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The Man on the Street
By Fern Brindle
Poor old man sitting on the street,
Watching cars passing by his feet,
Cardboard box for his bed,
A newspaper blanket, a rock pillow for his head,
It makes me so sad to see people sitting on the street,
Watching people passing by their feet,
It’s like they don’t care, they are so rude
They pass by the man without offering any food,
He sits outside all year round,
Through cold, warm and wet without a sound,
He has no family, he’s all by himself,
It’s really not nice, I wish I could help,
As he sits there on the street,
Watching me passing his feet,
People looking everywhere,
Everywhere except for at the man on the street,
Watching the cars passing by his feet.
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The Bumpy Trail
By Daniel MacAlpine
We were ready to go. Dad started our brand new 4x4 pick-up engine. I waved
to mum as we drove off. First we turned off the main road, down a muddy, wet,
bumpy trail. It was so much fun. We went up a nearly vertical hill. Suddenly, Dad
slammed on the brakes, screech! We saw something brown and furry peeping
out of the grass. I jumped down out of the pick-up truck and walked slowly over.
I saw an.....OTTER! I was really excited as I had never seen an otter in the wild
before. As I got closer, I noticed that the otter had a sore leg. I beckoned to Dad
to come and have a look. He GASPED! It had a fishing net wrapped around his
paw. I looked at Dad and wondered what we should do. Then I remembered
about the International Otter Survival Fund (IOSF) hospital in Broadford. I had
visited the hospital when we were on holiday last year on the Isle of Skye. Dad
called the hospital to ask for their advice. They asked if we could bring the otter
to the hospital so that he could be cared for. Dad and I wrapped the otter in a
cosy blanket. The otter was trembling but he was so exhausted that he let us
carefully lift him into the back of the pick-up.
We set off back along the bumpy trail. This time much more slowly so as not
to frighten the otter. We came round a sharp corner and Dad had to swerve
suddenly to avoid a tree trunk which was lying across the track. The pick-up
lurched into a ditch at the side of the dirt track. Dad revved the engine to try and
get us out but it was no good. We were stuck! The otter was getting more and
more distressed and making squeaking noises in the back of the truck. Dad and
I looked at each other in panic. Now what were we going to do? We needed to
get to the hospital as soon as possible before the otter became too frightened.
Dad phoned the local garage and a man with a six wheeled drive pick-up said
that he would come and help us to get out of the ditch. I spoke softly to the otter
while we waited. It seemed like a long time but eventually he arrived and towed
us out. We carried on and arrived in Broadford. A kind lady called Sarah came
out to meet us. She lifted the otter gently and took him inside to be examined.
Dad and I went back to the holiday cottage where we were staying to tell mum
all about our adventure.
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A few weeks later I received a letter to say thank you for helping to rescue
‘Oscar’ and a photograph showing his mended paw. I can’t wait to go on the
bumpy trail again and wonder what we might find next time?!
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Naughty Sam and the Tooth Fairy
By Isabella Watson-Gandy
Once upon a time, there was a boy called Sam.
If you noticed him, you might say he had brown hair, freckles and sticky-out
ears.
The only thing that made him not ordinary was how naughty he was.
Now lots of children are naughty but Sam was naughty in a mean and nasty
way.
He tried to catch Santa Claus to steal all the other children’s presents.
Well, Santa knows all about naughty children. He didn’t come to Sam’s house
so the only person Sam managed to trick was his Daddy. Sam’s Dad got a big
bump on his head and was so cross that Sam didn’t get any presents that year.
He tried to catch the Easter Bunny next so that he could steal all the chocolate
Easter Eggs.
Sam’s Mummy was very cross when she discovered Sam had painted all the
carpets with glue. Sam did not get any Easter eggs that year.
Did Sam stop?
Not a bit!
Next he hid his grandad’s false teeth under his pillow for the tooth fairy. Sam
thought that because there were lots of false teeth, he could trick he tooth fairy
into giving him lots of coins.
When Sam woke that morning, he was happy to see that the tooth fairy had
come in the night. His grandad’s false teeth were gone from under his pillow.
Instead, in their place, was a big pile of plastic coins.
Now in fairy stories, naughty children learn their lesson and become good.
Not a bit of it.
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When Sam grew up, he became a bank manager and is just waiting for when
Santa Claus comes in so he can get his revenge.
The End
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Swimming
By Alexandra Prideaux
Excited!
Swim, splash,
bubbles,
slippy slide!
Changing room:
Small;
wet floor.
Dad and I
jumping in –
nervous about going under –
Up nose, spit out. Feel wobbly.
I wonder
what’s the smell, the noise?
Chlorine,
sounds of happiness,
water, armbands, boys
and girls. Doggy paddle.
Fountain, drains through the cracks.
Tickly showers, stinging eyes,
vending machine snacks.
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Teddy’s Adventure
Join Teddy in a trip to Outer Space
By Daisy Donovan
Chapter One
Once, there was a small but gentle Yorkie who had a big heart. Teddy the
super dog was not a normal dog she had a magical bell which allowed her to go
on adventures like Candy Time. It was her best one yet but in this one there is
a twist a big one indeed, but I will tell you later. Every day Teddy falls down the
stairs but don’t worry about her because she is indestructible. If her bell rings
she goes on a magic adventure.
Chapter Two
Today Teddy’s bell rang and a rocket appeared in front of her but behind her
was her friend Tiny, who was a long haired Chihuahua. They both jumped into
the rocket and zoomed into outer space. They saw a planet which looked like
much fun as it had a ring around it. They thought that they could slide around
the ring and have lots of fun but they didn’t know how to steer the space ship.
Chapter Three
All of a sudden, the space ship did what they wanted to and landed on Saturn.
They started to have a play on the ring like a slide. After an hour, Teddy got
dizzy and wanted to go somewhere else to have a play Tiny agreed as she was
starting to get dizzy. They got back into the rocket and Teddy said, “I want to go
to the moon I think it is made out of cheese” Tiny agreed she was starting to
feel a bit hungry. When they landed, they smelt the moon to make sure it was
cheese, but it was actually made out of ice cream. They both dug into it like a
digger, they found out it was all flavours of different ice cream with sprinkles of
doggie biscuits and one big bone for a flake. It was like a dream come true!
But aliens appeared on the moon. They were dressed with silver clothing that
looked weird. Just then, the aliens came running to the rocket they wanted to
take over the world. Teddy and Tiny were so scared they ran into the rocket and
found a gadget that made them invisible, so they could trip up the aliens and get
the two big bones to take home with them.
Chapter Four
They were both so scared they couldn’t even speak. They whispered to the
rocket, “take us back to Earth”. When they got closer to Earth the invisibleness
wore off as they were going so fast. When they got back to Earth, the bell rang
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and took them to Teddy’s house. They got the giant bone and carried it to
Teddy’s bedroom, and watched funny movies whilst eating the ginormous bone.
Then they fell to sleep.
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Story of Mermaids
By Deniz Kocak
Once upon a time there was a mermaid family. The mum’s name was Ariel
and the dad’s name was Kristoff. The children were called Kayla, Kacy and Lucy.
Ariel showed the family the shell she found under the sea.
The shell dropped off her hand and fell in the sea, and a creature wanted to
get it. Lucy started to laugh when the shell dropped in the sea. Mum, dad and
the other children were worried.
Ariel went under the sea and she got the shell before the creature got it.
Mum whistled with her hand to get the mowheel under the sea. The others
closed their ears except Lucy because it was a loud whistle.
All the family took off their mermaid tails to become normal people.
Kayla, Ariel and Kristoff were dressed as captains. Ariel was turning the wheel.
A rock fell into the sea from the sky and hit the mowheel. Everyone got scared
apart from Kristoff and Kayla.
The mowheel filled up with water. Everyone closed their eyes except from
Kristoff and Kayla because Kristoff was driving the mowheel with the spinning
wheel.
Kristoff put cellotape on the broken glass of the mowheel, and he turned the
spinning wheel upwards.
Kristoff and Kayla started coughing in the mowheel. Kacy, Lucy and Ariel did
not cough. And Ariel said “Phew!”
Everyone said “Oh!” because they saw an island and they wanted to go on the
island.
Ariel jumped out first and she said “WHEEEEE!”. After Ariel went out, the lid
closed. Kristoff opened the lid again and let the rest of the family out.
Everyone got out of the mowheel and they waved goodbye to the mowheel.
The family looked and looked for a sandcastle and a bucket with a shovel.
The family had gone to search where the sandcastle, bucket and shovel were.
While the family was gone, the mowheel felt sad because she missed them.
The family found the sand castle, bucket and shovel.
There was a girl called Maya who had magical powers. She used magic to fix
the window of the mowheel and she got in.
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She had seen a person on the TV in the mowheel and that was Ariel. Ariel saw
Maya in her telephone. Maya wished that Ariel and Ariel’s family were with her
in the mowheel.
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James’s Mischievous Medicine
By Emily Wilson
JAMES HATED MEDICINE. He detested it. But his Mum and Dad always insisted
he took it to solve any illness he had. With a new, disgusting and revolting cold,
nine-year old James begged his parents not to give the mixture to him. Despite
this, his Mum refused to as the spoon came closer and closer. He sadly opened
his mouth wide and swallowed it. It tasted like fish bones from a dirty dustbin
and rotten eggs from the back of a mouldy fridge. To forget the disgusting taste
and repulsive smell he cuddled his black labrador. Suddenly, as he relaxed, an
idea popped into this head like an explosion. He would change the medicine
to make it fizzle, swizzle, splosh and squish. That would make it taste MUCH
BETTER.
As James sprinted to the kitchen without his mum noticing, he carefully poured
down the old medicine and started making the new one. First, he rushed to the
bathroom collecting his Dad’s shaving cream and his mum’s deodorant. Next,
he went to his parents’ room. He grabbed his Mum’s lipstick and his Dad’s stinky
socks. He returned to the kitchen where he mixed them. To his surprise, they
began to fizzle, swizzle, splosh and squish and he knew the medicine was right.
Or did he?
At bedtime, he gulped down the new and improved medicine. But no sooner
had it left his lips, he shrank. He went down and down until he was the size
of an ant. All night long, James scuttled around whilst his mum called the
police in panic. What a nightmare it had been! Luckily, the medicine wore off.
The next evening, James changed the medicine and swapped the deodorant for
brown paint and it began to fizzle, swizzle, splosh and squish. “Fantastic, that’s
it!” he giggled as he gulped medicine number 2.
Without warning, he began to grow soft fur from his head to his toes as he
became a cute teddy. “Oh no”, he shouted in alarm as Charlie grabbed him
round the scruff of the neck and raced around with him in his mouth all night.
What a hideous time he had had! Fortunately, the medicine wore off again.
At dusk, James swapped the brown paint for washing powder and mixed it
until it fizzled, swizzled, sploshed and squished. “Amazing, that’s the one”, he
laughed as he gurgled down medicine number 3.
As quick as a flash, he was growing larger and larger. His sides were pressed
against the walls, door and window and his head was touching the ceiling. What
an uncomfortable night it had been! Miraculously, the medicine wore off.... and
this time so did his cold.
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James needed his life back to normal after being the size of an ant, a teddy
and then as big as his room. No more medicine for him, and next time, maybe
his parents one wasn’t as bad as he thought!
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Silent Predators in the Ocean
By Dhilan Samarasinghe
The sea is like a giant mirror,
Reflecting the sea life below it.
Glittering in the sun,
Beautiful and calm.
Squishy, transparent, dancing jellyfish.
Flowing tentacles move elegantly in its home.
Spiky urchins grip to rocks,
Like millions of heads with brilliant colours of hair.
A pod of dolphins bursts into the air.
Playful, jumping and excited.
Fangtooth fish lurk deep, deep down.
Spikes like an underwater porcupine.
A strange new fish floats into the tropical ocean.
See-through with letters on the side.
It has no eyes and no mouth.
A white floaty object appears underwater.
It seems like a jellyfish.
A hungry turtle eats it and feels very sick!
These strange things are not fish.
They are bits of horrible plastic!
Plastic bottles and plastic bags,
Destroying our beautiful sea life.
Everybody, everywhere,
DON`T PUT PLASTIC IN THE BEAUTIFUL OCEAN!
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The Four Polar Bears
By Janey Wheatley
Once upon a time there were three polar bears. One was a daddy, one was a
mummy and one was a baby boy. The baby’s name was Bob.
The polar bears lived in a little igloo in a faraway snowy land. Their igloo was
next to an iceberg where many penguins lived.
One day the three polar bears went for a walk to visit their friends, the
penguins, in their nearby iceberg. Baby Bob slipped and fell on his bottom and
he started to laugh. When he stood up he started to walk on until they reached
the penguins home. They sat inside with their friends and had a drink of icy
cold water. Then they walked out of the little door in the iceberg to go back
home. But as soon as they walked out into the snow, something .... or someone
touched Bob on the shoulder.
Bob turned around in a fright. When he turned around a human being was
standing right there! It was a small lonely boy whose parents were always
at meetings in London. The boy had decided to take a walk to a snowy land
because he loved snow and wanted an adventure. The boy decided to walk with
the three polar bears.
As they walked, baby Bob did a secret spell from his magic book which he
kept in the igloo. As the boy was walking he noticed some white fur starting to
appear on his hands. Then in a flash of light he was a polar bear. Bob said that
they should call him Fred, so they did.
The four polar bears walked back to the igloo. Bob gave Fred a tour of the igloo
whilst mummy made tea for the rest of the family. She made Bob’s favourite,
tuna fish. When Mummy said it’s time for tea they all sat down at the table and
ate it up. Then they all went to bed. Fred had to sleep with Bob because he had
no bed. The polar bears were not expecting Fred but they were fast asleep in no
time and then after that they all lived happily ever after.
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Zombie Lillie
By Josephine Lodge
It was a dark and gloomy night. We were sleeping in our beds. I woke up to
a strange sound. “Ooh-eurghh, eurghh.” I looked out of the window and saw a
zombie! “Wake up Jasmine.” I called to my sister. “What is it?” She asked, rubbing
her eyes. “Look! Down there!” Jasmine looked down to where I was pointing.
She started to scream. “Shh. It’s okay Jasmine.” I said, trying to calm her down.
Too late, the zombie had seen us. “Wait Jasmine. That zombie looks like she’s
sad.” Jasmine stopped screaming. The zombie waved at us to come, but Jasmine
didn’t want to go. She felt scared. “Let’s go and see what she wants.” I said. “But
she might eat us!” gasped Jasmine. “Don’t be afraid, she might be nice. Come
on, I’ll hold your hand.” I took my sister by the hand and we went downstairs in
our pyjamas.
The zombie really did look sad. Her purple mouth was turned upside down
into a frown, and her face had scratches. The dark circles around her yellow eyes
meant she hadn’t been sleeping. She wasn’t wearing any shoes and her pretty,
flowery dress was covered in red stains. “Is that blood?” Jasmine whispered. The
zombie girl was standing under a streetlight. Her pale-pink skin and gold hair
sparkled. Feeling brave, we walked towards her. “Hello. What’s your name?” I
asked. The zombie smiled. “My name is Zombie Lillie, what’s yours?” “I’m Josie,
and this is Jasmine. You look sad, are you okay?” I asked. “No.” replied Zombie
Lillie. “I’m hungry!” She was looking at us with her yellow eyes. Jasmine shivered.
“I want something to eat!” “I told you she wanted to eat us!” cried Jasmine. “No
wait! I don’t want to eat you!” said Zombie Lillie. “I’m not like the other zombies.”
“So, what do you want to eat then?” asked Jasmine. “I want a jam sandwich.
I love jam sandwiches.” We invited Zombie Lillie into our house and ate jam
sandwiches together. There was jam everywhere. What a sticky mess! Zombie
Lillie wiped raspberry jam off her hands and onto her pretty dress. “Delicious,
thank you!” said Zombie Lillie. “You’re welcome!” we replied.
Jasmine was no longer scared. She seemed to like Zombie Lillie, our new
friend. Through the night we chatted, played card games and dress-up. Jasmine
put on face-paint and Zombie Lillie helped make some dark circles around her
eyes. We were having so much fun. All of a sudden, there was that strange
sound again. “Ooh- eurghh, eurghh...” Zombie Lillie froze. “What’s the matter
Zombie Lillie? “They’re here!” she gasped. We ran to the balcony and saw
hundreds of zombies gathering. “What do they want?” asked Jasmine. “It’s the
apocalypse!” cried Zombie Lillie. “Don’t worry, I have a plan. Will you help me
tell zombie jokes?” I said. “Yes. We need to be quick!” said Jasmine and Zombie
Lillie. I ran over to the bookcase and pulled out a book we hadn’t read for a long
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time - Dead Funny Zombie Jokes. I brushed the dust off the cover and rushed
back to the balcony. The zombies were standing on each other’s heads trying
to climb up.
Zombie Lillie told the first joke... “What do you do if you see a zombie? Hope
it’s Halloween.” It didn’t work. The zombies continued to climb. “Try another!” I
said. “Why did the zombie go crazy? He had lost his mind.” The zombies stopped.
There was silence. Jasmine grabbed the joke book. “What is a zombie’s favourite
toy? A Deady Bear!” she shouted. The zombies groaned. “I think it’s working.
Keep going.” I said. “What do you call a dead bee?” A Zom Bee”. The zombies
rolled their eyes. Now I told two more jokes to finish them off... “Where do you
go to buy zombies? The Mon Store!” and, “What time do zombies wake up? Ate
o’clock.” It worked like magic. The zombies couldn’t take any more. Their eyes lit
up and they began to smile. Then they laughed. They laughed so hard that they
fell. They shuffled away into a fog, never to be seen again. “We did it!” The fog
lifted. The sun began to rise. We watched the lovely colours mix in the sky. It was
a beautiful morning and a new day.
The End
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The Kind Shark
By Kristof Kranicz
On a sunny afternoon Jack and his father went fishing out to the deep blue
sea. Jack’s father had a little white fishing boat called the ‘White Shark’. They
got out their fishing rods and waited for a fish. Suddenly, Jack’s rod started to
wriggle. He jumped up and pulled as strong as he could. But it wasn’t enough
and Jack was pulled into the deep sea.
When he opened his eyes under water he found himself riding a Great White
shark. First, Jack was very scared but then the shark said, “Don’t be scared, I’m
a friendly shark. Just hold on tight and I will show you the underwater world.”
Jack felt very excited and surprised because he never spoke to a Great White
shark before. “But aren’t you supposed to eat me?” asked Jack suspiciously. The
Great White smiled and explained, “I only eat people if they make me angry.” Just
then, they arrived to a beautiful spot where they saw a shipwreck surrounded
by colourful corals. Jack read the label on the boat and it said with bold letters
‘Titanic’. He was astonished.
Finally it was time to go up to the surface. Jack’s father was already looking for
his son when Jack appeared in the water. Jack’s father said, “OMG! A shark could
have eaten you!” Jack smiled and replied, “Sharks only eat people if they make
them angry.”
The End
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My Robin Friend
By Leon Spurdle
On an icy cold morning
We still walk to school
My mum says we should
I feel cold wind on my face
The trees have no leaves
We see our small friends
Flitting between branches
His tiny red chest catches my eye
I see his sweet face
His beak open, singing loudly
My Robin Friend is the best of all
He makes me feel happy and forget the cold
We stop to watch before he is gone
I think about Robin to make me happy all day long.
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The Wild Jungle
By Max Cooke
Once in a tree filled jungle, there lived a jolly leopard. He had fur which was as
soft as a furry jacket and his eyes always shimmered in the sunlight. He adored
his home, the jungle. It had trees that grew so high they nearly touched the sky
and there, he had lots of friends to play with such as slimy, slithering snakes and
colourful, squawking parrots.
One day in the forest teeming with trees, the leopard was lurking in some long
grass, but for one reason only. The reason was, there were some hunters in the
green jungle looking for the leopard for his fur, to make coats and shoes so that
they could earn millions of pounds. As they strolled by, the leopard pounced
on the hunters and they fell into a hungry Venus flytrap and it demolished the
hunters.
After the leopard had got rid of the hunters, the animals whispered to the
leopard, “Well done, do it again next time!”
But there was no next time. Every time you go to a jungle you’ll never see
a hunter there again because the legend of the hunters in the Venus flytrap
spread to other cruel hunters of the world.
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Niamh and the Magic Unicorn
By Niamh Corner
Niamh loved unicorns. She had unicorns on her bed, on her wall, on her
pajamas and even in her socks.
One night Niamh put on her unicorn pajamas and got in her unicorn bed and
guess what she dreamed about …… Unicorns.
A unicorn came to visit Niamh, she was called Starlight. She was beautiful and
had beautiful pink hair. Niamh jumped on Starlight’s back and they flew off into
the night sky.
“Where to?” asked Starlight.
“I’m hungry,” said Niamh. So off they went to a land full of marshmallows. They
ate lots of marshmallows and played in the marshmallows, they had lots of fun.
Niamh jumped on Starlight’s back and they flew off into the night sky.
“Where to?” asked Starlight.
“I’m thirsty,” said Niamh. So off they went to swim in a lake of strawberry
milkshake. They drank lots of strawberry milkshake and swam in the strawberry
milkshake, they had lots of fun. Niamh jumped on Starlights’ back and they flew
off into the night sky.
“Where to?” asked Starlight.
“I want to dance,” said Niamh. So off they went to dance with the stars as they
twinkled in the night sky. They danced with the stars and had lots of fun. Niamh
jumped on Starlight’s back and they flew off into the night sky.
“Where to?” asked Starlight.
“I want to play,” said Niamh. So off they went to a football pitch with two teams
ready to play. The teams was all different animals. They played football, they
had a lots of fun but nobody scored any goals, but who could score when the
elephants were in goal!
Niamh jumped on Starlight’s back and they flew off into the night sky.
“Where to?” asked Starlight, but Niamh didn’t reply, she was fast asleep on
Starlight’s back. The next morning Niamh woke up in her unicorn bed but
Starlight was nowhere to be seen. Niamh couldn’t wait for night time so she
could dream of Starlight again and have lots of fun.
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Did I Just See a Flamingo?
By Poppy Phillips
One bright morning after a powerful and colossal storm, Billy was sitting in
his garden while mum was washing up. Billy was 6 years old and loves and
adventure. All of a sudden, Billy heard a racket. He looked to his right, but he
didn’t see anything. Then he looked to his left and saw a worried flamingo!
“Why are you here?” Billy asked him, curiously.
“It’s a long story” said the flamingo in a weary voice. “Last night I was sleeping
outside my hut when the storm blew me right into your lovely garden and I fell
head over heels”.
“We need to get you back to the zoo” said Billy determinedly. Then Billy
thought of a sneaky plan.
Billy went to ask his mum if they could go to the zoo. Then the flamingo peeked
out from behind a bush in the garden.
“Did I just see a flamingo?” said Mum.
