something I wish someone had told me.
Everyone knows that accepting you’re gay and telling people is hard. But no
one ever told me that, yes, it would bring this level of clarity and understanding
to my life, but it would also come with these new worries and concerns, struggles
and inner-fights with myself. You label yourself as a lesbian and you try to enter
that world, only to find that there are even more labels that you’re expected to
stick all over yourself like some walking advertisement for your sexuality. You’re
expected to know if you’re ‘femme’ or ‘butch’ amongst other labels which I don’t
fully understand, and which of these groups you’re attracted to. The thing is,
I am just me. And I am attracted to people, to an intimate connection with a
girl that goes way deeper than how they choose to present themselves to the
world. And there is no sub-label for that in the lesbian community.
I’m also demisexual, which is part of the asexual umbrella. It means that I
don’t feel physically attracted to anyone unless I have an already-established
emotional connection to them, but that doesn’t mean I’ll fancy everyone I have
that connection with. But the reality of this term fuels my anxiety even more.

220

For Good Category

Coming out as gay when I’ve never kissed anyone makes me feel so invalid
sometimes. I want to know what it’s like to kiss a girl and yet I worry how I’ll ever
meet someone that I feel that way about. The concept of people being ‘hot’ or
‘sexy’ is alien to me, which in turn makes me an alien to the modern dating world
where romance is only a ‘swipe’ away. All of which makes this path of discovery
even harder.
But it’s only been four weeks since I sat down with a friend that I trusted with
all my heart and said the words, “I think I’m gay.” Four weeks since I was able to
put words to the emotions that had been flying around my head for the past
three years, too fast to catch. It was such a monumental moment for me and I
felt scared, nervous, exhilarated and relieved all at the same time. I don’t always
feel comfortable in my own skin right now, but that doesn’t mean that I’m not
valid. I’m learning that the LGBT+ symbol really is appropriate; that my life is
a rainbow right now, growing slowly at its own pace. In order to create that
rainbow, I can’t expect everything to be perfect all the time. After all, rainbows
are created by both sunshine and rain.
I didn’t make it to Pride this year.
But no one told me that things wouldn’t suddenly make sense just because I
came out. That there would be days where everything is too overwhelming and
I just want to hide from the world and cry.
And no one told me that this is normal, valid, and ok. After all, we all suffer
with growing pains.
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My Unsung Heroine
By Sasha Campbell
In the minds of many, the phrase ‘mental health nurse’ conjures up fuzzy
images of someone gently stroking the hand of a depressed woman while
she sobs. This image is wrong. Our psychiatric nurses deserve much more
recognition. They are underpaid, overworked and undervalued. Challenge the
existing misconceptions, for attitudes to mental-health nursing need to be
revolutionised.
I have benefited colossally from the care of such nurses. I have been detained
as an inpatient in a psychiatric unit since July 2018, and many of the mentalhealth nurses I‘ve had contact with are quite simply amazing.
I hope to use the Wicked, For Good award as a platform to raise awareness of
the transformative support mental health nurses give to their patients, and the
positive impact these nurses make on our community.
I would also like to take this opportunity to thank all of the professionals
who have cared for me during my hospital admission- especially my key nurse
Kayleigh, to whom I (quite literally and more than once) owe my life.
Here is my letter to her.
Dear Kayleigh,
The words do not exist to convey how grateful I am for your support. Nevertheless,
I am going to try to communicate my immense thanks to you.
Thank you for going above and beyond the demands of your job.
Despite the fact that your shifts are a grueling fourteen-hours-long, you never fail
to stay late when the ward is understaffed (as it so often is). I appreciate this hugely.
I, and the other patients, feel scared and unsafe when staffing levels don’t match
those required. Knowing that you are on shift – and that you won’t go home until
we are settled – is extremely comforting. It helps me feel secure and supported. No
amount of money could repay your selflessness.
Thank you for being so incredibly brave.
You witness harrowing scenes daily, and often face emergencies, yet you always
display true compassion.
Having put you through some scares myself, I want to apologize for the raw fear
I’ve forced upon you. Raw fear that you’ve met head-on, and tackled with benevolence
and skill. You have saved my life on multiple occasions when my illness drove me to
make attempts on my life.
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Thank you for never giving up on me, even when I’ve given up on myself.
You have met my every “I can’t keep fighting” with “you’re stronger than you think”.
When I lament, “I’ll never fulfill my potential” you respond, “You are the captain of
your ship”. No matter how despondent I feel, your ever-flowing words of wisdom –
what I think of as Kayleigh’s Whimsical Ramblings – never cease to lift my spirits.
I find your patience and empathy unfathomable. How on earth do you maintain
your composure when, in hypomanic glee, I spout – again – my infuriatingly irrational
nonsense?!
Sometimes it’s the little things that make the largest differences: the way you see me
as a whole person, rather than a manifestation of my symptoms; the glitter tattoos
you give me that never quite work out, but always put some sparkle in my day; the
way you try to fill my days with colour, zest and a renewed sense of hope, whatever
my mental weather; the way you see the best in everyone.
You encourage me to live, rather than simply exist. There’s a reason I shout your
name every time you enter the ward: simply, you are adored. What I’m trying to say
is: thank you for being you.
You worry that I place you on a pedestal. And yes, I do place you on a pedestal.
That’s because I remain adamant that you do actually live on a higher plane of
existence. Kayleigh, look at what you do, at what I’ve tried to describe above. You’re
a modern Mary Seacole, an unsung heroine. (And no, Dr. Ahmed; I am not suffering
delusions!)
From Sash.
Mental health nurses – you are more warrior than nurse, routinely putting
yourselves at risk physically and mentally to ensure our safety.
It is not a job you can do just because you need a job, or for the money, or for
an easy life. You enter your profession because you’ve seen a society in crisis,
and want to make a positive change. You care about people and strive to lessen
their suffering. You are invested in changing individual lives for the better. So,
thank you, mental health nurses, for saving lives – including mine – every day.
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