“Er... um... no mum, that’s just a funny looking pigeon.” answered Billy
“Phew! Come on” said Mum. “Lily would love a trip to the zoo!” Lily was Billy’s
annoying little sister. Billy was worried that Lily would spoil his secret.
“I suppose she has to come too” moaned Billy. While Mum was getting Lily
ready, Billy hid the flamingo in the boot of the car with the pushchair.
Off they set, but as they were driving to the zoo, the flamingo squawked. Then
Mum said,
“Did I just hear a flamingo?”
“No”, said Billy. “Your imagination is going wild today!”
“I think so too”, said Mum. So they kept going until they got to the zoo. When
they were getting out of the car, Billy said to his mum
“Shall I go and get the pushchair out of the boot for Lily?”
“That would be very nice of you, Billy” answered Mum.
Billy opened the boot, got the pushchair out and sneaked the flamingo out of
the boot and into his backpack.
They entered the zoo.
“I want to go see the pandas NOW”, stropped Lily. Mum gave into her request,
even though Lily was being rude. Billy wasn’t happy at all because he wanted to
go to the flamingos as fast as he could to put back the lost flamingo.
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As they were looking at the pandas, the flamingo poked his head out of Billy’s
backpack and hid back down again.
“Did I just see a flamingo?” asked Mum.
“No Mum, the flamingos are at the other side of the zoo!” responded Billy.
“You’re right, I don’t know why I said that” replied Mum, confused.
Finally it was time to go and see the flamingos. Billy howled with excitement!
But Lily didn’t want to see the flamingos so Billy said to Mum and Lily
“You can wait outside while I go in alone”. And with that, Billy trotted in to see
the flamingos. As soon as Billy saw that nobody was looking, he opened out his
backpack and took the flamingo out. The flamingo flew back into the enclosure.
He looked back and waved at Billy. Billy waved back and walked out to rejoin his
mum and Lily. Then the flamingo flew back out to thank Billy before racing back
in to join his friends and family. As soon as that happened, Billy’s mum said
“Did I just see a flamingo?”
“YES! Because we’re standing right next to their enclosure!” said Billy.
“Oh yes, I suppose so” said his Mum.
That night when Billy was asleep, Mum looked into his backpack and found
something unusual. It was some pink feathers! Then Mum thought to herself
“Maybe I DID see a flamingo after all”.
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Lucy and the Magical Golden Fish
By Rosa Swarbrick
There was a girl called Lucy who lived with her Grandma and her younger
sister Martha in a cottage by the sea. There were no other people who lived
nearby, no shops so they grew vegetables in their garden and they took turns
to go fishing in the sea.
Today was Lucy’s turn to go fishing. She got her bucket and fishing net, said
goodbye to Grandma and Martha and set off to the beach. It was a very short
walk so it was easy for her. When she arrived, she looked for a dry rock to sit
on and started to fish, remembering to hold her net tightly like Grandma always
told her to.
She hadn’t been there long when there was a tug on her net which made her
jump up off her rock. She carefully looked in the net and saw a huge golden,
sparkly fish. She couldn’t believe her eyes, she had never seen anything like it
before, she couldn’t wait to show Grandma and Martha. Suddenly, as she lifted
the big fish from the net to the bucket, he began to speak. “Hey, where are you
taking me?” Lucy was surprised and looked around to see what the voice was,
“Oi, down here in the bucket!” The fish was talking to her! Lucy had never been
so shocked in her life, what was going on? The fish carried on talking “My name
is Goldie, I can give you three wishes if you promise to throw me back in the sea
afterwards.” Lucy was in shock but she managed to speak “Alright, I promise”.
“Okay your wish is my command, what’s the first wish?”
Lucy thought hard. “I wish for a cow please. My Grandma worries so much
about feeding us and this would mean we always had milk to drink”
“A cow? A strange wish but I will grant it. Next wish?” said the fish from Lucy’s
bucket.
This wish was easier, “For my second wish, please can I have a tail like you
have. I would love to see what it’s like to swim deep in the sea.”
“Woah, that’s a pretty good one” called the golden fish from down below.
“Easy. I can grant this one straight away.”
“But wait….” But before Lucy could finish, she felt her legs tingling. When she
looked down she could not believe her legs, they were disappearing and instead
she had a sparkly, green fish tail. She was a mermaid! She dived right into the
colourful, dazzling, bright sea, followed by her new friend, Goldie, the magical ,
golden fish.
It felt amazing, flipping her new tail and diving deep into the ocean. She
wanted to stay here forever. It was beautiful, Lucy swam past hundreds of
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rainbow coloured fish, snappy crabs on the sea bed, she had never seen such
colours and sparkles. She swam fast, up and down, round in circles with all the
new friends she had met in the sea. After a long time, Lucy remembered about
her Grandma and Martha who would be wondering where she had got to. She
needed to get home, but how?
Suddenly, she just remembered her one last wish. She would need this to get
her legs back and get home, but where was Goldie? Lucy started to panic, how
had she lost him? She started to search, swimming this way and that way. She
shouted out for him and from behind a giant shell he appeared.
“Woah, what’s the panic, Lucy?” said Goldie calmly.
“I need my legs back, my family will be worrying about me” cried Lucy.
“Alright third wish granted, get ready to get back on the beach”
As quick as a flash Lucy was back on the beach with her empty net and bucket.
She was just in time as just then Martha came running down to the shore
shouting for her.
“Lucy, Lucy, where on earth have you been? It’s time for tea, Grandma has
been shouting for you. Guess what, there’s a cow in the garden….oh and why is
your hair all wet Lucy?”
Lucy smirked and shrugged her shoulders and said “You wouldn’t believe me
if I told you, anyway lets go for tea”
As they skipped off up the beach and home to Grandma, Lucy peeped over
her shoulder at the bright blue sea. Would she ever meet Goldie again?
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My Grandma’s Dementia
By Olivia Katie Bostoff
My grandma is in a muddle
So I give her a cuddle
She struggles to remember stuff
And that might be really tough
We have to give her care
Like a big cuddly bear
In the middle of the night
She wakes up with a fright
It’s hard for her to remember
If it is January or December
We remind her to take her pill
So she doesn’t get more ill
She gets confused every day
And can’t remember what we say
She doesn’t know what to do
Because she hasn’t got a clue
My grandma repeats everything she says
Because she is bored and wants to play
In her brain she cannot tell
So we have to make sure she is well.
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November Night Countdown
By Sophia Eschenbach
Ten fat sausages sizzling in the fire,
Nine fiery flames reaching ever higher,
Eight jumping jacks leaping on the ground,
Seven golden coins lying in the dark,
Six white mountains shining across the park,
Five red balls whisking across the fire,
Four bright sparklers springing on the gate,
Three statues next to the fire,
Two proud cats staring at the children,
One lonely guy roasting in the flames!
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The Plastic Misadventure
By Sophie Filobbos
There lived a boy who was extremely spoilt. His Mum drove him to a local
sweet store every Saturday, and he bundled in. He swung the door open, and
the bell rang loudly. Ting! Ting! He stared at the shelves of chocolate, stacked up
high. This boy was very greedy and he bought fistfuls of chocolate bars stuffing
them into a plastic bag. He tossed several coins in the direction of the nice grey,
old lady sat at the cash register and bounded out of the shop. The impolite,
rather large boy scoffed the sweets and thoughtlessly dropped the bag onto
the pavement.
The plastic bag flew across houses, offices and towns, twirling, swirling and
whirling in the air. The wind settled and the bag rested on a deckchair, by
the sea. The wind was calm and the plastic bag gently fluttered like a spring
butterfly. It would float for hundreds and hundreds of miles, with no control of
its destination.
A long way away in the Indian Ocean, a beautiful turtle, who was to be called
Star was being born. Crack! Out of the shiny, glimmering white egg, she hatched.
Crraaaack! Out her new siblings came. She set off for the salty, deep blue water
with her sisters. She too would travel for hundreds of miles. Star’s sisters were
called Stella, Heather, Sophia and Jasmine. They would glide together in the
most turbulent of waves and the calmest of currents, but one day a thunderous,
violent storm came and somehow Star got lost. “Stella. Sophia. Heather.
Jasmine. Anybody. Help, HELP!” she cried out, warily. “Where are you?” She
would frantically swim for days looking for them, but without success - they
were somewhere else within the vast ocean, far away.
Years later, Star had become the most beautiful, independent, fully-grown
turtle. She still looked for her long-lost family, but with each day that passed
they became an increasingly distant memory. On the horizon she could see
an object blowing towards her. Gazing away from it, she saw the sun, a fiery
yellow ball in the sky and the sea, an endless, clear blue ocean home. Suddenly
something came over her and gripped her tightly. A shark? A whale? Who knew,
but she was struggling under its control. Her breathing and movement became
panicked and frantic. Would she suffocate? Star thought of her sisters, who had
been so kind to her. Right now they would be trying to get to dry land to lay eggs.
Outside the monster that had trapped her came a voice. “Who are you?” it
questioned. “Do you need help?”
“Yes,” Star replied meekly. “Could you get this thing off me?”
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The unknown helpers removed the soulless plastic bag that enveloped Star.
She gulped the air, then looked at her heroic rescuers. She vaguely recognised
them – could it be true? Yes it was her sisters Stella and Sophia! “ Star!” the two
sisters squealed loudly in delight.
“I thought you had gone!” exclaimed Star.
“Lets get back to the beach and lay our eggs,” suggested Sophia, reassuringly.
Together the sisters swam back to their birthplace, elated at their family reunion.
Back to the destructive plastic bag. It had managed to effortlessly drift into a
tidy nest a bird had carefully made - a shy, snowy white albatross who was sat
on her only precious, life giving egg. The plastic bag would outlive the greedy
boy, turtles and albatrosses.
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The Swirl in the Sky
By Sophia Schlenzka
Once upon a time there lived a nine year old girl called Rosie. Her father Mark
was an astronaut. One evening, Rosie could not fall asleep. She looked out of
the window and saw a bright glittery turquoise swirl in the night sky. She went to
her dad’s bedroom and said “Dad, do you know what the swirl in the sky is?” Her
dad did not know but asked Rosie if they should take the rocket and explore.
They flew for fifty minutes and landed on a small green planet. They saw a big
swarm of aliens which were all pointing to their spaceship that made the bright
glittery turquoise swirl. Rosie did not know what to do but her dad said that he
had a spare repair kit. So they both started to mend the spaceship. Half-way
through the repair they found out that the bright glittery turquoise swirl was
an SOS signal. The aliens all jumped up and down once their spaceship was
repaired. They waved goodbye and disappeared into the night sky.
Weeks later on one evening Rosie could not fall asleep and looked out of the
window. In the very distance of the clear night sky she saw a bright glittery red
swirl of a heart shape. Then a little sound wave arrived saying “thank you”. Every
night when Rosie could not sleep she looked for her alien friends in space. And
maybe one night you will see a bright glittery swirl too.
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The Snow Leopard
By Robyn Blunden
There is a place high in the mountains where the Snow Leopard watches over
his realm, the magical place where there is no boundary between earth and
sky. A place where there is always snow falling in a heavy blanket and ibex roam
freely under the stars. Down in the valley stands a small village inhabited by
people young and old, protected by the mighty Snow Leopard. All is silent apart
from the soft wailing of the wind and the beating wings of the mighty eagle.
Peaceful. Perfect.
From the beginning of time the powerful Snow Leopard has been the guardian
of this magical place. Eyes like pools of blue ice, a heart like gold. Ears that
hear everything, powerful paws gripping onto the cliff face as he makes his slow
descent down into the valley. His face is weather-beaten but shows no sign of
his great age. Generation after generation has passed under his watchful gaze
for he has set his heart on this humble village and will never leave it. Silently
he moves down, never stumbling as he has done this many times before. He
is welcomed by the villagers as they know he protects them with his mighty
strength.
Sadly though, as the years passed, the Snow Leopard began to weaken, his
spirit began to break and he began to limp. His muscles stiffened, his eyes lost
their shine and his fur started to turn grey. Knowing his time was almost up, he
stumbled down into the valley as fast as his old withered legs could carry him
and searched for the village. Once on a previous visit he had glimpsed a young
girl through a window and now he was determined to find her again. But soon
he left the village empty handed and he decided to enter her dreams.
The very next day she came to the cave, but following her arrival were screams,
cries and worst of all … gunfire! The Snow Leopard rushed to the cave entrance
and stared down into a valley – now full of destruction. Thundering into the
valley were men, not the calm gentle creatures from the realm, these were
beasts that did not care if their flaming arrows contacted with earth or flesh.
Melting the snow, showing no regret of the beautiful place they were heartlessly
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ruining, they charged on, on horses that were clearly ashamed of their actions,
into the realm. As they did so, they stole what little the villagers had. All the while
the Snow Leopard and the girl looked on, feeling as if they had failed the village.
The Snow Leopard was first to move, spilling snow in his wake, followed by the
girl who was already beginning to understand her role as the next guardian. Into
the valley they sped, calling out a song that would call all the Snow Leopards
to save their home. The Snow Leopard halted, waiting. For a moment, nothing
happened. Then there was a rumbling and over the mountains came walls of
grey and white, rushing into the valley and filling it like water in a bowl. Then, the
battle of the leopards began. Tooth and claw met sword and shield driving the
soldiers out of the valley.
But that was not the end. The Snow Leopard and the girl spent months
together, getting to know each other until The Snow Leopard decided that the
time had come to pass on leadership to her. So one day he took her face in his
paws and stared deep into her eyes, and as soon as she looked she became
entranced and couldn’t look away. All at once she felt she was an eagle high in
the sky and snow falling from heaven. As she looked she felt herself changing;
tooth, claw, muscle and bone into a leopard and the next guardian.
That night they said a long, sad farewell and the old Snow Leopard leapt
to the stars. And to this day the New Leopard protects the village high in the
mountains.
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The Lazy Farmer
By Isobel Pitney
Many, many years ago in Ireland, there lived a farmer who had everything
he could possibly want. His wife was beautiful, clever and brave. He had three
children, one boy and two girls who were all intelligent and well behaved.
His farm was large and fertile. There was only one problem. He could not be
bothered to work.
One stormy night, there was a knock at the farmhouse door. Outside was an
old woman who was soaked through. “May I have shelter for the night?” she
begged. Because the farmer had been too lazy to move, his wife had answered
the door.
“Of course,” she replied.
The next morning, as she left, the old woman said, “In return for your kindness
I will grant you one wish.” The farmer instantly sat up and answered. “I wish for
someone to do all of my work.”
In a flash of light, a giant appeared. “You should be careful what you wish for,”
warned the old hag. “If you do not give him enough work to do he will eat you!”
With that she disappeared in a puff of smoke.
Straight away the farmer sent the giant to plough his fields. Thinking that
this job would keep him busy until night came, so he went indoors to have his
breakfast. His wife was just bringing him his first cup of tea when the door burst
open violently and the giant stormed in like a hurricane. “I have finished. Give
me more work or I will eat you!” he threatened.
The farmer dropped his tea cup and his mouth gaped open. “OK,” he gasped,
“Now you can water all my crops.” The giant stomped off and the farmer smiled
once again feeling sure he would have a day of peace and quiet.
Ten minutes later, the farmer was just about to eat his toast when the giant
retuned again, bursting through the door so forcefully that the hinges shattered
and pinged against the farmhouse walls like bullets. The farmer choked on his
toast. “Unless you have another job for me, I will eat you,” boomed the giant.
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This time the farmer sent the giant to milk his cows, but, yet again, the giant
returned before the farmer had finished his breakfast. Alarmed, the farmer
realised there were no more jobs for the giant to do. He stammered, “W-w-wwhy don’t you have a rest and join me for breakfast?” Furious, the giant replied,
“I’m going to HAVE you for breakfast!”
At this moment, the farmer’s wife, who had been watching the morning events,
walked over to the giant, reached up as far as she could and patted him on the
knee. “I have a job for you,” she said sweetly. “Please straighten our piglets’ tails.”
Satisfied, the giant marched out of the house and headed towards the pigsty.
“Dear wife, that won’t take him long,” maned the farmer.
“Just you wait and see,” the wise wife replied with a smile.
She took her husband’s hand and lead him to where the giant was working.
No sooner did he uncurl one piglet’s tail and turn to the next, but the first piglet’s
tail curled straight back into its original shape. The giant was doomed to never
finish this impossible task.
The farmer congratulated his wife on her quick-thinking and realised what a
lazy fool he had been. He flashed-back to the old hag’s warning, “be careful what
you wish for.”
From that day onwards, the farmer vowed never to be lazy again and for
the rest of his life rose early and worked hard on his farm every day, smiling
whenever he passed the giant in the pigsty.
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The Hex
By Amy Landy Freitas
Finally, it’s finished!” Dad exclaimed.
“What’s finished Dad?” I asked.
“De-Alfie, my son, the Hex of course!”
Dad led me to a dim, damp room. In the middle, there was an enormous grey
hexagon with a blue and purple lightning storm, swirling inside it. He put on his
lab coat, while I put on mine. Our appearances were very similar, we both had
toffee skin and chestnut eyes. However, unlike me, he was bald with a small
goatee on his chin. “De-Alfie Barnaby Zinc,” my Dad only ever used my full name
when announcing something important, “This is the Hex!”
“What does it do?”
“Well, it’s a time machine that can take you anywhere, but it doesn’t tell you
where you are. I haven’t quite finished that part yet. Let me call your sister, so
she can see it too.”
As my Dad was busy calling my sister, I examined the shelves in the room, a
large pole with a Khopesh attached at either end, caught my attention.
“She’ll come here in a bit,” he said, feeling slightly disappointed. A spanner
fell on the edible lava project, causing it to erupt, pushing my father into the
hexagonal portal. It spread rapidly, causing me to hit my head and fall into a
deep sleep.
“De-Alfie, wake up!” It was my younger sister Saphie. She looked nothing like
me, with her blonde hair, blue eyes and peachy complexion. “It’s about time,
sleeping beauty, you were out cold for ages.”
I was trying to remember what happened. “What-What. How did you-”
“Get in?” she replied, “Easy, Dad always leaves a spare key under the mat.
Where is he?”
My memories began to flood back into my head. “He, he fell inside the Hex,” I
stuttered while pointing towards it.
“Cool.”
It smelt like Egyptian perfume, unlike before.
“So, what now?” Saphie asked, interrupting my thoughts.
“We’re going to find our father,” I declared, taking the Khopesh. Saphie and I
ran into the portal, blinding our eyes with a white flash.
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We appeared to be in an extremely hot and sandy place that looked familiar.
“We are in Egypt Saphie!” I yelled with excitement, whilst climbing up a sand
dune. We could see colossal pyramids and the Sphinx in the distance.
I had only just realised that we were wearing different clothing than before.
Saphie had a white, Egyptian dress and sandals. Gold ornamented her body,
making her look like a star blazing in the night sky. I looked down towards my kilt
and sandals, feeling my heavy neckpiece hang around my neck.
A man that wore something similar, but with a large double crown and outlined
eyes, carried a crook and a flail. Turning towards me he said, “Amenhotep, your
throne is waiting.” Before I could say a word, he grabbed me and Saphie’s hand,
dragging us to the Egyptian palace.
I sat on a gold throne, while a double crown was placed on my head and a flail
in my hand. I could see Saphie in the corner of the room, looking exceptionally
worried. As the sun stooped further down the sky, the guards by my side took
me to my bedchamber, where I sat quietly, contemplating my next move.
There was a knock on the door, that opened, revealing Saphie looking nervous
and suspicious. She walked towards my bed cautiously, as if we were being
watched. Without saying a word, she pointed towards the window and I looked
down. The river Nile flowed below me, which was something I hadn’t noticed
before. Saphie took my hand once again, as we climbed onto the window sill.
In a matter of seconds, we splashed into the murky water, letting the current
drag us away.
My eyes opened as the sun shone brightly above me. My sister was by my side
looking exhausted, but we had to keep moving to find our father.
“Wake up sleeping beauty, we’re on a mission, remember.”
She stared at me with her icy eyes, sending chills down my spine. She was
always in a bad mood before noon. Taking her hand, we walked through the
vast desert, in hope of finding a nearby town.
We came across a large cave and by its side, laid a corpse; it was my father,
with milky white eyes! Piercing red eyes, glared from inside the cave and all I
could think of was a question, were those eyes the cause of my father’s death?
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My Life
By Alannah Edward
For most of my life,
I truly believed, I was here to help somebody else,
But now it’s so clear it was an excuse,
To avoid living life for myself.
To bear with the tragedies,
To survive the hardest times,
To face those moments filled with pain,
And I still manage to be kind.
But there’s something I’ve learned through the wisdom of age,
A truth about all of our lives,
And that is no matter what path we take,
In the end we all just want to survive.
To learn while still a child,
What this life is meant to be,
To know it goes beyond myself,
It’s so much more than me.
To fight for those who can’t,
To always share my light,
With those who wonder in the dark,
To love with all my might.
To try to understand the ones
That no one cares to know,
And make them feel some value
When the world has let them go.
To live a life of decency,
To share my heart and soul,
To always say I’m sorry,
When I’ve harmed both friend and foe.
To be an anchor, strong and true,
That person loyal to the end,
To be a constant source of hope,
To my family and friends.
To me that’s what this life should be,
To me that’s what it’s for,
To take what god has given me,
And make it so much more.
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Moonlight
By Angel Boateng
There once was a child, shy and meek,
A noise came from her window and she took a little peek
As she gazed out she gasped in delight,
For she had just seen the most wonderful sight
The moonlight was dancing in the misty night air,
It swirled through the wind with absolutely no care
It shimmered and glimmered and sparkled and glowed,
There was happiness tonight it easily showed
The moonlight is owned by the dreams of the night,
The happiness of people gives it its might
Wrapped up in your bed on a cold night in December,
Dreams may seem distant but they’re memories to remember
Every night the girl would see,
The moonlight dancing wild and free
Maybe one day you will watch the moonlight
and you will see the most wonderful sight.
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Billy and the Time Machine
By Barnaby Mansour
One cold night Billy lay awake on his bed listening to his Dad clanking
around. He had been in his shed all night trying to do another one of his crazy
experiments.
Suddenly the clanking stopped. Billy went to the window and looked out. His
Dad was shouting for him to come down. So, he went to his bedroom door,
intending to go down the stairs, when his Dad shouted, “Not the stairs I blew
them up earlier! Robotics Automatic (R.A.) will extend his arms and carry you
down. Go to the window and he will be waiting.”
Billy did what he was told, although he didn’t know what could be so important
that he needed to get out of bed in the middle of the night, and go through his
bedroom window.
When he was down, R.A and his Dad led him to the shed. Inside there was a
strange looking machine. Billy wondered what it was for when his Dad said, “It’s
a time machine, brilliant eh?”
Billy was amazed, it was so cool! “Well let’s go, shall we?” Dad said.
“Where?” Billy said, still dazed from the seeing the stairs destroyed, climbing
through his bedroom window in the middle of the night and now a TIME
MACHINE!
“To the age of the dinosaurs! We are going time travelling son!” and he held
out his hand for Billy to join him.
As Billy stepped into the time machine his Dad turned around, closed the
door and pressed some buttons. The time machine started throbbing and
making strange noises, then it stopped.
Dad opened the door and Billy saw some amazing things. There were
dinosaurs strolling around.
There was an egg in a box. What was that? Billy thought. Then Dad said as
if reading Billy’s mind. “That’s a Nundasuchus egg, they make excellent riding
dinosaurs.” “But its just an egg” Billy said puzzled. “Nundasuchus grow very fast”
Dad exclaimed.
‘The real reason we are here” Dad said, “is so we can save the dinosaurs from
extinction!” Billy was shocked. He didn’t know that his Dad wanted the dinosaurs
to still be alive.
Actually thinking about it, his Dad did talk a lot about wanting the dinosaurs to
be alive, he had just never really believed that he actually meant it. Sometimes
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saying things like “if only the dinosaurs were here we wouldn’t have to use
cars, we could just ride on them. If only the dinosaurs were here we wouldn’t
need cranes we could use an Argentinosaurus to move large building material
around, the Sauropods to lift heavy things. It would be much better for the
environment.” Dad was always trying to think of ways to save the planet!
“So Dad what’s the plan?” Billy asked impatiently (He had school in the morning
and a maths test that he couldn’t miss. He didn’t think Ms Reen would believe
him if he told her he was saving the dinosaurs).
“I’m going to use RA who is programmed to obey all commands and I put
a laser on him when he was invented just in case. And this is the just in case!
RA will now lock his lasers on to the meteorite (which will be appearing in 10
minutes). This will enable RA to shrink it so that when it hits the ground it will be
no bigger than a pebble, and won’t destroy the dinosaurs, well that’s the plan.”
“Here we go, you can see the meteorite now”. “RA commence fire” Dad
shouted. He missed. Dad ran towards Billy “quick jump in the time machine” he
yelled!
As Billy jumped into the machine and his Dad closed the door he looked down
and realised that he had brought the egg in the box. He quickly put it under his
jumper and hoped that Dad wouldn’t notice. When they got home he rushed
to his room, and pushed the box under his bed, he jumped in and fell asleep.
In the morning Billy rushed to school and almost forget about the night’s
activities. When he got home from school he rushed to his room and looked
under his bed, only to see that the egg was open. Oh no, if Dad sees the empty
shell, Billy’s in BIG trouble…
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Gory Gumball – The Crazy Magician
Casper Hipperson
One day Mr. Richards woke up and started to make breakfast and just then
he saw a strange face in the microwave, he jumped with fright. Then the face
said, “Good morning James.” “How do you know my name?” asked James. “I’m a
wizard,” said the face.
Then there was a creaking sound coming from the stairs. It was Lena, Mr. and
Mrs. Richard’s oldest child, Sam the youngest and their mother, Emily.
“I’ve just seen a face covered in blood when I looked in the mirror!” said Emily.
“I saw Teddy (the family dog) running up the stairs barking really loudly,” said
Lena.
“I haven’t seen anything, I’ve only just woken up,” said Sam.
Mr. Richard told the others what he had seen. They all looked at each other in
shock. Suddenly the microwave pinged and the door sprung open. The wizard
jumped out.
“Have you seen a man covered in blood?” he asked.
“No but I’ve seen a blood covered face in the bathroom mirror,” said Emily.
“I knew it, that’s Gory Gumball the crazy magician. His latest trick went
wrong. He is embarrassed so he is trying to scare everyone to make himself
feel better.”
“There he goes!” Sam exclaimed, as Gory Gumball ran through the kitchen,
pinching a piece of toast as he went by, then ran out of the front door laughing
hysterically. They all jumped with fright, as Teddy came running like a rocket,
barking ferociously. He ran through the open door in hot pursuit of Gory
Gumball. He caught up with his target and stared at him with red, laser eyes
that stopped him dead in his tracks. At this point, the magician vanished in a
puff of smoke.
“Oh no!” shouted the wizard, “Look at that squealing pig over there! Quick
everyone, help me catch him, that’s Gory Gumball. The last time he disappeared
he came back as a pig. I need to catch him to cast a spell to change him back to
Gory and then he will be a nice magician again and stop scaring people.”
Everyone sprung into action, chasing the crazy pig all over the garden and
then all over the house and all around the garden again. Finally, Sam made a
spectacular dive and caught him. The wizard pointed his wand at the wriggling
pig.
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“Piggery jiggery
Bring back Gumball
All will be forgiven
If he stands tall!”
All of a sudden, they were immersed in a thick blanket of fog. No-one could
see a thing. After a couple of minutes there was a piercing sound and the figure
emerged from the fog and as he did so the fog disappeared as quickly as he
had arrived.
Gory Gumball stood tall. “I’m so dreadfully sorry for frightening you all and
interrupting your morning and breakfast. Please accept my humble apologies.”
“There is no need to apologise, that was the most fun I have had after waking
up, EVER,” said Sam. Everyone burst out laughing in agreement. Emily said, “We
accept your apology. Please have some breakfast with us.”
“Allow me,” said the wizard. He made some strange shapes in the air with his
wand. The cupboard doors flung open and the plates, glasses and cups flew
out and landed on the dining table! Everyone looked amazed and stood with
their mouths gaping open. The cutlery drawer opened and the knives and forks
danced through the air and landed safely next to the plates. There was another
puff of smoke and when everyone looked at the table again, the plates all had a
full English breakfast on them. The glasses were full of juice and the cups were
full of tea. Everyone sat down and laughed at the morning’s events.
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The Watchmaker’s Daughter
By Ingrid Caudill-Trafí
Once upon a time there was a watchmaker who was very crafty and knew
many ways to tell the time. He could tell the time by feeling the temperature,
measuring the position of the sun, looking at the tides, noticing the inclination
of the shadows, and staring at the stars. The watchmaker had a little girl, whom
he loved to pieces, and he wanted nothing more than for her to grow up to be
a woman of principles.
One night looking at the sky, the little girl entertained a curious musing. “I
think the stars are the makers of time”. The morning after, she asked Coyote,
an animal friend that she had since she was very young, if he would go and
get her a star. Nobody knows how but, a few days later, Coyote came back
with a beautiful star in his jaws. Many believe that coyotes are very smart and
tricky creatures that like to surprise humans. As she was looking at the precious
object, the girl came to an astonishing discovery: “Stars are made of horns and
pearls”, she sighed with awe. Coyote and the girl liked the star so much that they
schemed a plan to replace all the stars in the infinite sky. They went to Wilco
and got cheap fairy lights. Coyote worked really hard to get all the stars and
substitute them for these fake lamps. The little girl and Coyote filled boxes and
boxes with pearls and horns, thinking that they will eventually utilise them for
some art project that would be eternal, because ‘stars are the makers of time’.
They also hung some of the stars on the trees in a forest that surrounded their
house, maybe you do not know this: coyotes can climb trees.
As all this happened, the watchmaker realised that many stars were in the
wrong place, and they were not twinkling. Remember, watchmakers can tell the
time in many different ways. He wondered, “How this had come to happen?”.
But the watchmaker was aware that he had a very imaginative daughter and
a very tricky coyote living with him. When those two worked together, strange
things could happen. The watchmaker kept a watchful eye on the girl. He began
to notice that she and Coyote had frequent playdates under her bed. One day,
when the two friends went out for a walk, the watchmaker checked under the
bed and found all the stars dismantled inside boxes.
Because the watchmaker was a man with a lot of experience repairing broken
things, he carefully put back together the stars. It took many days. The girl
observed her father, painfully working, with a sense of guilt. Coyote stood out of
the watchmaker’s sight for many weeks after this event. He didn’t climb a tree or
play a trick in a whole year!
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Eventually, the watchmaker was able to hang the stars back in the sky. After
realising how much trouble she had caused, the little girl composed a song
titled ‘Nothing that is cheap can replace something that is precious’. For many
nights, she sang it to her father as they roasted s’mores in the fireplace. The
watchmaker looked tenderly at his daughter, happy that the little girl had
learned a lesson.
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A Battle: Two for One
By Isadora Vargas Mafort
Shining brightly, rays of sunlight illuminated two neighbouring rival islands. The
yellow sky tinged with pink, mountains and plants grew as morning approached.
There was never such a beautiful sight. Creating a melody, blue-tits whistled
in the first island called Violetopiet, whilst magpies tweeted a symphony in
Eldermalower.
As six o’clock loomed near, the rulers of each land woke up; their names were
Indigo Iris and King Minty. Swishing her ash blonde hair, Indigo’s violet eyes
stared out of the window, admiring the purple grounds of her territory. King
Minty did not wake up so differently. He patted his ‘genius’ beard and looked
upon his many acres of fertile and magical elderflower fields on his very own
Eldermalower Kingdom. Strangely, both islands had one edge that was shaped
like eager waves, anxious to crash, or maybe to meet. A view from above would
remind one of lost puzzle pieces.
Swords were being sharpened, steel polished. There would be a battle – a
battle for power and strength.
Muttering words of confidence, Indigo threw on her silver dress and
purple flower choker, grabbing her amethyst trident, every gesture proud.
Controversially, King Minty admired the sunrise to tackle his anxiety whilst his
emerald spear was brought to him. Each coven of inhabitants set off to meet at
their borders.
Approaching each other, the leaders bellowed their words of desire. “Hello
brother. I crave your elderflower to cure every existing illness, and I will get
it,” Indigo exclaimed. “Hello sister. I long for your violets, so I can bring light to
every dark corner. Shall we begin?” Minty shouted, leading on Indigo’s nod of
agreement. They threw their weapons marking the dawn of the conflict.
Arrows soared across the sky, swords pierced the air, trails of lilac and
shamrock blood painted the ground. Yet no-one gave up, no-one surrendered.
Flags emblazoned with the colours and symbols of each tribe waved (a purple
eagle for Violetopiet and a green squirrel for Eldermalower). Hair fluttered in
the feral breeze, shattered objects and destroyed plants sat like patient visitors,
waiting for the quarry to end. Still, no backs were hunched, though tears were
shed. No fight was ever as fierce. Shouting. Laughing. Smiling. Weeping. Harming
both emotional and physical aspects of a being. However, as the war raged on,
the leaders stood as vigorous as ever, sources at their side.
Hours swiftly crept by and an unexpected event occurred. All of a sudden
darkness descended, engulfing each and every warrior. Mist shrouded the
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ground, like the calling of a storm, as what was thought to be a star, twinkling like
a diamond on a black velvet curtain, grew bigger and bigger. In the blink of an
eye, that star had become an elegant enchantress made of light. Her soothing
smile thawed the hearts of the counterparts. “Dear people, why do this? Why do
you fight? Every man, every woman has a dream. However, is war the answer?
No. We are all powerful alone, but together we can defy gravity, live in the ocean
and make the world a better place. Please, Indigo Iris and King Minty, create a
chain of love and remember the reign of your beloved parents before they left
this world. Unite,” she spoke. With these words of peace, she vanished into the
universe.
Both Indigo Iris and King Minty knew what they had to do. After reflecting on
their past actions, they drew to a conclusion: the islands had to come together;
like they were many years ago. Before tragedy struck and the empire collapsed
and became two. Luckily, the formula for unity was not abandoned, it still blazed
like a fire in the mind. The enchantress was right. Why live in hate when you
can live together, with love and conquer shared dreams? Therefore, the two
sibling rulers decided to commit the formula. Stretching their arms across the
stream that separated them, they held hands and whispered the words ‘Unity
of emerald and amethyst’ with all their heart and will. Instantly, the two islands
shook gently and slowly rejoined, creating one. Together, they would defy
gravity, live in the ocean and do more good deeds than they would have done
alone. They would raise, phoenixes from the ashes.
Once upon a time, there was Violetopiet and Eldermalower, two rival islands.
Now, there is only Viodermalopiet, one peaceful and very joyful island, spreading
light to every dark corner. After all, alone you can do well, but together you can
do better.
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The Boy with Long Hair
By Euan Wright
As his golden hair grew longer and longer and longer,
His confidence grew stronger and stronger and stronger.
Passers-by complimented Mum on her beautiful daughter,
Yet still, he resisted Dad’s pleas to have it cut shorter.
Dragged to the barbers he sobbed when he saw
The tumble of shining curls on the floor,
He dared to be different, he doesn’t care what people say,
He’s not a sheep he’ll choose his own way
To be shorn again, never.
He grew his hair longer than ever.
Ha Dad.
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Wicked Young Writer
By Jessica Shonowo
Wacky ideas,
Impossible to satisfy and
Creative imaginations,
Knights in shining armour,
Everlasting love,
Daring and shy character.
Young people’s chance to shine,
Overflowing ideas,
Uncontrollable thoughts,
Non-fiction and fiction,
Girls and boys can both join.
Witches, Wizards, Fairies and Dragons,
Reality mixed with fiction;
Imaginations put to good use,
Thinking of:
Ends, beginnings, middles,
Resolutions, problems and
Solving mysteries.
Awards to be won,
Winning is not a piece of cake,
And they all lived happily ever after
Remember the upper limit of 750 words,
Doubt and determination,
Sorrows and happiness.
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Doyouthinkhesawus – The Great Dino Detective
By James Sage
On Monday morning Doyouthinkhesawus, the Great Dino Detective was
talking to his best friend and colleague, Sherifatus, about a terrible crime that
had happened during the weekend. He told Sherifatus how the two naughty
Velociraptors called Delta and Charlie who lived on the other side of town had
stolen Cera, the old Triceratops’s jewellery.
It was Sunday afternoon, and Cera was having an afternoon nap when she
heard a noise in the kitchen. She struggled to get up from her armchair and
when she did she went to see what the noise was. When she got in the kitchen,
she saw that the back door was open, and the biscuit tin had been emptied. She
froze in shock! As the biscuit tin was where she kept all her jewellery! It was now
gone, and she couldn’t stop crying.
Cera called the police station and told the Great Dino Detective,
Doyouthinkhesawus, who was on duty what had happened. The detective raced
round to Cera’s house and started to investigate. He found dirty footprints on
the kitchen floor and knew straight away who had committed this crime.
He left Cera drinking a nice sweet cup of tea to help her relax after the terrible
shock of being robbed, and went straight to the other side of town, where the
two rascals who he thought had committed this terrible crime would be. He was
right, as when he got to the park on the other side of town he found Delta and
Charlie racing around on their bikes wearing sparkling jewellery!
Doyouthinkhesawus decided to catch Delta and Charlie by disguising himself.
He put on a trendy coat and hat so that he fitted in with the rest of the dino gang
that were hanging around with Delta and Charlie. He swaggered up to them and
said, “Hey Delta and Charlie you are both under arrest”. He quickly got out two
pairs of handcuffs and snapped the locks shut!
Delta said, “It wasn’t me, it was Charlie’s idea!”
“So why are you wearing Cera’s jewellery?” Detective Doyouthinkhesawus said.
“She made me do it!” Charlie said, “It wasn’t my idea it was Delta’s!”
“Stop blaming each other” said Detective Doyouthinkhesawus. “You are both
coming to spend a night at the police station, I will need to speak to my boss
Sherifatus about what punishment you deserve”.
Delta and Charlie were put in a cell at the police station, whilst Detective
Doyouthinkhesawus returned all of the jewellery to Cera the old Triceratop. She
was extremely grateful and said thank you to Detective Doyouthinkhesawus for
solving the crime so quickly.
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On hearing about how naughty Delta and Charlie had been, Sherifatus decided
that they needed to be taught a lesson, so as punishment he made Delta and
Charlie carry out weekly chores for Cera the old Triceratop. Every Saturday
morning for the next two months, they would have to get Cera’s shopping, cut
her grass and make her a nice cup of tea – and never open the biscuit tin!
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The Cursed Ring of Erebus
By Joshua Martyres
“Aah!” deafening screams could be heard from the home of Mr Harper that
gloomy night, as a dark presence seemed to be wafting through the air of Old
Bedford, Pennsylvania.
Three days later, Mr Harper was found almost dead trembling on his doorstep.
When his neighbour, Mrs Beagle, asked him what had happened, all he said was,
“The ring – it’s cursed – the ring – it’s cursed. Stay away, stay away!” and then
breathed his last breath.
In fear that she and the rest of Pennsylvania were in grave danger, from an
unknown threat, Mrs Beagle immediately called the cops and spoke to Detective
Inspector Evans.
In a flash, they arrived and Inspector Evans dashed straight to the scene of
the “crime”.
“What’s happened here?” he questioned Mrs Beagle.
“Well sir, I myself have no idea,” responded the fearful civilian.
She then continued, “It’s all so dramatic...Mr Harper dying,” she sighed,
“However, when I did ask poor Mr Harper what happened, he responded, ‘the
ring, it’s cursed, stay away!’”
Almost knowing that something supernatural was going on, the brave
Inspector kicked down the door and shouted,
“Reveal yourself, fiend!”
However, nothing was there but a small golden ring engraved with the word
“Erebus”. The Inspector then alerted the Commissioner, who was outside, about
what he had found. Carefully the Commissioner went inside and picked the ring
up and put in his bag.
The next day, determined to find an answer to the mystery, Evans decided to
go to the library to research the ring and Erebus. After a few hours of failing to
find anything to do with the cursed ring, he was about to give up. Suddenly he
noticed a book entitled, “The Cursed Ring of Erebus”.
“Perfect!” the Inspector snapped and quickly started reading aloud,
“Whoever touches the ring will be possessed by the evil Greek deity Erebus
and will be sentenced to die in three days!”
The inquisitive Inspector wanted to discover more about this “deity” and read
on. The book then stated, that Erebus is one of the “children of chaos” from
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Greek Mythology and the most evil. When he offended the king of the gods,
Zeus, by thinking he was more important than him, he was banished to a ring,
now known as “The Cursed Ring of Erebus”. Before he was banished he vowed
to escape and said that he would return to conquer the world. The book then
concluded that no-one has ever found the ring but when they do, Erebus will
destroy humanity as we know it. The only way to stop him is to burn the ring in
the fires of the volcano Nisyros, where it was created.
That’s why Harper died, the Inspector thought. Fortunately, nobody else has...
“No! Commissioner, he touched the ring! I will find the ring and sacrifice my
own life to save humanity!” With that, he drove as fast as he could to the police
station.
When the Inspector arrived, he found the ring but it was too late for the
Commissioner as the curse had made him berserk. With Evans in his sight he
was a new target! In fear of his life, the Inspector ran and ran. Before he could
make it out of town, he was greeted by an angry mob of cops who had touched
the ring also and like the Commissioner were trying to kill him! Swiftly, he jumped
onto his motorbike and rapidly sped off to the airport. With most of the cops in
Old Bedford now cursed, all Inspector Evans wanted was to destroy the ring in
the lava of Nisyros and end the cursed ring’s tale forever!
Soon enough, he arrived at the spot of Nisyros and started the long trek up
the volcano. Happy that he was about to end the curse, all was calm in the
troubled mind of the Inspector. Yet, he was soon to find that it wouldn’t be so
simple and this would be a matter of life and death!
When he reached the top of the volcano a shadowy figure approached him.
“Who are you?” Evans trembled.
“I’m your worst nightmare, Erebus!” the creature hissed. “You actually thought
you could defeat me and end the curse, didn’t you?” it chuckled. “Well...” it
proclaimed, “You’ve failed!” and with that, snatched the ring and pushed Evans
into the lava….
All Evans heard as he sank down deeper was the creature’s ear-piercing cries
and the fact that he had failed the world.
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The Ringmaster
By Marley Brown
Ladies and Gentlemen, boys, and girls,
Welcome to the Circus.
Sit back and enjoy,
Entertainment is our purpose.
When I walk out in the ring,
I want to wow the crowd.
I love to see their smiling faces,
It really makes me proud.
In my top hat and red coat,
I introduce the acts.
They all have amazing tricks,
There’s nothing my show lacks.
The tattooed and the strong man,
Really are outstanding.
But it’s the trapeze artists,
That get your heart pounding.
And then of course there’s me,
Have you guessed yet who I am?
I am the one and only Ringmaster,
The leader of the circus clan.
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Victoria and the Haunted House
By Megan Johnston
It was the witching hour in Germany and a ten year old girl called Victoria was
staring out her bedroom window. Victoria was a smart, short girl with green
eyes and auburn hair. Her mother had always told her no matter what to never
stare out the window at the witching hour, but Victoria was curious about if
witches existed. A couple of minutes later a warty, green face appeared at the
window and swept Victoria away, it couldn’t be, it wouldn’t be but it was… it was
a WITCH!
The witch dumped Victoria in the front garden of a haunted house but the
witch flew on. The haunted house was an ancient shack with green gas coming
out of the door. Victoria slowly opened the creaky door. A chill ran down her
spine. She crept into the house.
The floorboards sounded like they’d been put down a millennium ago. Victoria
decided to explore further, she noticed a staircase and thought that she should
climb it. The staircase creaked like snoring dragons.
When Victoria had crawled up the stairs she peeped through the lock hole
of a room and saw some witches crowding around a cauldron. Then she saw a
portal.
Victoria realised that they were trying to close the portal and heard one of the
witches saying that if you jumped through it, it would take you back to where
you came from.
So Victoria turned the rusty lock, charged in and jumped through the dark,
blue portal. Luckily the witches didn’t follow her.
Two minutes later she found herself in bed, asleep like nothing ever happened.
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Perseus The Titan Slayer
By Nigel Blackmore
Perseus, demigod of the sea and son of Poseidon, is sent by King Peleus to
lead 12 legions of Roman and Greek soldiers to the Olympian front because
the Titan Lord Kronos and the other Titans are awakening from Tartarus. They
were banished there by Zeus after the 2nd war of Gods and Titans. Perseus
and his fresh recruits marched north to meet the battle-hardened demigods in
the Battle of Veterans. The battle was rough and bloody but after they took the
farmhouse, they massacred Titan mercenaries like they would wipe them from
the face of the world. They marched upper north to eliminate the trade routes
and army barracks. His army had suffered minor casualties but they had buffed
up their lines with captured or enslaved soldiers. He was still only a few miles
away from King Peleus’ mighty palace in Athens.
Perseus’ troops continued north with their heads held high because of the
way they slaughtered the enemy. The men were marching through the Valley of
Nightmares when the ever-growing Hydra slithered out of the colossal cavern
and made a foul hissing sound. Perseus and his troops started cursing the
mythical beast in ancient Greek but all that did was just made him angry.
The Hydras’ eyes turned from sea blue to a black illusion of death. It swung
its tail knocking a dozen men into the sky never to be seen again, then he
brutally devoured three heavily armoured guards with his deadly looking heads.
Perseus grabbed the silky reins of his Pegasus and soared straight in front of
the beast. Perseus drew his 60cm sword and cut one of the Hydras’ head. But
immediately, three more grew in its place making it even more deadly. Then,
Perseus had an idea, he thought that if his men can keep the beast at bay he
may be able to land on its back and thrust his celestial bronze sword in its scaly
skin. He flew straight onto the back of the Hydra.
He lifted up his sword but before he jabbed he muttered something under
his breath. Then he made the game-changing move he pushed the blade
straight down the creatures’ back. The Hydra made a high-pitched scream then
dissolved into a golden shadow of dust. The men put their right hand on their
left shoulder and started to chant Perseus’ name. The weary men were in no
form for another fight so they set up camps on the banks of the River Styx.
While Perseus was sleeping he had this awkward dream that Hermes, God of
messages, sent him a scroll about the merciless Titan Typhon had awakened
because of the call of Kronos. He also saw Olympus crumbling brick by brick.
Perseus woke up afraid and weak. He told his troops to make ready for battle
because Olympus was just over the horizon of the Forest of Animals. After a
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three hour walk Perseus found a centaur in mail armour and a Spartan helmet
made from bark and vines. Perseus confronted the general to bring his forces
of satyrs and centaurs. The disapproving general reluctantly agreed and told his
forces to make battle preparations. With help of the Woodland tribe, Perseus
and his troops managed to get to Olympus in just below an hour.
When they arrived it was carnage, troops from all angles were breaking.
Subsequently, Perseus managed to rally some of the men and he sent them
back into battle with his and the Woodland tribes’ soldiers. Perseus drew his
short sword and went inside the temple. There he found the evil Titan Lord
Kronos on his throne made from rotting bones. Two skeletons, who wore tunics
and a belt, attacked Perseus with an axe and a spear but Perseus easily brushed
them aside with his enchanted blade, consequently turning them into golden
dust. Kronos transformed into his real form, an ash and fire figure with horns
on his head he also held a 2 meter long scythe to fit his 7 meter figure. Perseus
slashed at Kronos but he repelled it with a jab. The fighting went on for a few
more minutes until Perseus slashed at Kronos so quickly that he couldn’t block.
Perseus easily cut off Kronos’ head which casted him and the other Titans back
into Tartarus. The battle was won.
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The Cave
By Nurjahaan Valli
Mary slept fitfully. She tossed and turned without ever properly waking up,
and dreams of anxiety came and went as the moon inched its way reluctantly
across the cloudless sky. For the first time in many a night she was woken by
neither the cries of her hungry young son, nor the late arrival of her workaholic
husband.
The previous day had been a long and tiring one. Alfie had been grumpy,
and had refused his milk all afternoon. Only by late evening had he finally given
up and gone to sleep. The heating had broken down in the morning and the
plumber hadn’t answered his phone. On top of that, Rob’s Garage had contacted
her after lunch to explain that the repairs to the car were going to take much
longer than expected; apparently the drive shaft was corroded and the gear box
had to be replaced. Where the money was going to come from she didn’t know.
She had tried to phone Jake at the office for support but had just got through to
his voice mail every time. Her best friend Belinda, to whom she would normally
turn for help, was on holiday.
As she awoke, Mary felt her pillow dig sharply into her neck and she moved
her head to one side to relieve the pain. A sudden shallow scratch appeared on
her left cheek and she sat up with a cry of surprise. Raising her hand to her face,
she dislodged the culprit - a small grain of sand - which fell silently and sulkily to
disappear into the gloom by her hips.
Her bed felt hard – like stone. She put a hand down onto the mattress to
discover that her favourite soft cotton sheets were unexpectedly damp and
strangely unyielding under her exploring fingers. A fraction of a second later
she was wide awake, mind racing, as she realised that she was not in her bed nor even in her bedroom! Her heart drummed a frightened rhythm on her ribs
and the pupils of her lovely eyes widened in a desperate quest to gather light
for her brain. Mary’s right amygdala screamed at her to take action, but what
action? She scrambled to her feet and hit her head hard on a rocky ceiling. Tears
appeared in her eyes but she blinked them angrily away and searched in the
darkness for a landmark.
Over there! A lighter patch of dark – no bigger than a grape! With her left hand
outstretched, and her right hand shielding her bruised head, she bent over at
the waist, crouched as much as comfort would allow, and carefully made her
way towards the light.
To keep her fear at bay, she focused her thoughts on other things: the price of
children’s clothes; the baby aardvark at the zoo – recalling that “It feeds on ants
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and termites.” She remembered the local newspaper report of the man who
had apparently gone missing “without trace” from his seaside holiday home last
week and that her husband was particularly fond of cheesecake.
Soon, the light had become the size of a football, and then large enough for
her to see more clearly and allow her speed to increase.
After some minutes, she looked behind her and saw that the light at the
entrance had dwindled to the size of a peanut. Using the torch on her phone
to speed her progress and protect her aching body from the harsh rock,
she continued down the ever-narrowing tunnel. Over the last few minutes,
her feelings of optimism had been gradually fading as the space around her
diminished.
Surely this was impossible. How had she got here? What was going on? Her
brain ached as she fought back the panic. Her neurons fired like an artillery
barrage. Fight, flight or freeze!? None of them were an option and she knew
it. She forced herself to remain calm, turned around and began reciting prime
numbers to help her remain in control. She began to retrace her steps.
When she was at last reunited with the daylight, she once more poked her
head out into the abyss and reassessed her limited options. Far below, she
thought she could make out a yellow excavator approaching a little bridge
across the river, but it was too far away to help her. She turned her back to the
sun, slid her left foot out of the cave and placed it into a small hole.
She began to climb.
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Beyond Our Wall
By Victoria Klimczak
When I wake up, my room is cold. I stretch my hand, seeking Axel’s snug fur,
but sense the discoloured, bone-chilling wood. He must have crept outside to
look for food while I was sleeping, to be honest, I don’t blame him. We’ve been
exhausting our last scraps of food, especially for Axel, and he was probably
starving anyway. None of us get enough food around here; the Renders make
sure of that by stuffing themselves each day.
I force myself up and stare into the grimy mirror opposite my bed. My image
appears before me: a 15 year old teen, with lengthy black hair, misty grey eyes
and a scarred, pale face. I obtain a glance outside, and find Axel whimpering
under our mature apple tree – even that didn’t provide food anymore.
Nonchalantly, I strut down our worn stairs, haul my grandfather’s tattered jacket
over my shoulders, and trod towards Axel. Axel’s my dog, a scruffy dog with a
heart as determined as Alastor Weasley, who’d go to the moon and back to get
what he desired.
Then I’m reminded of the date. January the thirteenth. I check the antique
‘watch,’ I think it’s called, tied around my wrist – 5:44am.
January the thirteenth is a significant day, as annual packages drop at the
city square, exactly at 6am. The loads are metallic green and most can easily fit
into your hand -containing one small whole-wheat roll for each person in the
family – pets included. If the parcel is not collected, your blood’s name will be
demolished from the Renders’ files, and you will be banished beyond our walls,
though why, we don’t know.
This punishment is severe and fatal. The cities surrounding Tokyo are currently
at war with us, wanting all of our resources and materials for themselves, slipping
into the city and pretending to be civilians. Incidents like this caused fifty of the
best troops from Tribe B to be placed around our wall, guarding it. Tribes here
are groups of people with different attributes. Tribes F, A, S and B are the only
Tribes remaining. The bloodshed was terrible, uprisings against the Renders
spread like wildfire, and 22 Tribes were left demolished. My mother gave me a
portion of parchment, every single Tribe, before the war, was written on it – and
the attributes it valued. She made a rhyme for me to remember the Tribes, lucky
enough to not be obliterated: ‘F, A, S and B. Let’s sing together for you and me!
F is forgiving and the first to trust. B is brave, and the strongest – that’s a must!
S is smart, wise and knowledgeable; A is artistic, creative so know we’re no fool!
Now you, know them all!’
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I wish I could go back to those days, when rebellion was the last thing on
everyone’s mind, and my parents were still here. I remember her voice, “I love
you Ashley, never forget that.”
I snap out of my stupor, grip Axel by the waist and pick him up. He’s awfully
slender, especially for a German Shepherd. Once I arrive in the house – or what
used to be a house – I place Axel down. I’m drenched. I shove off my jacket and
march upstairs to change.
“Master Kington, the dropping is today,” squealed a nervous looking man, he
had rat-like features, and greying jet black hair. He was visibly agitated because
of the solemn shadow trotting around the room. “Yes, I know, P-Pe-Pete-” replied
the plump, pink-faced but genuine man. “Piper,” he replied, rather confidently,
“Sir,” he added hastily on second thoughts.
A knock echoed on the contemporary, frosted glass door. Several tones could
be perceived and the door unlocked. A strict looking woman, with a tightly-fit
black dress roamed into the room.
“Do you know who it is Matthew? We shall banish them at midnight, public
or not?” She said urgently and fluently, like it was the most ordinary thing for
her to be saying. “Um, oh, yes Beatrice. Pete-Piper here has helped me with my
research, and we have a suspect.” He replied, unsure of what to say to such a
stern woman. “Well?” She was starting to sound impatient. Kington understood
that he should get straight to the point, “Ashley Cremia.”
“Cremia?” She scowled at Kington,
impossible. “Her difference, Matthew? There are 12,000 people out there,
what makes her so special?”
“No,” Kington stuttered, “S-Silver b b blood.”
Colour drained from her face, “We wiped them out years ago, how can this
happen?”
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A New Friend
By Zara West
This is the story of how war destroyed my life and belief in people.
It is a very upsetting story, I can’t even remember what happened that well. I
was in bed and I heard my mum calling out to me; it sounded as though she was
in pain and everything was dusty and nothing made sense to me. I quickly ran to
my Mum but when I got there she was gone.
I was so scared I couldn’t even think properly; dust kept falling from the ceiling
and sirens were going off and all the pictures on the wall were in pieces on the
floor. I kept calling to my Mum but there was no answer. I was so worried about
her; she wasn’t very well and if I lost her no-one could look after me. My Dad
is at war with the English and my sister died from scarlet fever two years ago.
Suddenly the house began to shudder and crumble. As soon as I realized
what was happening I ran for my life. I burst into the street, coughing and
wheezing, knowing I was on my own. Germany is at war, it’s terrible, the English
have destroyed our factories, our community and, worst of all, my home. I
started to run.
Whilst I was running I could still hear the bombs going, all that did was make
me run faster. Soon I was far away from my village. It had been raining that day
so the ground was slippery and when I went over this hill there was a whopping
root poking out of the ground. I was so focused on getting far away from the
village I didn’t notice the root so I tripped and I can’t remember much after that
so I guess I fainted.
When I woke up I was soaking wet. I could feel someone breathing on my
face; I was terrified... it could have been a British soldier trying to take me away. I
slowly opened my eyes to see a worried boy staring at me; he had probably run
away from home too.
He had dark hair with hazel brown eyes and his clothes were in rags; they
looked like stripy pyjamas. He was drenched in rain and looked like he hadn’t
had a meal in weeks.
We just stared at each other in fear. I decided I’d try to talk to him; he might
be able to help me. I asked him if he knew where we were but he acted like he
didn’t understand what I was saying. I guessed he was from a different country
but I still tried to talk to him. I asked him where he was from; I could see that he
was trying to understand what I was saying; he started talking back but I couldn’t
understand what he was saying.
Even though I couldn’t understand him I knew he wanted to help me.
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He grabbed my hand and said his name was “Pata” or “Peter” something like
that, I couldn’t really understand. He dragged me to this little hut in the woods
where he was obviously hiding out… and there I stayed. We helped each other,
simple as that.
Peter was so kind. We did everything together. I would prepare the dinner
whilst he got wood from the forest. He told me all about his culture and I told
him about my family. It didn’t matter that we were from different cultures, Peter
had shown me more kindness than I could ever imagine.
One night I was just dozing off to sleep when I heard a blood-curdling scream.
Peter was calling out for help. I raced to see what was going on and I saw Peter
being dragged away by two soldiers. I tried to stop them but they threatened
me with a gun and pushed me back into the hut, cursing and screaming at me.
I couldn’t save my friend and I never saw him again.
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The Dragon King
By Theo Powell
The jungle trees rose high above Iona, reaching for the sky. She had no clue
how she got there. Just a minute ago she was sitting on the sofa reading and
slowly falling asleep, then she was here. But this wasn’t a dream. It was all too
real. Exotic birds tweeted in the branches and twigs snapped as Iona walked.
Without warning, she heard a low growl from behind her. She ran as fast as her
legs would carry her, leaping over logs and ducking under branches. The jungle
seemed to never end!
After what seemed like hours, she saw a huge cobblestone castle spread
across the landscape. Towers rose hundreds of feet tall and, huge, barred doors
were at the entrance. Currently, the doors were wide open and perched on one
of them was a midnight black dragon. It soared up off the door and dived down
into the castle, trying to break open a cage. Inside the cage sat an even bigger
dragon; this one scarlet red.
Iona looked around her and saw a boy walking towards her. He was quite
short and had bright blue eyes. His blonde hair was messy and matted.
“Iona!” he called out, “I need your help”.
“How? What could I do?” Iona asked the boy.
“Whatever you set your mind to do” he replied. “Like freeing the Dragon
King….”
A couple of minutes later he had explained everything to Iona. The dragons
were normally peaceful and respected the Dragon King. However, the castle
people kidnapped the dragon and the boy, Jack, knew that whoever had the
Dragon Ring was the one who could save the Dragon King. He had sent a dragon
to bring him the one with the Dragon Ring.
Iona looked at her finger. She had a ring in the shape of a dragon. Even though
the ring may not be the Dragon Ring, she wanted to help the Dragon King. Iona
ran towards the cage and a green beam of light shone from her ring; the cage
shattered instantly. The Dragon King spread out its wings and Iona thought she
heard, although the dragon’s lips stayed still, him speak.
“You have done me a great favour this day, ring-bearer. Say the words Dragon
King and I will come to your aid. I cannot promise we will not need you again.
But for now, goodbye!”
He soared up into the sky and the black dragon followed. Light swirled around
Iona and she appeared seconds after she had left. She was home. She was safe.
Her life was now a lot more interesting…
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Mushy Peas and Battered Bits
By Freya Hannan-Mills
Edward is waiting.
Edward is waiting to die.
Edward is waiting to die - today.
For one last time he knows that Charlie, his Carer, is going to bundle him up
and carefully - so carefully- wheel him down to the promenade.
Here he will watch other people eat ice creams and make memories that will
stitch into their life, weaving and knotting, tiny layered pictures that will patch
together. Edward has sensed this would be the day. He can’t tell anyone though,
because for the past year as his illness progressed he lost his swallow, then
words and now even the ability to blink his eyes. So, Edward sits frozen as a
china doll, unspeaking, expressionless, only his hands making fluttering delicate
movements. But he can hear and the opera of gulls soaring above harmonise
with soft accents and the distant chords of fairground dodgems.
“Well Edward, are we taking a sip or are we just smelling it?” says Charlie, as he
opens the flask, steaming cocoa vapours filling the air.
Edward taps the side of his mouth and Charlie nods trying to mask his anxiety.
“OK, but small sips. Really slowly. This is risky you know.”
Charlie folds a white cloth carefully under Edward’s chin, he pours a thimbleful
of the steaming drink onto a foam swab and gently presses it onto Edward’s
lips. The thickened liquid coats, staining and glossing. Edward becomes a barely
breathing bisque Jumeau.
“You know it’s going to be soon Edward?”
Edward nods, everything becoming hazier now, the slow drips of drugs
from the syringe driver flooding through his body. His hands open and reveal
a fluttering square of tissue thin air mail paper. For months Edward has
painstakingly added a word or two, and now it quivers in the salty wind. Cradling
Edward’s hands in his, Charlie reads the note, his voice a soothing melodic line.
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“My Mother huddled here, in this weather waiting shelter.
Collar up, in plastic, clammy skinned.
Drips teetering on mascaraed lashes.
Knees warmed with sodden paper wrappers, swaddling chips smothered in gravy.
Together we pressed sharing warmth and battered bits.
This - this is where we came.
Sitting together we mapped a future, traced an arc in damp skies.
And if anywhere should hold our soul, would it not be where we most
deposited our dreams?
With vacuum flasked and sweetened cocoa.
Chip butties.
Fish flaking.
Battered,
Yielding,
Golden coated.
Rain sodden in this iron grotto.”
Edward’s eyes close.
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An Ode to War
By Annie McCrory
I am ever-present
Standing in your shadow
Goading you on.
I have existed since time began
And will live till the end of life itself.
I fuel your anger
Gloat in your fury
And claim the lives of many.
My realm is the battlefield
Where thousands lie in eternal slumber
Warriors and villagers alike
Soldiers and civilians together.
Enemy clutches enemy
Weeping for their stolen youth
As their ruby blood seeps out and pools around them
No longer are they an impassive army
But frightened, weary individuals
Traumatized by the bloodshed surrounding them
Caused by them.
I rise above all
Filling their minds with jealousy and viciousness
And so, as the battle ends, the war begins.
I have reigned supreme since life began
Humans; my brutal enforcers and victims
Remaining vindictive and bloodthirsty
As they always have been.
Now, as the red sun dawns
So does the fresh slaughter.
Even after the losses and fear
The armies still march out
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For sake of a winner.
I am the influencer
The trickster
The apocalypse.
I am the God of War.
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A Ghost Visits
By Ben Howarth
Our tale began on a cold winter’s night. Frost was biting away at the vast,
tinted, limousine-like windows of the company known as PharmaCo. “400%!”
cried a voice from behind the windows. “You strike a hard bargain Mr Fry,”
declared the same puny voice. “Malaria could be cured with a wave of your
hand Dr Drake,” responded the sly, bewitching voice of Mr Fry. As soon as the
blood red ink slowly bled across the life-changing document, Mr Fry’s smug grin
grew menacingly.
Mr Fry proudly entered the elevator after this successful meeting. He was
then met by the streamlined face of his very own private helicopter awaiting his
departure.
“Happy New Year!” shouted the pilot, attempting to be heard over the
deafening noise of whirring razor blades from above. Fry begrudgingly entered
the helicopter with a looming sense of ennui and resentment. Both Mr Fry’s
helicopter and his stocks in his new product were rising rapidly as he glared at
his tablet. A smug grin was forming, as he soaked in every last penny that he
could get his overly chubby fingers on. “Happy New Year,” murmured the obese
business man as he chuckled maniacally to himself.
Before long, Fry had reached the helipad on top of his grand mansion, this
was one of the many features that this feat of architecture boasted. Mr Fry
approached his private glass doors and pushed his podgy and sweaty thumb
against the small scanner attached to the luxurious doors.
“Darling I’m home!” Mr Fry announced sarcastically into the solitary chambers
of his magnificent mansion. His footsteps echoed glumly off the pristine marble
floor but eventually came to a halt as his eyes glanced at the exclusive portrait
he had been advised to buy. Mr Fry did not see art as beauty, but as a cold
investment. However, for the first time, he noticed what was depicted in the
frame. The image was of a sick baby being cradled in the loving arms of its
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distraught mother. Fry felt slightly dizzy as the picture in front of him appeared
to be shimmering and vibrating.
As the pompous business man strolled closer to take a better look, he was
astounded by the mirage of a babies malnourished arm that beckoned him over
in a pleading and distraught manner. As if in a trance, Mr Fry crept towards the
horribly compelling vision he saw in front of him. To his horror, the arm pushed
its way out of the frame and out slipped the weak, malnourished baby depicted
in the inanimate painting before. The baby lurched towards the business
man’s sweaty palm for support standing. The baby stared beseechingly with its
pearlescent blue eyes into the man’s soulless heart. In a faint, whispering voice,
the baby spoke, “I am the ghost of New Year’s future and I have come to free
you of your befouled ways.”
Fry began to stutter wildly until he was silenced by the baby pulling him
through the wall in front of him.
As if in a horrific dream, Mr Fry watched a makeshift hospital scene where
children languished close to death as they were not receiving the proper
medication that they needed due to expense. This scene dissolved into a crowd
clamouring outside a very familiar mansion.
“Why, this is my mansion!” Mr Fry exclaimed. “What can I do spirit please tell
me?”
“Oh Mr Fry how blind can you be, open your heart and then you shall see.”
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Bad Luck Beach
By Aimee McDonald
Waves rhythmically crashed against the golden shore - the sand was bathed
in glorious sunlight. Sparkles danced across the water with great elegance.
The wind sang a song of hope. The clouds looked like candy floss. A feeling of
tranquillity fluttered through the salty air; the sound of peace echoed across
the beach.
Three children were walking arm in arm – filling their sky-blue bucket with only
the most obscure of shells. “I’ve found a shell! Look over there!” Poppy shouted
with excitement as she ran over to a beautiful shell that had every colour of
the rainbow splashed all over its surface. Poppy was the eldest out of the three
siblings and what she loved most was finding the intricate things in everything.
She had hair the colour of hot chocolate on a winter’s evening, her hair had
the ocean’s waves. “I’ve seen that before!” Jack exclaimed in shock. Jack was the
middle child. Brushing his long, mousy brown hair away from his ocean blue
eyes he reached inside his backpack for his favourite book, it read: ‘Mysterious
Folk Legends.’ In case you couldn’t tell Jack loved to read and because of this he
could write the most intriguing stories. “Seen what?” Tillie asked, longing for a
reply. Tillie was the youngest out of the three and she had a mind that hungered
for answers. Her eyes were the colour of raindrops floating through the sky –
her hair was the colour of shiny gold coins.
“The shell of unfortunate luck: anyone who picks up this shell, they and
whoever is with them will face terrible luck for eternity” Jack said shaking. Poppy
almost died of laughter. “You don’t actually believe any of this, do you?” Poppy
asked, still laughing. She took the book from his hands and scanned the page.
“Well, no but there is a diagram of the exact same shell” Jack replied, pointing
to a picture on the side of the page. “I’m sure it’s just some cruel joke” she
reassured him as she picked up the shell. “See! Nothing happened” she said as
she walked away, stepping around some rocks that looked like an artist’s latest
art piece. She began to scout for shells. Jack stopped. “Listen” he whispered.
“What now?” Poppy snapped.
“I said listen!” he snapped back. They heard an eerie humming that sent chills
up their spines. Pepper (a small, pearl-grey Labrador,) ran into a dark, dingy
cave. “Pepper!” Tillie shouted.
“She’s fine, I’m sure she just wants to bark at moths and other flying animals
like she always does” Jack said. Tillie and Poppy ran after Pepper; they raced as
fast as their legs would carry them. Jack looked up. “Tillie? Poppy?” he shouted,
starting to panic. He sprinted like a cheetah to the cave.
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Jack slipped. “Gross!” he whined, he had landed in a pile of strange, clear slime.
He got up and held onto the rocks for support. All of a sudden, a heavy gust of
wind thrust him to the floor. He banged his head. His vision began to blur and
he felt extremely dizzy. He closed his eyes…
“Jack! Jack” screamed a familiar voice. Someone began to shake him. He woke
up. He saw Tillie and Poppy sitting beside him. “Jack! Are you alright?” Poppy
asked.
“Yes, I’m fine. How long was I asleep?” Jack asked.
“Three hours, I’d say” Poppy replied.
“Where are we?” he said.
“We have no idea” Tillie said, confused. He looked around. Struck to the bone
in a moment of breathless delight, he gasped. Flowers sprung from freshly
cut grass. Sunflowers the colour of the yellow sun. Bluebells, the colour of the
spring morning sky, and roses that smelt like heaven. Suddenly, a black figure
snuck up on them.
“Boo!” the black figure said. The three of them jumped out of their skin. “Hello!”
he laughed.
“You scared us!” Poppy snapped. The black figure laughed in her face.
“Who are you?” Tillie asked. The black figure stopped.
“I’m… the king!” he said – whilst trying to keep a straight face – the three
children stopped. “Haha! Did you see your face?” He could not stop himself
from laughing hysterically.
“So, who are you?” Jack asked.
“Who am I is not important, it is who are you?” he laughed.
“We are, Jack, Tillie, Poppy and Pepper. Anyway, how do we get out of here?”
Jack asked.
“In order to go back to the place you love, you must let Pepper go up, up and
above.” The black figure replied. It took a moment for them to catch on.
“No!” Tillie screamed. Jack pulled her in for a hug.
“So, is it a deal?” The black figure asked smirking. He held out a contract and
a quill the colour of death. Jack looked over at Poppy, then at Tillie and finally at
Pepper. He took the quill. The black figure smirked.
“Yes, it’s a deal” Jack replied with tears forming in his eyes. He signed the
contract. He bent over to Pepper. He kissed him on the nose, “Who’s a good
boy? Who’s a good boy? I love you, Pepper” Jack cried. Pepper licked him. Out of
the blue, a huge gust of wind threw them all to the floor. Jack held Pepper close.
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Pepper wagged his tail for one last time. Then he stopped. Jack cried himself to
sleep.
They woke up. Poppy looked around. They were in their bedroom. Everything
was the same. A strange humming started. Poppy looked over to see the same
shell sitting on her dresser…
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A Ballerina’s Sonnet
By Alice Routley
Twisting, twirling, like a ribbon on a string,
A foot poised perfectly, waiting to begin.
A tip-toe to stage - feet about to sing,
Pirouetting with utmost discipline.
Performed with perfect, poised, pointed precision;
Senses enhanced by pink netting and lace.
The world is an oyster with ten times more vision,
Effortless movement despite a fierce pace.
Dance is the words the heart can’t say right,
Strenuous stepping and perfect poses.
Lights slowly dimming just as they turn bright;
Ballerinas delight like newly opened pink roses.
Art reflects life like the cruel and the kind,
Dancers uplift both the heart and the mind.
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Mother’s Grasp
By Anna Squire
T hey came just after midnight. My mother grasping my sisters and me, so
tightly we could hardly breathe, the pressure of her grip, strongly comforting.
The Russian pushed and shoved us forwards like a snarling wolf. I heard our
friends’ muffled voices through the crack in the door: they were terrified, we
were terrified, they were Jewish, living in our home with us but now helpless
against this wolf, an enemy of ours, not theirs. Little did we know that they too
would be prey to a different wolf that would barge through the door of our once
song-filled home. Why was our door always open to friends, neighbours, and
strangers needing shelter but now not able to bolt shut and protect us? Why?
The snarling wolf and his pack were at our feet prodding us forward into the icy
streets, where an inky dark van camouflaged against the backdrop of our dimly
lit Polish township waited, jaws ajar swallowing us in.
My mother’s grip still strong. The drive was rough, the wolf laughing and
cheering with his pack, I understood nearly every word of the harsh sound
of Russian skidding off his tongue. The language so like my own yet so
drastically different. I listened intently, disbelieving what I couldn’t possibly have
understood. Like cattle, we were to be carted off to Siberia?
SMACK! I was shocked awake by the harsh wind that seared my face through
the cracks in the train’s sides. I looked wildly around, Mama was here, so were
my sisters, little Sophia and Ania. “Hedwig?” murmured Ania, her voice distorted
by the sound of the wheels scraping along the tracks. “Yes. I’m here.” She was
close to tears. “Where are we going? Will Papa find us at the end of the line?”
‘The end of the line.’ In my mind, I saw the end, it was close, almost close enough
to stroke. Sophia was four, having to go through a life hungry, cold with no Papa,
no home, no friends, an unbearable life. “It’ll be ok. Don’t you worry.” Through
the cold night, I listened to the stars as they spoke my future, I listened but did
not understand. Unlike the Wolf, they spoke softly in a sweet, soothing tone.
MY words. “It will be ok. Don’t worry”, I begged them to bring me courage and
comfort.
Dawn was now upon us, its sun rays, like spears, weaved through the trees.
My heart pumped, like a drumroll waiting for what? Nothing. Just screeching
wheels for eternity. An ear-splitting squeal signaled The Stop. A harsh gust of
wind punched me. I heard a sound like thunder growling close by, I heard it
again even louder this time. I stared down at my stomach, it rumbled. We were
starving, bellies groaning like a distant storm having not had food since our last
supper at home. We needed food. I jumped off the train into the sharp snow.
My legs froze, my mind blanked, but I had a mission. I trudged to a hamlet of
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houses, silhouetted in the distance. I knocked on doors, begged and pleaded
for bread; yet I wasn’t given any. Are these hearts as cold as their dangling
icicles? Finally, a door quietly opened and a glowing, rotund woman appeared,
her children younger than me swarming around hoping too for something to
eat. She handed me a few thick slices of bread and God’s blessing. I thanked
her from the bottom of my heart, turned and struggled back through the bleak
mid-winter snow.
Suddenly I halted, surely not? The sound of a blaring train horn, and the slow,
distant, scrape of its wheels. My heart raced as fast as a cheetah running, my
lungs heaved as I did my best to sprint through the snow, tumbling into the
freeze. The train was in clear view chugging and clunking ahead. I tightened
the grip on my bread stuffing it into my jacket as I ran faster and faster and
faster for my life, for my mother. Men at the back of the train called; “run! run!
Hedwig run!” Stretching forward, holding out arms, mine to theirs and theirs to
mine they grabbed me and I flew on board. “Mama, mama!” I cried as I pushed
through the herds, wagon after wagon until I saw her loving, troubled face. I
gave her the bread and pressed my iced face against her warm beating heart, I
would hold onto this moment forever, ever and ever.
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The Collar
By Bill Balding
I was at my great grandparents’ house, I had been dragged there for the
sixth time this month by Mum. In truth, I think there’s something wrong with
Grandpa which Mum isn’t telling me. I mean, over the past year Grandpa had
been forgetting very obvious things, like how to tie his shoes, make his own
meals and make himself a cup of coffee. I thought forgetting stuff just came with
old age though.
Anyway, when we pulled up to his house, he greeted us at his door. “Hello
Jack! How’s the football going?” I thought that was odd as I’d stopped playing
football three years ago, I thought he knew that.
“I’ve got something for you Jack, something worth more to me than gold
itself”. So we followed him in to his small bungalow. As we sat down at the table,
grandpa pulled out a small, tatty dog’s collar from his pocket, and as he looked
at it, a tear welled up in the corner of his old, wrinkled eye. “I guess you guys
have noticed I’ve been forgetting things recently, I want to tell you this story,
before I forget it,” he sobbed. “Here it is…
The year was 1917, the First World War had been raging on for three long
years and us Brits where winning. Morale was up, food supplies were good and
the officers were actually being pleasant to us. The war was looking good. My
patrol had been given a reconnaissance mission to scout out the destroyed
town of Ypres. We though all the Germans would have fled the area, but we
were wrong, hidden in a small church, we heard the terrible sound of a German
squad closing in on us. If they found us, they would kill us. Pretty quickly we
fled the church in the hope that we weren’t noticed. We had escaped, or so we
thought, but our officer had stepped on a land mine, almost instantly after we
got out. The collapsing church buried me, which gave me so much pain I passed
out. I woke up a few days later, with none of my squad in sight. I can only assume
that the Germans had taken them, if not then they would have rescued me.
After that though, panic set in, I was encased in heavy cobblestones, unable
to move, I must have panicked for hours, but eventually I got saved by a very
unlikely hero, a little dog who I assume was abandoned by his owners during
the process of evacuating Ypres. At first, the little mutt had tried pulling me
out, but quite clearly he wasn’t strong enough, not only was he tiny but he was
malnourished. The next thing he tried doing was individually removing the
stones, he made quick work of taking out the small stones but the bigger ones
were much harder, and he knew it. But that didn’t stop the little dog trying! It
must’ve taken him hours but he managed to free me. After the excitement of
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realising I was free, I realised me and the little dog were painfully hungry, so we
set off towards the trenches, but that’s when the same German squad returned
to look for me. My squad must have been interrogated and someone must’ve
let them know I was still here. ‘Those bloody German bastards’ I thought to
myself. Picking up the dog, I ran fast, faster than I ever had before, further than I
ever had before, but no matter how fast I ran, I couldn’t outrun bullets. I turned
around to see how much distance I had put between me and the Germans and
that’s when the little dog saved my life again. I had accidently used the dog as a
shield to save myself, it had taken a bullet for me against its will, I felt sick.
That day I kept running, with the dead dog still in my arms. I made it back. But
I wasn’t happy, I was evil. After I told the captain my story we gave the little dog
a proper burial, but not before the collar was given to me.
And that’s my story Jack, now I’m giving the collar to you, you promise me you
will take care of it Jack”.
Those where some of the last words I heard from Grandpa.
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Red Tail
By Eliza Kennedy
I have had many names but the one I live by now is Red Tail. I have lived in
many places: fields, woods, hedges. Anywhere I can hide, for foxes need to hide.
I was born. I can still remember my mother nuzzling me with her damp nose;
though I could not see her, I knew she was my Mum. A few weeks later I was
running in and out of the corn field near our den. It was easy to hide in the corn
and my sister Machac was there with me. That was when it happened; a loud
rumbling sound hit us like an earth quake. Something was speeding towards us.
It was chopping down corn until there was just stubble left behind. My Mum was
yelping our names; I could not see her, but blindly I ran towards the sound of
her voice. We ran but Machac was not with us. At night we came out from hiding
and called and called, searching and searching for Machac. We never found her.
Autumn came, Mum was feeding me and herself like mad. She worried about
Meanthi; this is what we call winter. I didn’t think we needed to worry, winter
is just another change in the year. Mum told me that I had no idea what I was
talking about. Meanthi for us can mean the cold and death, and she made me
learn a rhyme. She said if I stick to it I would survive.
The wise fox lives,
The careless fox dies,
The one who has eaten well survives,
You must rest and hunt and learn our ways,
Until the sun returns to warm our days.
All the leaves from the trees around us fell to the ground. Deer stripped bark
from the trees. Meanthi had come and it had a vicious bite. One day I woke,
and my breath streamed in clouds from my nose. I clambered out of our den
and found the world around me was not one I knew. No leaf, grass or mud
was visible, it was all white. It was cold but it made me want to play; even Mum
chased me in and out of the snow drifts. It was a good day. But as the weeks
of Meanthi passed, Mum began to cough. She was thin, she did not want to
leave the den to hunt. Later I woke, and she lay next to me cold and stiff. She
did not move, and her lifeless eyes gazed into the distance. I howled and yelped
for hours. I was on my own without my mother. I was so hungry, and I would
have to hunt alone. I became weaker and weaker but one day a smell hit me,
such a good smell. I ran, I ran, I ran towards it. There was a field with plump
chickens running in all directions, there was a fence surrounding them and I
thought I could easily jump it. I ran forward and jumped but had forgotten how
weak I was. My leg caught the top wire, and I felt a terrible pain and an electric
shock running all down my spine freezing my movement, paralysing me. I fell,
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I couldn’t move. A girl stood over me but she did not hurt me. She left, then
returned with a blanket, which she threw over me. I couldn’t escape. I didn’t
remember anything else after that. When I came to my senses, the girl was
there. Her eyes were dark and sparkled in the light; the way she looked at me
sent a strange sensation down my body, like the way my mother looked at me.
My leg hurt but not too badly, there was something wrapped around it. There
were other animals here, a hedgehog, a pigeon and a baby deer, and every
day we were given food. I had been lucky, very lucky. This girl liked animals, all
animals, even me. When my leg was better she let me go, but I knew I had been
careless, I could have been killed. I remembered the rhyme, my mother’s rhyme.
I repeated it over and over. The rhyme kept me alive. I am an old fox now, lying
here in my den in another Meanthi. It is cold, and I am tired and sometimes I
think I hear my Mother calling and the sound of Machac laughing. I can hear
them now. I can almost reach them…
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Memories of a Well Lived Life
By Erin Rowe
“It’s time to say goodbye.”
Those words, those few words, were enough to break my heart. Enough to
destroy me, to tear me apart.
“Soft.”
The first words I said to him.
I remember them well.
Before I’d had the chance to open my eyes I’d felt a warm lick brushing my
cheek. It was then that I knew. My dreams had come true. Dreams that I’d been
dreaming for so long had come true, my heart was filled with something I’d
never felt before. Love. This little brown ball of fur had filled a gap that had been
in my heart for so long. A gap that only he could fill. Those eyes, his hazel glazed
eyes, the warmth that they filled you with. I’ll never forget him.
He would fill the long hours, make the time spent with him so joyous. Time I
could never forget, time I will never forget. We used to play outside, come rain
or shine; we didn’t care how horrible or cold it was; all we cared about was each
other, spending time with each other, just being with each other.
I remember when he first saw snow, those few tentative steps he took, as
if deciding what his opinion on this strange thing was. He froze, it was like
everything had stopped. I waited, waited for what he’d do. It was then, in that
split second that he went back to being his goofy self; he pinged like a spring
and bounced around in the snow snuffling at everything, launching himself into
the snow and zooming around. That, I will never forget. I will never forget the
way he looked at me, the trust he put in me when he first went out. I will never
forget.
I remember the pitter patter of his claws against the wooden hall. It was like a
song, a melody if you like. I know it sounds strange to say, but it was like a song,
his song. It would let you know it was him, like a bird sings in the morning. His
song would fill me with joy, almost comfort me, but all songs must come to an
end; even his.
His last day. His very last day on the earth, barely able to walk now. I lifted
him from the car to the door of the vets. Trying, trying with all my might to hold
back the tears. I knew the day had come but I could never prepare for it. We
went straight through to the room. I suppose it was to make the grief more
bearable, but it wasn’t, I couldn’t bear it. My life long companion was slipping
away from me. As soon as we got in they started their preparations for the
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departure. It was a well practised routine for them, but for me it was the end of
a life. The vet looked up, stared at me straight in the eyes and said: “It’s time to
say goodbye”. Those words, those few words were enough to break my heart.
Enough to destroy me, to tear me apart.
The years I had with him, all 13, were the best years of my life. I never wanted
them to end but life wouldn’t allow that. Life had to come to an end. No matter
how loved or cherished, life ended and the last I saw of him were his hazel eyes,
those soft hazel eyes. He transformed back into the puppy I’d seen when I first
met him, though there was more sadness. His eyes filled with love as if thanking
me for the life I had given him and in his last few breaths I saw the mist in his
eyes; he was fighting hard but the battle was lost.
“Goodbye my friend, goodbye.…”
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Smile
By Grace Brett
Her bare feet crunched over the icy riverbank, frost sparkling in the pale
morning light. The river glided past, unnaturally still as the sun peeked its fiery
head out from behind the trees, though whitewashed somewhat by the clouds.
A light breeze whispered through the leafless trees. Suddenly, the river rippled
as though stroked by a gossamer finger. Something seemed to move under the
surface but, just as she paused on her meandering journey, the river stood still
and glassy once more.
The figure of the ruined abbey behind her stood staunch and intimidating.
A golden spotlight was beginning to rise up from its foundations, illuminating
every crack and crevice. Dancing over the glittering grass, she continued on
her way, not once looking back at the looming structure behind her. Her hair
fanned out behind her in a gleaming ebony curtain. She never once shivered,
though it was bitterly cold. The ghost of a laugh was etched on her porcelain
face, expressionless as she swept forward. Looking towards the sky once more,
she saw the sun almost halfway through its ascent.
A small cry reverberated around the valley and she stopped dead in her tracks.
The river was disturbed once more, though this time she saw something glint
beneath the deep blue veneer. A pair of haunting, deep green eyes had snapped
open, boring into her. She took a step closer towards the river, stretching a pale
hand out to caress the surface. However, just as her finger hovered, poised to
break the seal, she felt herself yanked away. A heavy mist began to descend,
sending a chill through the still, silent riverbank. As she rose once more, the sun
began to shift, transforming from blazing orange to icy violet.
She scrambled up, her once sleek hair now matted with mud against her
neck, her pale dress floating around her feet as she fled. Still, though, her face
remained blank. A raven swooped around the abbey ruins, perching atop the
highest tower and crying at her, mocking her. The sun was now, instead of
casting golden light over the abbey, covering it in a blanket of velvet darkness.
Still rising, now faster than ever, the darkness emanating from the frozen orb
began to advance towards her as she ran, dainty feet pounding the ground. The
river began to change once more, bubbling where the blackness touched it. As
the glacial sun reached its full height, the river began to boil as it was completely
enveloped, plunged into inky oblivion.
She crumpled to the ground like a rag doll. She felt numb, as though somebody
had separated mind from body. Suddenly, the river began to glow, ethereal light
illuminating the valley once more. The cries had returned, though they were
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quieter now, somehow more menacing. They grew louder as the river lapped
against the bank, effervescent and luminous. Still fixed, she could only watch
in horror as a figure began to rise from the water. Viscous drops fell from its
slender shoulders as it hoisted itself gracefully out onto the bank. Its emerald
eyes, as haunting as they had been beneath the surface, were fixed on her own.
The thing was radiating a pulsating violet light. It and the sun seemed to be one
and the same.
It began to drift slowly towards her, a calm, collected smile plastered on its
sallow face, smatterings of scales glinting over its long limbs. She finally felt a
rush of sensation fill her body and sprang up to face it. As she began to advance,
however, she felt the same force as she had when trying to disturb the river
wrench her away. She folded once more as the thing towered over her, its smile
widening to reveal three rows of neat, even, razor sharp teeth. Still her face held
no expression, dull eyes blinking up at it as its small webbed hands reached
down to touch her.
She felt a clammy finger trace her brow bone before reaching her temple. She
arose as the finger, still attached by the tip to her pasty forehead, beckoned.
Looking towards the sky, the darkness began to bleed away and the violet
sphere began to return to view. She turned to stare back at the thing before
it beckoned again, causing her legs to jerk into life. It was as though they were
attached by an invisible tether she could not cut and she found her mind
clouded, her thoughts being replaced with its thoughts, thoughts only of sun,
water, earth, stone, ice. She no longer felt that she was moving against her will,
she no longer felt anything at all, not even batting an eyelid when her hands and
feet began to change from creamy porcelain to dull green. She ran her tongue
across her teeth, again, not reacting as she tasted blood. As her feet touched
the river, once more foaming and bubbling, her eyes began to transform from
muted brown to glinting green and, just as she became totally immersed, she
smiled.
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Grandad’s Magic Boots
By Izaak Amber
One rainy day when everyone was bored, especially me because my football
training was cancelled, Mum and Dad both decided that we should have a big
clean-up of the house. While Mum was busy with the kitchen, Dad and I started
to clear out the boxes from the basement. We made a start, it was so dusty
everywhere I had to come out, so I could stop sneezing.
When I went back in Dad shouted, “Aaron come over here!”
“What is it?” I replied.
“Your Grandad, was a great footballer, one of the best in the world! He only
wore one pair of football boots throughout his whole career, they were one of
his most prized possessions, but when he unfortunately passed away he gave
his boots to Me.” said Dad in a deflated voice.
“Wow!” I said, “I never realised how good he was, I thought he was just the best
in his Sunday league”.
“No” Dad said to me, “he was phenomenal, he was so talented from an early
age around 13 to 14 years old. So, if you want to use these boots you have a
couple of years to grow into them”.
For the rest of the day I couldn’t stop thinking about the boots and how my
Grandad wore them. I kept getting this feeling that I needed to try them on.
When I got back home from school I instantly ran down to the basement
to see the glorious boots just begging to be tried on. So, I sat down on the
fragile wooden chair and slipped the boots on, Dad was wrong. The boots fitted
perfectly!
I was so shocked I couldn’t speak. I went outside and every time I shot I scored
a perfect goal. I showed Dad and he was speechless too. We both went inside
and there were trials for the England youth team. “Do you think you’re up for it?
You will have to work hard?”
“When are the trials?” I asked, Dad responded with two weeks from now.
The next day, I woke up, looked outside and Dad was setting up some drills
for me to do. He saw me and shouted, “come down and get a kit on, training
starts now”.
So, I looked around, threw on my Barcelona kit and went outside. Firstly, I did
a warm up and after that he explained that I will do some target practise. There
were four targets in the goal and then he would shout one of the positions
and I would shoot. I hit them perfectly every time, an hour passed quickly. I
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also did passing and stamina tests. My Dad said I was excellent at pretty much
everything. Days went by and I couldn’t stop thinking what made me so good
because in my school shoes I was missing shots and some passes were not
going where I wanted them to go.
The only thing I could think of is that the boots are magic. I told my Dad this,
but he instantly said, “That’s not possible, magic isn’t real”.
I couldn’t sleep that night. I got out of bed like a mouse and crept downstairs,
I got the boots off the kitchen floor and ran back up to my room without anyone
knowing. I put them on my bed and I looked at them for a while. I couldn’t see
anything unusual about them, but I was too tired to stay up any longer and I
slowly fell asleep.
Today was the day of the trial and I was very nervous, I had butterflies in my
stomach. Dad says I have them because it means a lot to me, which it does, the
real England coach is there, and I wanted to prove my point.
The trial started with target practise and I hit every one perfectly. In my head I
thought it was going very well. Next, they let us play a match to see what position
we should play in. I wanted to be striker, so they put me in that position and I
stayed there as I was playing phenomenally. After the trial Dad was speechless
because I played so well.
The next day in the post there was a letter for me. It said:
Aaron,
We think you played so well we want to offer you a place on the England Youth
team.
Please join us on Wednesday at the football academy centre in London, from
Head scout John.
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Favela Fortunes
By James Evans
Living in the Favelas has always been tough, but now I’ve got a secret it’s
almost impossible.
It all started two days ago. Dripping with sweat I manoeuvred through the
cramped side streets of Rio de Janeiro, hemmed in from all sides by crumbling,
faded walls. Luis walked in line behind me not enough space for us to walk side
by side.
“Hey, pass us that ball hombre…”
I neatly tapped it up into the air and back heeled it straight into his waiting feet.
He was a little overweight, in a good way, dark skin and short, closely cropped
hair. Luis had been my best friend for as long as I could remember.
“I saw you miss that open goal at practice tonight!” he chuckled, “I expected
better!”.
“Hardly an open goal with a lump like you in the way!” I retorted.
“Oof that’s harsh!”
I snorted and continued to walk up the cobbled street.
“I know, anyway you’ve hardly been performing up to standards recently Luis.”
He paused for a moment then turned left into a house consisting of pallets and
corrugated steel panes.
“Catch you later loser!” he shouted.
“That all you got Fatty!?” I replied but he was already gone.
I strolled down the rest of the road and took a few turns, I rounded the corner
on the home stretch to my house when I heard raised voices in a building to my
left. Normally I would ignore it but I could hear one man saying, “I’ll do it, I swear
to god, I’m not afraid to!”.
“No you won’t replied the other, you don’t have the gu-”
He was cut off by a loud bang, which, take it from someone who lives in the
Favela, must have been a gunshot.
I was hit with a dilemma, run, make it home and lock the door, or stay here
and help the victim. I dove to the right just in time as the assailant burst out of
the doorway. Tears streaked his face. His eyes were red and he gasped out of
breath, terrified by himself. I stepped out of my hiding place hoping to placate
the man, but he took one look at me and bolted. I realized that the person he
had shot would still be in there so I dashed into the room. Blood splattered
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across the back wall like an abstract painting. In the darkest corner of the room
sat a man hunched over, I bent down and listened at his mouth. He breathed
shallowly, after each one came an even longer gap than before. He was dying.
I hoisted him up onto a wooden chair in the room and lay him in the recovery
position. As I did this a huge envelope slid out of the pocket of his coat. Intrigued,
I picked up the envelope and reached as if to open it before remembering my
goal. However, as I turned back to him I noticed that the building was completely
silent, not even a breath could be heard. He was dead.
My eyes drifted back down to the envelope. If what I thought was in that
envelope was in there…then I was sorted. For life. Without a second thought I
picked up the envelope and sprinted from the scene.
When I arrived back home I dashed to the only other room in the house; the
toilet. Sliding the lock across the door my hands shook. I gently thumbed open
the brown package.
Out poured hundreds of notes, thousands. It seemed to be everlasting.
Nervously, but filled with excitement, I picked up the rest of the money and
slotted it back into the envelope. I hid the money in between my shirt and stuck
it halfway down my waistband.
The next day I told Luis about the money and showed him the envelope which
I had decided to carry with me everywhere.
“No way!” he gasped flabbergasted.
“Where did you find it?” he continued.
For the first time I decided to lie to my best friend.
“Just lying there, on the street.”
“Seriously!? Who would just leave that there?”
“Don’t know, don’t care, it’s mine now!”
For a while I truly believed this lie, now I know that this money will never be
mine. It will always be stolen, and eventually it will be stolen from me. By a gang,
or by time, or even someone I know.
So the vicious cycle of life continues in the Favela.
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The Consequences of Curiosity
By Kirsty Dibben
Jade lay facing the midnight sky, her back against the cold concrete floor.
The pale light from the moon barely lit the room through the small and grimy
skylight. She had long since run out of anything to do but lie there. Whatever she
did wouldn’t get her anywhere, so why bother? The iron door, her only barrier
between incarceration and independence, had never opened and never would.
The physical wounds from the struggle that had brought her to imprisonment
had long since healed, although the memories would never fade. Of course,
she could not blame anyone but herself for her capture. Her mistakes had
brought her to where she was, no one else’s. Breaking into a global corporation
rumoured to have an ‘assassination department’ was never going to end well.
It was a surprise she wasn’t dead already. They were waiting for a special
occasion, if she had to guess. It hadn’t been worth the risk, even for the truth.
Given another chance, she would always choose life over truth. At sixteen, what
would you expect?
Jade longed to pace, to lessen her nervous energy, but she couldn’t even do
that. Her cell was not big enough – if she stretched, her arms would touch the
opposite walls, even restricted by her clothes. She wore the same once-white
gown that she’d had for the last six weeks, stained with blood, food and dirt.
When the moon reflected her brilliant green eyes, sharp features and filthy
blonde hair, she could be an angel, fallen from grace. Except an angel would
not have given up hope. An angel would not be so helpless. An angel would not
be so alone.
She preferred noise to silence, yet she did not even have that luxury. Noise
could be ignored, but there was nothing to keep the silence at bay. Memories
were even harder to block out, and the one that frequently ran through her
mind was the moment she was taken. Six people clad in black had knocked on
her front door, and she, naively, had opened it. They took her without much
effort, and that was what scared her the most. Against them, she had nothing.
Sleep was uncommon. If she did ever fall unconscious, usually due to sheer
exhaustion, she never remembered her dreams, nor did she want to. Sometimes
when she closed her eyes she could picture her bedroom, with its familiar pale
blue walls and soft, warm bed…
Thinking of home was no easier. She had forgotten what it felt like to be so
carefree. That world was a distant memory. She couldn’t just fit right back into
her former life, living in the house that she was taken from, under her older
brother’s watchful eye; she’d never be out of his sight for a moment, not after
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this. He was the closest thing she had to a mother or father after their real
parents had died. A car crash – or so the records stated. Doubt was what had
fuelled her search for truth, what had brought her to where she was now.
Hour after hour, Jade did not move. Not when the night became day, not
when the poor excuse for a meal was pushed through the glorified cat flap in
her door. Fighting was her prerogative, especially if it was against her newly
sworn enemy, and if that meant turning down a bowl of slop, then what did she
have to lose? Maybe she would starve to death, and one day someone would
walk into the room to find a pile of bones. She almost smiled at that thought.
Almost.
That day was different. It was clear from the start. The atmosphere had
changed. She heard footsteps outside. Voices. People. The cries of others –
prisoners like her, as they went down the corridor outside. Whether they were
crying in joy or anguish, she did not know. As the screeches of opening unoiled
doors drew closer, she knew she was next.
With great effort, she pulled herself up onto her feet. She would not face her
fate like a coward. The tiniest spark of hope relit itself deep inside her, and as the
door swung open, her eyes were wide, filled with apprehension and excitement.
On the other side could be her saviour or her executioner. To her shock, the
face was one she recognised. The scruffy chestnut hair and kind brown eyes
were ones she had seen before.
“Hello there,” her brother said, grinning. “Ready to break free?”

91

Wicked Young Writer Awards 2018

The Imaginary Cat
By Kristina Novikova
I don’t have an imaginary friend.
White candyfloss-clouds streak the sky and the sun shines playfully behind
them. A pair of large, amber eyes stares at me innocently. I roll my eyes. “Oscar,
I know it was you.” I giggle as he licks away all traces of salmon from his face.
Oscar lazily stands up and arches his graceful body as a happy yawn erupts
from his mouth. I reach out my hand and gasp as I feel his silky, soft fur. He digs
his claws into the blanket and settles into a furry heap on the grass.
Sometimes, mums and dads are so annoying. They think that they can boss
you about and tell you what to do all the time. We live in a nice house with a
huge garden, but still we are not allowed pets. Most children are not allowed
pets because their houses are too small; I totally understand that. Cats need a
tiny bit of space and care, just some food and water, the litter tray. Nothing else.
Mum knows how much I would give to get a cat. But it is always a ‘no’ from mum.
I flick my caramel locks out of my face and stand up, carefully walking across
the garden to the paint-encrusted back door. I can hear two voices whispering
softly in the next room. I press my ears onto the wall and listen…
‘How are we going to tell her?’
‘She’s already 10. She has to stop believing in this nonsense.’
Mum and dad.
Breathing in deeply, I block my ears. Salty tears sting at my eyes when I figure it
out. I run out of the door - not caring when flakes of blue paint drift like feathers
onto the flower beds - and through the trees; soon I’ve found the blanket.
Oscar.
Mum and dad were talking about Oscar.
The silky black-cat is nowhere to be seen.
A tiny, green four-leafed clover lay hidden among a pile of nettles. I give a cry
of hope when I spot it out of the corner of my eye. Scrabbling towards it, my
hands tremble and I delicately pick it up. I close my eyes and think hard.
‘I wish for a beautiful black cat called Oscar. I wish, I wish, I wish…’ I repeat five
times and smile as I watch the wind carry it away to the unknown.
I don’t have an imaginary friend.
I have an imaginary cat.
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Well… I had an imaginary cat.
Me, mum and dad are sitting on the old blanket in the garden: talking, eating,
laughing. As I cram a sausage roll into my mouth, dad whistles loudly. A grin
spreads across my face as a sleek, black body jumps out of the cat-flap and
skids onto the blanket. I laugh excitedly, spraying huge flakes of sausage roll
pastry everywhere. Oscar hungrily licks a piece of salmon from my fingertips
and purrs loudly, curling up on my lap.
And this time, it’s real.
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False
By Leah Faulkner
Disorientated, I awoke, staring at a plain wall. Regaining my balance, I rose
to my feet, stumbling as the room spun. Desperately scanning the walls for
something to hold on to, I clawed at the wall that I was leaning on. Clutching at
my head, it throbbed despite the silence. Then it appeared to me that in the
room that I stood in, three different halls led away from it. Confused, I peered
down one of them, still struggling to support myself. I saw nothing but ominous
darkness. It became clear that this was repeated down each path. Cautiously,
I stumbled down the hall, keeping one hand on the wall beside me. I couldn’t
shake the feeling that I was being watched. Feeling hazy, I wandered aimlessly,
walking past other halls before reaching a dead end. It occurred to me that
I was in a maze. Retracing my steps, I turned down a different hall and was
quickly faced with another wall blocking the way. Irritated, I tried to remember
what happened previous to my unconsciousness. In the mess of thoughts and
memories circling my mind, I recalled being in a busy public area, so it surely
couldn’t have been kidnapping. And I can’t have been attacked due to the
great deal of muscle on my body and training lessons I have attended. Calming
slightly, I continued. My peace was soon disturbed by a deep growl. I felt my face
go pale. A chill crept down my spine. As the colour drained from my body, I held
my breath, listening out for another noise... silence. Breathing a sigh of relief, I
continued on my way, still taking silent steps. Suddenly, I heard a loud bark. Two
unnaturally big wolves prowled out of the darkness. Feeling my jaw drop, I saw
a blood thirsty glimmer in their eyes. My blood ran cold. Realising my situation,
I broke into a sprint. I heard their claws scraping the glossy floor as they began
to run. Running at full speed, my throat went dry. My legs ached, and my lungs
burned. My hair flew back from my eyes as I ran for my life. As the ferocious
animals quickly matched my speed, I forced myself to speed up, despite my
draining exhaustion. I felt a sharp pain in the bottom of my leg. As I peered down
at my feet, blood began soaking through my jeans. One of the wolves’ chins was
marked with blood. Losing my balance, I stumbled. Stopping, I clung to the wall
and the wolves slowed down to a mocking walk. Growl deepening, I started at
a limp, trying to ignore the searing pain and panic. Both wolves erupted into
uncontrollable barking before pushing on. Summoning all the energy I had left,
I whipped around a corner, pressing my back to the wall. When they ran past
at full speed, I let out a breath that I didn’t know I was holding and crumpled to
the ground. I let out a pained hiss-like noise through my teeth. Crawling around
the corner, I noticed that the wolves had disappeared. Recoiling in confusion,
it occurred to me that my pain had gone. Returning my gaze to my wound, it
wasn’t there. No blood. No pain. No bite. A slow, loud clap bounced off of the
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walls. Looking up in horror, I sprung back at the sight of a man approaching me.
A smirk plastered on his handsome face.
“Excellent performance, my friend” he spoke, his intimidating voice matching
his tuxedo that refined him. I continued backwards until my back hit the wall.
“You need not fear me,” he said, lulling me into a false sense of security, “it is
merely a simulation”. The maze faded into a single room. “I was surprised how
willingly you followed when I offered you a chance to witness this” he spoke
mockingly.
“What is this... how did you...?” I questioned with a shaking voice.
“Ah. Well, I have created a simulator that reflects the pain and emotions of
real life,” he muttered, “and I needed a permanent test subject to check my
simulations. Someone naive”. He traced a pattern across the wall. “Each time
a simulation is completed, you forget your experiences. It’s an infinite cycle.
Forever. Do not try to escape, friend. There will be consequences as I see fit,”
he threatened. His pointed gaze landed on me. Forever? Will I ever escape this
nightmare?
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The Chicken Nugget Story
By Maddy Cox
I always knew this day was going to come, but I didn’t realise that it would
come this fast. I’ve always tried my best to have fun in life but suddenly, as the
strange black van pulls up I start to feel like I have achieved nothing. I look at my
friends and they look at me, I notice that we are all shaking. As we start getting
in the van everyone starts panicking, making lots of noise, I don’t. I don’t see the
point. Nobody is going to help us, I mean nobody cares. Some of my friends
try to escape but I wouldn’t dare, I knew that if I tried they will catch me, and if
they didn’t, I would die, so either way I die. After forty minutes we are all packing
into the van, cramped together, we start driving and don’t stop for at least 1
hour and when we do the panicking rises. I try to listen to the noises in the
background but all I can hear are my friends, all 18 of scared rightfully paranoid
friends.
When the girls take me out of the cramped van I try to look at signs and figure
out where I am but all I see is a big ‘m’ and smoke, I figure out that I am near a
factory of some sort. The girls take us to a room and put us in different cages
and cover us with a black cloth. I look around and notice that the lock on my
cage is unlocked, I get scared, I don’t know what to do. Do I escape and leave
behind my friends or escape and help my friends risking my life. It takes me a
while but I decide to escape and help my friends otherwise I would forever feel
horrible. First of all I plan my escape. I leave my cage, trying my best to be quiet.
The first thing I see is a little box. This box was one of the most terrifying things
I’ve ever seen and
it only has 3 words “20 chicken McNuggets” Only one thought came to my
mind “I am not about to be turned in to a chicken nugget” At this point I just
stop thinking and open all the cages with my beak. Instead of having a plan we
just run and don’t stop until we see a gigantic grey and green door with a large
yellow ‘M’. We use all of our strength to open the door and after five tries it
finally works and we push our way through the small gap that we made. As we
all get through the door we enter a large space with lots of tables and chairs and
humans. We start running again and this time we really don’t stop for about 15
miles when we see a gorgeous looking farm and so we go to find the chickens
and when we do they make us feel just at home.
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I Think I Forgot
By Izzy Whalley
I’m being sent away, I don’t know why, they told me I needed help and some
other things, but I think I forgot…
My husband is gone but I still see him, he tells me all that has happened
but I can’t remember it all. The other day I made a cup of tea and put it down,
it vanished, I think my husband drank it so I made another and another and
another but they all seemed to vanish, I just can’t remember where I put them,
I think I forgot…
They are coming to get me, I can hear them outside and they are going to take
me. I don’t want them to take me away - I am only young, although I don’t know
how young? I tremble with fear when they knock loudly on the door so I try to
hide, have they seen me? They get in, they say they’re trying to help but I don’t
know who they are, all I know is that they want to take me away. I’m really good
at hiding, I do it most the time because this stranger calling herself my daughter
comes and I really do not have a clue who she is! The voices get louder, the
voices say they only want to help me but I know the truth. I don’t want to leave
this house - I want to see my husband. I remember when we were running
through the woods at the back of our garden listening to the birds singing and
the soft wind blowing across our faces. We enjoyed every minute of each other’s
company - our favourite season would always be Spring because of the smell of
the fresh cut grass and the flowers coming to life. Everything in my mind stops
just thinking of that day, then I realise that I am still hiding and he (my husband)
is gone again! The darkness surrounds me and I realise where I am, I’m starting
to get claustrophobic now. They come down the stairs, the dust is falling all over
me. I hate it, I’m finding it hard to breathe, should I get out? I start to cough, the
whispering starts again getting closer and closer until light floods in, they get
me water and help me out. This is when I start to wonder, are they really trying
to help me? Shall I trust them and follow? I try to ask them a question, but it’s
strange, I can’t seem to remember!
When I get to my new home I find there were a lot of others. They made me
feel welcome, I am shown to my room and that strange girl helps me to unpack.
When I am done unpacking I go into the living room with everyone else. They
tell me their names and are very welcoming to me. I am starting to recognise
that girl especially as she showed me a picture with her and my husband. She
is my daughter! I remember her name for a moment but now, I think I forgot…
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Aftermath
By Oliver M. Dobson
“Hello?! Hellooo?!” A female voice called from the darkness.
“Wow, it really is abandoned,” the voice spoke again.
“What did I tell ya Clara, completely forgotten!” said a male to the girl – known
as Clara.
Clara was a tall, healthy, red haired 16 year old girl.
“Hey, Dan, come take a look at this!” Clara beckoned.
“WHAT! What is it?! Is everything okay?!” Dan cried out in fear.
“Aww. Getting skittish are we? Are you fwightened?” she mocked.
“No, hehehe … shut up,” Dan quickly responded, trying to keep his dignity safe
and intact.
“Anyway, look at this; burn marks. What happened to this place?” Clara stood
and began curiously inspecting the room around her.
“A fire broke out here in the ‘Sixties’. The fire was ravenous, to say the least;
more than 20 people were killed in the fire here,” Dan explained nervously. Dan
was a fairly robust 16 year old, not enough to scare anyone away, but enough
to fend for himself.
“What started the fire?” Clara said distantly, focusing on burnt posters and
pictures on the walls.
“No one knows, I mean how could they? Only three witnesses survived; one is
in a psychiatric ward and the other two committed suicide,” a tear rolled down
Dan’s cheek and his fist clenched.
“Wha-, what’s wrong?”
“Nothing, I, I just knew one of the victims,” Dan replied.
He was now embarrassed and attempted to draw the attention away from
himself.
“Hey! What’s that in there?” He quickly jumped up and went into a seemingly
lit room.
Clara’s face turned pale and she ran into the room with him.
Dan’s voice shook as he began to speak;
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“Oh God, wha-, how … how is this here? He was knelt down on the floor and
was staring in awe at the inside cover of an old and burned book he had picked
up off the floor; ‘The Diary of James Brian Bofield’.
“I don’t understand. What is it?” Clara asked gently.
“The victim I knew, he was my uncle. He killed himself 12 years after the fire.
He wasn’t mentally stable for all those years before the suicide but he was still
my uncle, and this, this is his diary…” Dan responded sharply.
“If you are reading this then that means you are still alive, and I’m sure you
want to stay that way, so read this carefully. You have been lured, just as it lured
us. This book shouldn’t be here but it is because you have been tempted. This
is a trap. You will have heard rumours, they are all lies. This fire was no accident,
this thing, this… creature, lured us into this very room during the party. We
became ensnared in its trap and paid the price. It feeds on death. Don’t let
yours be its next feast. Don’t let the door close behind you; put out the candle
in front of you. This is its trap. RUN!” Dan read from the book with terror.
SLAM!
Both the book and the door slammed simultaneously.
Suddenly Dan’s hands clapped together. The book was gone! It had vanished!
“What’s going on?! Where’s the door handle?!” Clara shrieked. The door had
no indoor handle, it locked from the outside.
Pfff. The candle was no longer lit.
“Dan! I’m scared,” Clara’s hand was squeezing Dan’s, she was trembling. Dan
attempted to be strong in this moment.
“Let go and stand back,” he said gently.
“Wha-, oh! Sorry!” she said worriedly as she lurched her hand backwards.
He swiftly side stepped towards the door as he drew his right arm back and
pummeled it through the door.
“ARH!” He shouted in pain. He had punched a hole straight through the door.
He ripped his hand back through the hole he had created. A demonic and
inhuman face was staring at him through the door.
“Holy @#*$!” Clara screamed, and they both lunged backwards.
The creature disappeared with a puff of black smoke.
“Oh, my, GOD!” Dan shouted with terror. They looked at each other as if to
both start breaking down and panic, but neither of them could find the right
words.
Silence.
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Neither of them knew what to do or say, so they just stayed and maintained
the silence.
All of a sudden a cold breath of air stroked the back of Clara’s neck.
HAAAAAAAA.
A terrified whimper escaped her mouth like that of a wounded dog. She
squeezed Dan’s hand tightly.
A long, wrinkled, unnatural finger ran down the back of her neck. The
creatures teeth glimmered with each heavy and open-mouthed breath, and its
eyes shone green in the darkness.
HAAAAAAAA. Pffft.
“Black smoke,” Dan whispered. A sigh was released from his mouth.
Clara’s grip around his hand weakened and it was only then that she felt
his grip tighten as he held her hand back, and in this moment of terror and
confusion a smile grew on her face.
HAAAAAAAA.
“EEEk!” her eyes widened as she clasped her hand over her mouth.
“It’s still here,” she quietly cried. The creatures hand ran through her hair and
then lightly felt the back of her neck.
HAAAAAAAA.
Its claw rapidly slid down her neck, cutting her. Dan’s face wrinkled, hatred
was in his eyes. He slowly reached into his pocket and pulled out a flick knife.
Ching, the blade was exposed.
“ARRHH!” Dan shouted as he swung around and drove the blade into the
creature’s throat. Its green glowing eyes widened as it shrieked out in pain.
“REEEEAARGH!”
“RUN!” Dan commanded. Suddenly he set off in a sprint. As he attempted to
reach for the handle through the hole he made, the creature swiped at Clara’s
legs, causing her to trip and burst through the door, breaking it off its hinges.
They were sprawled across the floor, Dan’s hand trapped underneath the door
as he was still attempting to reach the handle, when the door fell. His arm was
broken.
“AAHH!” Clara moaned as she stumbled to her feet, flustered and panicked.
“Damn it!” Dan complained as he broke free of the doors sharp grasp. They
both looked back in unison to see the creature raise its head. Its eyes stared
them down. They both immediately sprinted and broke through the front door
to the house.
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Neither of them spoke as they continued down the dark path they had walked
to the house on, but then, how could they?
As they limped off into the darkness together fog wrapped around them and
ensnared them in its cold embrace. Chills went down their necks; pain grew
in Clara’s wounds as she whimpered in terror. Only two things were visible
through the fog: Dan’s tight grasp on his knife and Clara’s hand, and a pair of
green, sinister, unnatural, unwelcoming, glowing eyes ... HAAAAAAAA.
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The Time I Touched a Dragon
By Susannah Weidmann
A small avalanche of stones cascade over the mountainside as I hoist myself
over a particularly steep ridge. I gaze out at the surrounding countryside,
greenery stretching out in every direction as far as the eye can see. I feel
marooned on this towering expanse of rock, on which death is a very common
occurrence. The occasional water bottle or hiking boot of a fallen climber only
tightens the painful knot in my stomach, which serves as a constant reminder
that I may be embarking on a suicide mission.
However, the summit beckons only a short distance away, and with it so
agonisingly close I have no choice but to continue. The fated moment arrives. I
heave myself over the last huge crater of rock and allow my eyes to fall on the
creature I’ve longed to see since childhood. A dragon.
I don’t know why the appeal of a twenty-foot long winged monster always
appealed to me. Ever since I can remember, whenever I encountered the beast in
story books it invoked a sense of curiosity nothing could sate. People dismissing
the beast as an old wives’ tale, only to be told to scare people, angered me. In
my opinion, it was an animal of great strength and power, and I always longed
to cross one. And now, as I gaze upon it, I realise simple story books and tales
haven’t done it justice.
Before me lies an enormous coiled mass of red reptilian scales, embedded
with grooves and rough scratches, heaving gently as the creature sleeps. The
dragon’s huge wings are furled closely underneath its body, lined with wicked
spikes that could easily impale me in a moment’s notice. Its claws are each the
size of a dustbin lid, and they curl and uncurl fretfully as the beast snores. They
are lined with razor-sharp talons each as long as a steak knife, and twice as
deadly. From the acrid smell, I detect poison dripping off the dragon’s huge
snout. The sound is rather relaxing, dripping against the rocks with a satisfying
sizzle.
Though its mouth is closed for the moment, I know it will most likely be lined
with a dozen teeth, each competing for the title of the sharpest. I’m not anxious
to be in the dragon’s line of fire, either, should he assume I am hostile. Being
burnt alive isn’t my favourite welcome. In awe, I observe the brute in all his glory,
all the while keeping a respectful distance from his talons.
A raw adrenalin pumps through my veins. When I heard the tales of a supposed
mythological creature dwelling here, I knew I couldn’t ignore them. For weeks I
pestered the people of the surrounding villages, gathering information. Gleaning
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from their avoidance of the topic that none had survived this expedition didn’t
deter me. I have been fascinated by this animal since I could read.
Suddenly, I am overwhelmed by a fierce desire to touch it. How many people
can say they’ve touched a dragon? The idea expels all rational thought from
my brain; all small sense of logic is quelled. I tentatively approach. My heart
beats on my ribcage like the drum of a tribe, counting down my possible last
moments. I can feel my pulse in my fingertips. I inhale the stale, pungent air,
thickening ever more as I approach. My face is level with the dragon’s nose. I
reach out a hand and gently stroke a scale. I first register the slime, clinging to
my fingertips as if longing to escape the dragon’s hide. Immediately I pull away
and regard the dragon’s face. No movement. I release a harsh laugh of raw
delight and giddiness.
Elated, I stroke a fingertip along the dragon’s spine, one touch not enough to
quench my thirst for gratification. I trace the many bones of his back and reach
his face. Hesitantly, I trace his eyelid. He stirs.
I withdraw. I have overstayed my welcome. Pushed my luck. I turn to leave,
my breathing ragged, thinking he will rise any moment. I am paralysed with fear.
Slowly I turn to see that he hasn’t moved. I exhale, a long breath carrying my
stress. I reach my hand out for a parting pat and turn once more to leave. My
ears register a slight shift in movement behind me. Probably a rock displaced
by my boots. I take a step towards the rock face and prepare to climb down, a
tranquil smile playing across my lips.
Then the shadow of a huge wing looms over me.
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Imperfection
By Phoebe Backhouse
Emotionless faces. All staring up. In the same direction. Expectantly.
It scrunched up his stomach, like twisting a wet towel to dry it. Sending a
sharp, hostile breeze up his spine. Causing a persistent pattern of cold air to
drown his lungs in paralyzing fright.
The emotionless faces became less emotionless. More amused?
A faint voice shouted,
“Just say it! Say it!”
But he didn’t. The voice isn’t really there, he reminded himself. The faces don’t
matter, why do I listen to them then? Why should I?
The faces’ emotion changed again. Like rain to hail.
His stomach started to crunch tighter, the pain was unbearable. The voice
became clearer, louder.
He had to listen.
“Tell them, be proud!”
But he wasn’t proud, he wasn’t the same. This problem, this imperfection
made him different, in a way he couldn’t feel proud of.
The faces’ attention-span began to expire, returning to their emotionless state.
This time, no voice, no pressure, no anxiety.
It didn’t matter what they think, or what he thought.
This imperfection made him… him.
He said it.
He felt a large weight haul from his shoulders; it untwisted his stomach and
gave him room to breathe.
Although now his face was a great hue of red, however all the other faces
were too…
Apart from one.
The one face looked at him, with large, wondrous, hazel eyes. He looked at
him, feeling a connection that made his stomach twist again, but in a different
way. Maybe he shared the same voice, the same pressure, the same anxiety…
the same imperfection. Perfection.
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All Quiet on the Western Front
By Kashif Chowdhury
Night cloaked the darkness in our hearts, growing in heaviness with each
squelch of mud, each gunshot resonating with our fragile bones. A pretty picture
of despair we were – downtrodden, defeated expressions engraved into our
masks; leaving us cold and bitter inside. And though loneliness was a frequent
wanderer of these shoddy halls, the feeling of vulnerability loomed over us; the
thought that at any moment, anything could happen.
So, with apathetic patience we waited; for the first flicker of a firestorm to
erupt in a nearby complex - for the first man to scream ‘spy!’ or ‘the enemy!’.
However, most of all, we waited for the first glimpse of the sun’s rays to pierce
the moonless midnight; to fill us up with some long overdue warmth – to tell
us that we were safe for one more day. But tonight, the sun had decided to
conceal herself behind the vastness of the black, empty expanse above us.
Grey, husky storm clouds brewed malevolently; cackling at us with flashes of
mighty lightning and the occasional boom of thunder. Yet, onwards we kept
marching, like the mindless marching of ants. Every so once in a while, a howling
wind would intrude upon our solemn silence, dragging us from our fogginess
with a sharp slap of ice; our ears revived and listening. The quiet requiem of the
moth; the melancholy chirp of the lonely cricket; the barely audible whisper of...
the enemy?
Then suddenly, our marching turned to desperation, the soldiers behind, in
front of, and next to me began to run; swallowing me up and carrying me along.
Aching for action, we prayed for something to happen; for a decisive battle to
end our endless suffering. But now, fear struck our hearts with poignant pangs
of regret, and soon we longed for that perpetual boredom again. Still, dawn
would not show her face, refusing to see us with her spiteful resent. And in
that moment, that very moment, we clung onto our lives as dearly as we could;
because - because at last, we finally realised we did not want to die. Oh God,
though it hurt to keep going, we did not want to die. Truly, we just wanted to
return to the safety of our homes; to the silly nonsense of our children; to the
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utterly stupid, pointless jokes we exchanged; to… happiness. But; despite our
frantic prayers, the night continued.
Until, at last, we stopped running and the man next to me mustered a wobbly
smile, and let out a yelp of uncertain joy. Were we safe again? A false alarm?
Nonetheless, our marching resumed, but with a much more troubled aura
to it. The tension was almost tangible; though, in the end, nothing had really
changed: mile upon mile, mud and khaki, khaki and mud, unwinding before us
in the same, meandering labyrinth. The moth maintained its melody; the cricket
its song. Slowly but surely, our exposure began to feed doubt; gnawing at our
weary pride; our resolve ebbing. But - ‘a soldier does not ask why; we are only
here to die’ – over and over repeating itself with rigorous monotone – a soldier
does not why… only to die…; a soldier does… not… ask… why… are we here?
Where are we going? What are we even doing? It seemed the night would never
end. We kept marching.
When, finally, from the horizon’s bound, a growing light began to paint the sky
in hues of brightly-coloured hope. All we could think about was how happy we
were to get through this one night. Relief fell on the face of every man, as one
by one, we sat down and rejoiced in our perseverance. It was over - even though
if it was for a few hours. We relished in our transient fortune, life pouring into
each soul. The upstart of lively chatter made me feel like I was me again. Myself,
an individual. Tom turned to face me, his joy now certain. He laughed, I laughed
- everything felt normal again.
A few seconds later, I looked up and stopped laughing, awe striking my face. It
had not snowed for two years in a row, so, at first, I did not believe it. However,
truly, it was snow; the whitest and purest – a sure sign from the heavens that
soon, it would all be over. Eventually, everyone had lifted their gazes to marvel
at this somewhat trivial blessing. So, no-one noticed the fall of the first bomb
that morning.
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Redemption
By Tiegan James
I trace my name on the weathered grave as the man who killed me approaches.
His suit
had seen better days, but I still appreciate the effort. He stares blindly at me,
as he reads the words on my grave that he must have read a thousand times,
tears silently running down his cheeks, his pain unbearably loud in the growing
dark. I know he didn’t drive here. I know the routine enough by now to know he
caught the bus which stops right outside the graveyard gates. He hasn’t driven
since the day he hit me.
I think it’s some sort of self-inflicted atonement. His pain, barely hidden behind
his aged eyes makes me wince, even now.
I almost feel sorry for him.
Impulsively, I reach out to him, and my finger brushes his forehead, which I
can almost convince myself I feel. His brow furrows, as if he felt my touch, and
I take my hand back, as he looks straight at me. It’s unnerving after all this time
to feel seen. Even when Mum and Dad visit, on my birthday and Christmas, they
don’t see me.
No one has until now.
I must have reached this man. Even after all this time, I still don’t know his
name. He has never told me on any of his visits. He mostly just sits in silence,
tears running down his face.
I enjoyed it at first.
I liked the thought that this man was in as much pain as me. He wasn’t dead
of course, but I mostly enjoyed his tears. But, somehow, he has become the
closest thing to a friend I have, trapped in this graveyard until what looks like
the end of time. His visits once a week without fail are dependable. I talk to him,
although I know he never notices me. Until now. He blinks rapidly for a few
seconds, before taking a cautious step forward.
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Hesitantly he opens his mouth to speak. ‘Um...I’m sorry; I didn’t see you walk
up.’
I sigh, as I realise this man, despite the numerous hours he has spent in my
company does not even remember what I look like. I suppose his car hitting me
did ruin my looks a bit.
‘I’ve been here the whole time,’ I say indignantly, as he looks at me.
‘No, no one was here when I arrived...’
A sudden moment of realisation dawned on him. Some long-ago memory of a
newspaper article containing a horrendous picture of me chosen by Mum that
I will never forgive her for surfaced in his memory.
‘You’re...You’re...no. No you can’t be. I’ve gone mad. I’ve spent too much time
here. I need to leave’.
He hurriedly picks up his coat, looking to leave the small graveyard. I step in
front of him, blocking his path, and reach out to touch his face. I still can’t feel
anything. I sigh, as I begin to speak.
‘Look, I haven’t talked to anyone in years, and I don’t know how long this will
last, so you are staying until I say you can leave. Or I disappear. Whichever
comes first’.
He steps back, and falls onto the floor. I plonk myself down next to him, quickly
gathering my thoughts of everything I want to say to this man, and thought I
would have eternity more to prepare. However, every thought I had ever had
left me as he began to speak.
‘I know I left. I hit you...and I panicked and I left. I saw you in my mirror and I
wanted to turn around to help you immediately but it was too late and I couldn’t.
I couldn’t’.
He puts his head in his hands before he continues, ‘My son. He was in hospital.
I couldn’t get involved. I didn’t have the money to deal with lawsuits, I didn’t...I
couldn’t deal with being the man who caused the same pain to someone else’s
family. He died if it’s any consolation. A skiing accident’.
I turn away at the thought of this man, whose suffering far outweighs mine
visiting his son’s grave, as he thinks of my parent’s at mine. He has suffered far,
far, far too much. And so, as I turn back to face the man who carries the world
on his shoulders, I look him in the eyes and whisper ‘I forgive you’.
As everything fades, I see hope in his eyes for the first time.
We are at rest.
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Unsuspected
By Alexandra Peel
The setting sunlight appeared like ripples on the orange brickwork, washing
the scene in a warmth that lingered nostalgically in the twilight air. Fallen
leaves, in a mirage of red and gold, lazily turned over in their sleep, and the
houses too seem deep in slumber, their pastel shutters drawn tight in dreamlike contentment. It was outside one of these that the young women paused,
the wind sweeping tendrils of hair from her face as she gazed up the quaint,
terraced avenue. She was attractive, but not overly-so – her dark, sleek hair was
styled, her clothes smart, but an innocence seemed to linger in her presence
that caused the odd passer-by to give her a second glance. She fumbled with
her bag and, after seemingly being satisfied with its contents, knocked on the
mint-coloured door, a look of expectancy crossing her face. The door opened,
and a young nurse with a platinum chignon appeared. “You must be DI Walker.”
Smilingly, she held out her hand, and the young women took it, nodding politely
in confirmation. “Do come in. Mrs Dixon has been expecting you.”
The hallway was surprising light and spacious, its pale lemon walls and
twinkling chandelier catching the amber light that streamed through the oval
window. The nurse, having disappeared through a cream doorway, re-appeared,
and this time held the door open invitingly. “Mrs Dixon is ready for you.” She
smiled, gesturing towards another doorway leading off from the hall. “I’ll be in
the kitchen if you need me.” The DI nodded, and as she turned, a soft voice
floated out of the open door.
“DI Walker?”
“Mrs Dixon, thank you very much for your time.” The lady to which she
addressed this was sat near a sweeping bay window, her soft white curls
catching the light, giving her an angelic look. She was elderly, but had the air of a
women much younger, and as she surveyed the figure in front of her, her steel
blue eyes flashed anxiously.
“Annie, please,” she reprimanded, waving her hand for the DI to sit down.
“Now what can I do for you? I have been most anxious to talk, ever since,” she
paused. “Well, ever since I heard the rumours.” She fiddled uncomfortably with
her gold wedding band before continuing. “I heard they are opening up the old
case again – is this true?”
“It is, yes.”
“But why? Jack Thompson has been imprisoned these last thirty years. Surely
if there was any evidence in his favour they would have unearthed it by now?”
She breathed deeply, confusion lining her face.
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“Jack Thompson died of a cardiac arrest two weeks ago. His lawyers, as I am
sure you are aware, tried everything they could to get him released during his
lifetime, but to no avail.”
“Exactly, so-”
“However,” she interrupted, shooting her a meaningful look. “A couple of days
ago, new information came to light. A man has come forward with a concrete
alibi concerning Thompson for the night your husband was murdered.”
“But that’s ridiculous!” She spluttered, anguish overpowering her. “If he were
telling the truth, why wait until Thompson was dead before coming forward?”
“That is the question we were asking ourselves. Why would you withhold vital
evidence for a murder investigation and watch a man go to prison for a crime
he didn’t commit?” Annie shook her head wordlessly. “He was scared, Annie, of
Thompson. Looks like he had some sort of hold over him, threatening his family,
that sort of thing. Anyway -” she shook her head a little, as if reminding herself to
keep to the point. “It appears that his conscience got the better of him. Terrified,
you see, that the real murderer is still out there.” Annie’s face had drained of
colour, and her voice trembled as she spoke.
“So what does this mean?”
“As I mentioned earlier, we are re-opening the case and the investigation
will be ongoing.” She spoke gently. “I realise this must have come as a terrible
shock.” Annie nodded, unable to bring herself to speak. She turned to face the
window, the dying light washing over her pained features.
“May I have a moment to myself?”
“Of course.”
As the door clicked softly shut, she let out a shuddering breath that racked
her fragile frame. The sun had almost disappeared, its last ray falling on a
photograph of a young man, who seemed to smile consolingly at her from inside
the gilded frame. With trembling hands she reached for it, and as she spoke,
all the life seemed to drain from her harrowed countenance. “My darling,” she
whispered, “I am so very sorry.”
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Home Time
By Amélie Frost
He breathed out a plume of grey smoke and smirked in appreciation. If there
was one thing the humans were good at, it was creating the most enjoyable ways
to kill yourself: drugs, alcohol, fatty foods, but the best was definitely cigarettes.
He felt the poisonous toxins flood through his system before he banished them
with a simple flick of the wrist. He didn’t have to be careful about it; the square
was empty, as you would expect for ten to two in the morning.
A cold breeze swept across the cobbles, picking up the autumn leaves and
leading them in a waltz into the sky. He tucked the more rebellious strands of
hair back behind his ears. It was too long to be fashionable in this world but he
didn’t care; it complemented his red eyes perfectly. He took another long drag
from his cigarette and leant back against the cold bronze of the statue that
stood in the middle of the square.
It was an impressive structure, intimidatingly tall and intricately carved. It was
of a young woman holding a massive pocket watch that told the time. However,
instead of numbers, there was a coloured stone to mark each hour, one for
every world. Except for the stone for the sixth hour, which had been smashed
in and blackened. The woman holding the pocket watch was long dead, one
of many martyrs that had been immortalised for their heroism. He had known
her. She was a human, shy and unassuming but the most powerful being in the
whole of the Portals. She was called Alice. He had tried to kill her on more than
one occasion. Ironic, that; sworn enemies for as long as he could remember and
now he was relying on her to get home.
His gaze landed on one of the shops bordering the square, a florist’s with a
deep green front and an impressive display of exotic flowers in the window. If
he recalled correctly, a witch owned it; a pretty little thing with long brown hair
who could kill you in an instant; your life leaving your body as she stared at
you with her innocent green eyes and kind smile. That was the problem with
witches; they were too smart, too tricky. Angels were impossible. But humans
were the easiest prey. They lost their magic long ago, leaving them completely
defenceless. At the first sign of danger, they were on their knees, begging for
mercy with tears in their eyes, all dignity lost. Pathetic. The problem with easy
prey though was that they weren’t challenging enough and he’d grown bored.
Hopefully, he would find better entertainment at home.
He sighed impatiently, grinding his cigarette butt under the heel of his boot.
Atë buzzed onto his forehead, settling just above his left eyebrow. She was
anxious to lift from his skin, for her ink to turn to flesh and sting a few people.
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Maybe he would let her, a kind of freedom present. But he was on the edge of
his key being suspended and murdering wasn’t going to help his case.
Suddenly, the minute hand moved to twelve and the stone at two o’clock
glowed deep vermillion that filled the square and ran through Alice’s body,
spilling out of her eyes and through the cracks in the door at the base of the
statue. It pulsed like a heart, expanding and contracting in its socket. It was
time to go home. His fingers itched with anticipation as he removed the ornate
black key from his coat pocket and slotted it into the lock. He placed a hand on
the door, the magic radiating from it stripping the layers of skin back from his
fingers, revealing the black scales beneath. Atë swelled on his forehead, the
black and red stripes that ran along her body growing more vibrant with each
passing second. She spread her wings and with an excited buzz, broke through
his skin and into the morning air. Her stinger, long and black and dripping with
deadly poison, glinted in the fragments of the rising sun. He grinned, his long
teeth suspended like icicles from his blackened gums. It felt so nice to be back
in his original skin.
With a purpose-filled shove, the door opened. Red mist flooded the square
and the echoes of something unpleasant pierced the quiet of the morning. He
took a final triumphant moment to look around and stepped out of this world
and into another.
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Breathe
By Chloe Sutcliffe
Dark eyes stare back at me. Void of life and emotion. Bottomless pits of death
and destruction. A deep, never-ending abyss that I’ve fallen into in the past few
months. Although I never realised just how far I could fall.
His black holes dare me to move. I don’t. My feet stay planted on the ground.
My eyes remain focused on his. I feel my fear flash across my face. His piercing
eyes devour it. A twisted grin spreads across his face.
“I told you not to test me.” Thud. Thud. Thud. The sound of his footsteps
echoes as he circles me like a hungry hawk stalking his prey. “I warned you.” My
eyes are paralysed in the spot where his abyss had been. “Did you really think
you were safe from me?” My heart races in fear. “That my love could save you?”
He stops walking. Black pits stare into my soul. “I don’t love you, and you know
it. I can only hate you.” He whispers the last sentence.
“You didn’t hate me the night we met.” I whisper back. My thoughts go back to
that night. The icy, dark, starless night that changed my life.
I went to an extravagant party at a stranger’s house. It was one of those house
parties where the only person you know leaves you alone all night. There I was,
aimlessly walking around, alone and out of place. It wasn’t long before I decided
to leave. Gently, I placed my hand on the doorknob of the white, windowless
door, but before I could turn it I felt a strong hand on my shoulder.
“Going somewhere?” An accusing voice asked. I whipped round in shock.
Obviously, I didn’t know it then, but I was doomed from the moment our eyes
met. There was an electrifying glint in his eyes, like the bad boy everyone wants
to be friends with in high school. I knew straight away that I wanted to be more
than friends.
“The only person I know here has left me. I don’t want to stay here alone.”
it.

“Then stay with me. I’m Cole, by the way.” He held out his strong hand. I shook
“I’m Rose.”

We spent the rest of the night talking and dancing along to the booming music.
Eventually, when the party ended, he walked me to my car. Without warning, he
bent down to capture my lips in his. It was a short, sweet, safe kiss.
It was nothing like how it would be now. I feel the opposite of safe… and he
knows it.
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“I didn’t hate you, because I barely knew you.” He brings his face close to mine;
only millimetres away. “That night wasn’t long enough for me to hate you.” I
knew he believes that, but it really stings to hear the words from his mouth. He’s
lied to himself for so long that he truly means what he says. I know he’s capable
of love, but he’s blind to the truth.
“I love you. Why can’t you let yourself love me?”
Before I can comprehend what’s happening, I’m lying on the old, wooden,
splintered floor. I watch in utter horror as he circles round to my head. He
crouches down, hovering intimidatingly over me. His furious face blocks my view
of the ceiling. “Because love would destroy me.”
“Your lack of love will destroy me.”
“Exactly,” He slowly reaches into his jacket pocket. I know what for before I see
the flash of silver. “Love is deadly.”
Sorrowful tears trail down my delicate cheeks. “Please learn to love. If not for
me then for yourself.” I still don’t move. If I run, he’ll only run after me. My fate
was sealed the moment he first spoke to me. I want him to remember my last
words, not my last steps. There’s been many before me, but I want to be the
last one.
A sharp object lightly taps the fragile skin of my neck. “You shouldn’t have seen
me again after that night.”
Smoothly, the sharp tool cuts my skin. “I love you, Cole.” I manage to utter
four final words before he places his lips on mine for one last kiss. He takes my
breath away.
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The Choice
By Chloe Fletcher
Night shrouded the rocks. Their jagged tips protruded out of the violent
waves, crashing against the eroded shoreline like knives in the body they would
claim this night. Amaya (an introverted and persecuted girl) scrambled up the
slippery boulders as the lightning crackled, illuminating the dark sky. Stars
glimmered like diamonds against the backdrop. Her trembling porcelain hands
clutched at the boulder like a lifeline. Laboriously, she heaved herself into a
standing position and braced herself to face the full power of the tempest. Tears
stained the young girl’s tortured face as she observed the tumbling, turbulent,
treacherous waves before her. Her broken mind wondered what it would be
like to be down there. Amaya couldn’t do it anymore. She couldn’t roam those
corridors anymore; those long abhorrent corridors. The lies the bullies had
spewed at her today still resonated in her - in her mind, in her heart. Amaya
had only a sole friend in the world. Just one. Morgan. Amaya loved Morgan
but, “Sometimes love just isn’t enough.” Amaya mused sorrowfully. Amaya had
always adored storms. She loved to observe the sheer power of nature first
hand. The charged air gave her strength. That was why she chose it. Why she
chose the storm to take her life. The wind whipped at the poor girl’s skin. Biting
at her naked flesh like a dagger, like the sharp, wicked, vicious words the bullies
taunted her with. It cut deep, making the words of her tormentors seem like a
feather in this frail girl’s mind. Desperately, Amaya wrenched at the cold, dead
zip on her sodden jacket. She needed it. Needed to feel the tempest on her skin.
Violently, Amaya tore the offending item from her feverish person - eyes more
animated than they had been in weeks. The inclement wind shrieked around
Amaya, whispering in her ear. It was a siren call, an omen of death, or perhaps
rest after such a cruel session of brutality. Amid this, a faint call could be heard.
A voice the innocent knew. A voice that offered warmth, shattered the trance.
Morgan. “Amaya!” Morgan screeched in utter abhorrence. Before her eyes,
Morgan watched in trepidation as her best friend approached the crumbling
edge of the ledge on which she stood. Amaya blinked. Once. Twice. Glancing
behind her the terrified girl snapped, “I need to end this! I don’t have a choice!”
Her voice was carried away by the rapidly changing wind. Morgan watched from
below as her friend’s lips moved in quick succession and yet no sound was
uttered. During their conversation, both girls failed to notice the frothing waves
that were swiftly progressing forward and were abruptly surging down upon
one of them. That was until it was too late. “No!” A frenzied cry spiralled into the
air as the girl was grasped by the receding wave, into the waiting arms of Davy
Jones. Down below the broken body of a young tormented girl lay upon the
black rocks. Dead... After all, she had no choice.
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Butterfly
By Gracie Ardolino
Like a butterfly in reverse.
From flight to fright, from colour to darkness, from freedom to self-seclusion.
A slow degradation of light, a slow awakening of despair, a slow beginning to
a great end. Wings too wide, so vibrant, faces inevitable destruction; from the
smallest gust of wind, to the most powerful strike of lightening.
They steadily become dull, much less vibrant, much less mesmerising, much
less alive.
And so, the most amazing, the largest and widest wings begin to tear, they can
no longer endure life’s games of torture, can no longer endure the harshness
of its surroundings.
And as the tears widen, as the deterioration becomes a never-ending spiral
of darkness, the creature is left to fly in circles, around and around, re-living, rethinking every meaningless moment until its wings can fly no more.
With every breath, every tiny flutter, its struggle to survive becomes a task too
hard to complete.
And so, a once beautiful butterfly again becomes nothing but a cocoon,
caught in its own self destruction.
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Autumn Leaves
By Eleanor Finch
The cottage had not always been empty.
Yet as we all crept in, one frosty morning before school, it was hard to believe
that it had ever been anything but silent.
The other children muttered in hushed tones, as I swept seasons worth
of dust off the floor with the toe of my boot. Their quietness was not strictly
necessary: the howling wind would have drowned out far more noise than we
were making, and besides, it wasn’t like there would have been anyone around
to hear us.
Still, it seemed only appropriate as we stood there, huddled together for
warmth- it couldn’t hurt to be too cautious, could it?
Outside, raindrops were falling, softly but steadily. I shivered. Pulling a candle
from my satchel, I struck a match.
The witch’s house. That’s what we had always called it.
Of course, the place had many other names too. It was said to be haunted
by terrible demons, inhabited by soul-eaters and other impossible creatures
that you thought existed only in your darkest, most terrible nightmares. It was
a hiding place for criminals, and yet still could be a shelter, for those lost in
the depths of the surrounding forest. Now, it seemed nothing more than an
abandoned cottage.
Yet in the end, it would always become the witch’s hut once more. Everything
always seemed to come down to the witch in the end.
She was the real reason we were all so quiet that morning.
The witch hadn’t been seen by anyone in the village for many years- if she had
been, nobody would have dared to go as far into the woods as we had. Nobody
would have dared make such an intrusion into her territory. At any rate, nobody
other than me. I would still have ventured there. I would never be afraid of her.
It seemed that I was the only one who truly remembered.
My memories were centred around the time of year it was now: the last days
of autumn, when the leaves had nearly all fallen, and the smell of pine smoke
and spices hung heavily in the air. I was a fearfully small child and in the cold
weather, my health was a constant struggle. My parents eventually decided to
pack me off to the witch’s house, for it was said that she had the ability to cure
any ailment known to man.
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Back then, there wasn’t the same air of suppressed fear. Witchcraft was
surrounded by reverence not suspicion, and nobody thought twice about
sending a little girl on that perilous journey through the forest, through the
maze of twisting trees.
Of the goings-on once I got to the witch’s house, only shards of the truth
remain in my mind. Still, one of these fragments stands out clearer than even
real life. And it always will.
I was sat on her stone floor, watching the fire. The dancing, joyful flames
sparkled with bright and passionate energy. It fascinated me. Colours that
were beyond possible: the richest, deepest reds, the most vibrant oranges. As
the flames flickered, the colours fluctuated, and when they did, a story began
to unravel. The blazing light faded into white, then ice-cold blue. Crystal clear
flames, falling so still that you would think time itself had stopped. And then the
seasons turned, and the dancing continued. A youthful green spark, shooting
up from the embers, a new life. Like meadow flowers, more flames popped
up in all directions. Merry and bright, growing larger, and larger, before all
coagulating into a single blinding flash- summer had arrived and the heat was
all-consuming. Yet it did not take long before the flames had deepened into
autumnal hues once more, and so the mesmerising cycle continued.
Eventually, I found the courage to ask her how she made it.
The witch was undoubtedly a stern figure. She did, however, smile at my
question, a strange, crooked smile. Taking my hand, she replied,
‘Let me show you.’
And she did.
Her thoughts flooded into my head, a whirlwind of colours, shapes, and
sounds... followed by a dizzying void. In that moment, I understood everything.
Yet still I knew that there was an infinite amount left to learn. The magic showed
me the sheer vastness of our destinies, and how all our lives are intertwined.
Never had I felt so utterly alone.
And then, the spell of silence was broken. A voice. Her voice.
‘I always knew that you would make a good witch.’
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The Game of Life
By Hanaa Yousof
I gasped.
I was a mess; spluttering and coughing, fighting for air – tranquility. My body
was rigid, a soldier in the midst of combat, prey hiding from its predator. My skin
glistened in the moonlight, as beads of water slowly trickled down. Drip, drip,
drip. The sound taunting me, a knife twisting its way into my soul. Stars were
littered across the sky, engulfing me in a sense of comfort at the knowledge
that they accompanied me throughout my journey. I stood up, my hands
trembling slightly, my clothes tattered, the once bright hues of blue and pink
faded, like hazy memories of a summers day. I saw my reflection in the water,
my expression one of defeat, weariness; longing to be rid of its troubles. It was
eerily silent, the only voice that remained being my mind. A shadow of doubt
crept its way into my head, whispers of what could go wrong – why it would go
wrong, filling my mind up slowly. It was a balloon on the verge of bursting. One
breath, and it would pop, left to fend for itself, to pick up the pieces, bit by bit. I
closed my eyes for a moment, pinched myself; yet, nothing. No one. I was alone.
Why?
***
She ran, and ran, and ran. Breathless, slowly dying, her sanity forcefully taken,
any last shred of dignity, gone. Disappeared. A sharp pain in her chest tore away
any form of control. Her eyes glazed over, a tear escaping them, slowly dripping
down her cheek. She shuddered, not wanting to think, or to move, fear leaving
her defenceless, weak. She looked down. It glinted in the light. She stared at
it for a moment longer, scrutinising every inch, the intricacy in its details. Its
grooves, its worn down appearance - its ways. Bang. She fell to the floor. A
deep red colour started to seep through her shirt, dripping onto the grass.
“That’s going to stain”, she mumbled, all logical thought lost from her mind for
a moment. A shadow crept up behind her, surrounding her, trapping her, but
never to be found at the same time. She gripped the weapon in her hand in a
futile attempt to protect herself. Slowly, she felt herself slip away, falling into a
deep dark abyss, her lips twitching into the ghost of a smile.
***
My mind and memory had become two separate items, longing to come
together, yet never attempting to do so. Where was I? I repeated the question
to myself time and time again, until it became a drill, a way of life. I shuffled my
feet cautiously away from the water, not trusting it, not trusting myself. My body
ached, the pain rooted in me as if it was destined to do so. I suddenly began
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to worry, my movements becoming faster, more and more erratic, as if I was
late to an important meeting. Figures I couldn’t make out began to jump out at
me, blurring my vision. I screamed, the sound pain filled. I ran, and ran, away
from the imaginary evil. Was it going to get me? Would I … would I let it? I saw a
faint glow in the distance, the expression on my face turning hopeful, longing
to be freed from the cage that was my mind and surroundings. It was so close.
I reached out. The screen flickered, my eyes glued to it, awaiting my fate, my
destiny. ‘Level 7, complete’, it read. I sighed, seemingly relief-filled. I slumped
onto my seat, tossing my controller onto my bed, eager to take a break, take a
breath, subsequently letting the worry of failure that had nagged at my mind for
the past hour leave my system. Faint sounds could be heard in the distance, the
smell of home cooked meals blanketing me in a feeling of comfort. I stepped
out of my room, reality once again taking over. I stretched, my expression one
of complete and utter joy and satisfaction. As I passed the kitchen, my hand
darted out as if had been trained to do so, snatching at whatever goods it could
find. I took a step. As if it was routine, the lights in my house simultaneously
shut off, sensing a change in the narrative. My brothers screeched, the sound
echoing through the hallway. Suddenly I heard a click. The door of my house
slowly opened. Stiffly, my body moved itself forward, into the outside world,
darkness all around. “Level 8, commence”.
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The Gift
By Isobel Cooper
They sit in the drawing room, drowning in a sea of ostentation. He sits in
the armchair, across the room from her; distant in every way. He stands and
fumbles with the decanter: pouring himself a generous glass of whisky. He
loosens his collar and calls out to her. Polite conversation is exchanged: he
wonders if she wants a drink? She is fine, thank you. She sits, uptight, on the
plush, purple sofa; ever uncomfortable. Her hair is styled beautifully, and her
dress drapes gracefully, the silk of the gown glinting quietly with the light from
the chandelier. She feels his eyes upon her and looks over at him. He is looking
at her expectantly and she smiles awkwardly back. She is beautiful, he notes,
and her smile is quite something. He feels compelled to look away again.
The doorbell rings.
Relief. Relief floods through them both with fervency. They both stand and
begin to move to the door. He offers to go, but she follows him anyway. Her
bare feet squeak along the polished floor of the hallway; his sturdy boots barely
make a sound. They reach the door and he clasps the soft brass of the handle
in his callous free hand. Impulsively, she reaches over and straightens his collar
and he fixes her with a grateful smile. She smiles back, and his hand reaches
up to tame the wisps of sunlight that have escaped from her delicate hairstyle.
They hold each other’s gaze; contented.
Remembering the doorbell’s ring, he turns and, the moment lost, she follows
suit. He opens the door and they both look out. Nothing is seen immediately by
either. He exclaims that there is no one there. She almost nods in agreement,
but a small basket containing a tightly wrapped bundle, with a distinctly human
shape, catches her eye.
A child.
***
She stumbles forward, frantically exclaiming to him that there is something
there, after all. Bending down, she lowers her eyes and examines the little
face poking out from swathes of clean linen that litter the basket. She gasps.
The baby is beautiful: deep, blue eyes, a button nose and perfectly round lips.
Suddenly and without reserve, she is overcome with maternal love; she picks
up and holds the infant close to quiet its confused wailings. The child quiets
immediately and she smiles, proud.
He approaches her and the baby, having watched their little scene with an
increasing wish to be included. He reaches them and puts an arm tentatively on
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her shoulder, to which she looks up and smiles, warmly. Her eyes twinkle with
something he has not seen in them before and he wonders if his own eyes hold
the same enigmatic quality. He looks down, fondly unsure of the situation and
sees a discarded note lying on the neat and shining cobbles. Picking it up, he
sees desperate, but domineering handwriting marks the creamy paper: ‘Please,
this child needs a home. His name is Sebastian. Love him.’
He hands the note to her; silently she reads it. Her eyes sadden as she skims
the writing and he finds himself wishing never to see sadness in her eyes again,
with the brand-new realisation that it pains him so. The saddened eyes look up
at him and feeling helpless, he pulls her and the infant close, finding security in
their presence.
‘I suppose we’d better take him inside,’ she says, resolute as usual.
‘Yes, I suppose we should.’
Sebastian, seemingly comprehending, smiles.
Knowingly.
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Song of Nature
By Jakir Ali
As sunlight gleams through the clouds,
And night breaks,
The moon hides itself,
And the morning star appears.
The song of wind is gentle,
And the sky like glass,
Clear,
Like water,
Pure.
As song-birds sing,
And leaves dance,
Ripples echo,
Like a tune of joy.
Suddenly,
The sky splits,
A loud roar resonates,
All is silenced.
The gentle song of wind,
Becomes a tragic melody,
As a vicious gale is whipped up,
And the dashing of the waves,
Crash into the earth,
Trees bow,
As their leaves are torn away,
The air once again,
Filled with tragic chants.
Light flashes,
And a lion’s roar crashes,
Song-birds,
Now silent.
Water sprays,
Like a savage beast,
Enraged,
By the angered sea.
On the spur of movement,
The morning star,
Punches itself through the blackened clouds,
And light once again breaks through.
12 4
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The tragic melody of the wind,
Once again, a calm song,
Ripples softly echoing,
And the shadows chased away.
Once again, the song-birds sing,
And trees sway swiftly.
All is calm,
A gentle song.
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Reflecting
By James Irving
Another day. Another dusk to follow. The darkened silhouettes of the school
buildings mingled and clawed over the gates and pathways weaving to the
bustling street beyond, now crowded with students leaving the school hall.
I ducked away from the gathering and wandered down one such path,
shrouded by overhanging trees and fencing. A pond – once massive to me, now
incredibly tiny – sat alongside an unimpressive wall. It wasn’t much, but once it
seemed so much more. I stood, leaning against the wall, to have a moment of
peace for the first time all day.
Only then did I notice another person along the wall. A younger student,
barely a teenager, on his own. His bag bigger than him; blazer creased and
dusty after the school day.
He knew I was there, but didn’t look over. I waited awkwardly, before saying:
“Hey.”
“Hi.” He paused, before indicating to the school front. “Noisy.”
“Yeah. Leaver’s Days always are,” I replied. “You’re Year Seven, right?” The boy
glanced up, staying meekly hunched.
“First day.” His voice was barely audible, intentionally so or not.
“Today?” I was surprised; had time passed that fast? “How was it?”
“It’s different,” the kid replied at last. “Really…”
“Big?” I said, remembering my first day.
“Yeah. The hallways are really narrow. Some were so crowded, I couldn’t get
through.”
“It gets easier,” I replied. “Know anyone from your old school?”
“They’re in different classes…” he said, before drifting off. I felt hard-pressed
for a reply; I was hardly the best person to have a casual conversation with.
The noise from the front of the school drifted on the breeze just then –
one of the others probably said something hilarious, though I doubt I would
understand it.
“How’s your year?” the Year Seven commented.
“Not the best,” I said, wary of expressing how much I couldn’t stand them, “but
they’re not bad.” I glanced over, seeing the boy relax a little. “You worried about
it? Your year?”
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The boy nodded.
“You shouldn’t; the support here’s great.”
“Really?” the kid asked keenly.
“Definitely. Trust me, settling in is hard, but it gets easier.”
“Does everything get easier?”
I hesitated at this, but I didn’t want to be the one to say how hard it would get
for a Year Seven.
“Pretty much,” I said flimsily. Leaning against the wall by then was getting
increasingly uncomfortable, so I finally sat down. “So, why are you still here? I’d
go home and chill on my first day.”
“Don’t know,” he shrugged. “It’s peaceful. I found it during lunch, and…it’s nice.”
“Yeah, I used to sit here too,” I reminisced. The sun peeked out warily from the
billowing cloudscape above, and shone beautifully on the water. If I had time, I
might have tried sketching it – in my typically ‘distorted’ style, as others called it.
We sat for a while, time ticking on and the setting sun growing all the more
apparent in the dipping light.
“You sure you don’t need to get home?” I asked. “Won’t your mum be worried?”
“She’s too busy with Grandad,” he said, before glancing away from me. “He’s
been unwell. A lot, lately…”
I almost tuned out after that. This reminded me of my own grandparents.
How both died in my time at the school, how I never had a proper chance to
say goodbye. And yet, everything went on as normal. It bothered no-one else; it
was my own personal struggle. People were there to help, but at the same time,
nobody could help.
I knew it wasn’t right to tell him that – sat there, a younger version of me
essentially. In the end, I found some words I could manage to lie to him with.
“Don’t…worry about it,” I said, trying to sound assuring. “I’m sure he’ll be fine.”
But he wouldn’t be.
I was suddenly shaken back to reality by a shout from a friend, some way off:
“You coming or what?”
“Sure,” I called, before looking back. The young boy was gone. All that remained
was my own reflection wavering in the pond, the ripples crisscrossing over each
other and disturbing my still, lost expression.
I smiled, feeling a little calmer than I had been recently. I stood up, the glowing
light above shadowing my legs onto the short wall behind.
“It does get easier,” I sighed, turning away at last, “eventually…”
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Scar
By Jonah Carter
I am found at the footstep of your door,
Begging to be met by wide troubled eyes.
I knock, greeted by nothing but silence.
My eyes drowning in a tide of tears, sore,
I fall to the ground where my spirit lies
Helpless to a wordless verbal violence.
I need not know what tune the trumpets sing,
For my heart is yours and forever caught
By the nets you had cast in deep ocean.
Doubt, fear, love, merged into a golden ring.
A fanciful hope of marriage, but naught
Conceived but raw dejected emotion.
My head, enveloped by dark stormy clouds
Roars in molten anger to self-pity.
“How can love exist when hearts are broken?”
I tell myself as I pass the crowds,
I hope, I wish to escape this city
In which you took my passion as token;
The place within my soul that remains crushed
Like clay in children’s hands, toyed with and made
To be a piece of pathetic play dough.
I raise my wavering voice, but I’m hushed,
Softly yet harshly – my heavy heart weighed
Down by your lips that continue to sow
Your conniving seeds into my drowned mind.
It overflows with false adoration,
Filled by fluid thoughts of lost dead feelings.
Often, I try to rethink, I unwind,
The sorrowful tale of my deception.
I decipher your lies’ hidden meanings –
But I am left lost, absent of reason,
Like a scarecrow standing amongst the corn.
Arms stretched out wide yet void of tender touch,
While crows peck my heart through summer season.
I try and try, try to remove your thorn
From my side; I long freedom from your clutch.
I long to rekindle that memory.
I long to wake that dormant desire.
12 8
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I long to make myself whole again yet,
My being is merely accessory.
I am merely wood cast on the fire.
I am merely snow that will never set.
For on your used knife my life leaves a stain,
Though wounds heal the scars forever remain.
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Human
By Justine Russell
“This is ridiculous,” Amari muttered, “I’m obviously the human.”
In the seat across from him, Aviena raised her eyebrow dubiously. There
wasn’t a wrinkle on her flawlessly smooth skin – how could she be human? She
was too perfect.
“Amari, you are clearly delusional.” Aviena spoke in clipped tones –
pronunciation strange with a foreign lilt. “I am the human in the room.”
Annoyance writhed in Amari’s heart. He knew that he was human, Aviena in
all her inhuman beauty couldn’t convince him otherwise. Amari looked down at
the holo-screen held tightly in his hands and reread the words out loud once
more, partly to annoy Aviena and partly to ensure he’d understood it the last
ten times he’d read it.
“Greetings, Amari and Aviena. You are two participants in an AI system test of
the Keiropoitos Eumatheia Institute -- or as you know it, KEI. One of you is the
human, the other the AI. Once you know who the AI is, write it in the box below,
press the button on the wall and the AI will be shut down as the experiment will
have ended. Many thanks for your cooperation.”
Aviena scoffed and shifted in her chair – certainly a programmed movement,
Amari mused. “How many times are you going to read that out?”
“As many times as possible, robot.” By now, Amari didn’t even have to look up
to know that Aviena was rolling her perfectly crafted eyes at him.
They fell into a tense silence once more. Amari picked at the hole in his
jumpsuit he’d gotten when crashing his hoverbike into the side of the bunker
– the officials had forced him into this experiment as recompense. He was the
human; he was so sure of it. Every fibre of his being wholly protested at being
called an AI. Yet he didn’t know how to prove it. He’d never had to prove it
before. Not when he’d joined the Galactic force, nor when he’d joined KEI.
A slither of doubt clamoured to be heard in the depths of Amari’s brain but
he pushed it away harshly. He had no time to doubt himself. He had to prove it
-- in any way possible.
Aviena sighed softly, rubbing her neck in a well-practiced gesture. “So Amari,
tell me about your childhood.”
Slightly disgruntled that she’d disturbed his thoughts, Amari nevertheless
launched into a fond description of his earlier years. He recollected his strict
mother, calm father, and completely irritating sister. Aviena even smirked at
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his account of an attempted relationship that ended in tears on both sides
(although Amari was certain he’d cried more) and him practically being pushed
out a window by his crush.
“What about you?” Amari interrupted himself after a while, trying to not get
lost in the memory of his past. “What was your childhood like?”
“I climbed trees.” Was Aviena’s answer.
“Is that all the information I get?” Amari gazed deep into Aviena’s eyes -- was
that a metallic glint he caught amidst the brown?
“I fell from them often. My mum would always have a go at me.” Her eyes
crinkled in recollection. “I had a good childhood, my parents loved me a lot.
They were always encouraging me, that’s partly how I got the motivation to win
a job at KEI.”
“You must have gotten so many bruises and cuts from when you climbed the
trees,” Amari said, hands stilling on his lap.
“I... can’t remember -- must’ve though.” A surge of excitement electrified
Amari’s body -- this was his chance. “When was the last time that you bled?”
Here Aviena paused, looking unsure for the first time.
“You don’t know? Have you never bled? How can that be, didn’t you tell me
your childhood involved falling out of trees?” Amari smiled triumphantly. He had
known that she wasn’t human -- he could detect things like that.
“I never got grazes.” Aviena broke eye contact and tucked her hair behind her
ears nervously.
“Aviena, you’re the AI,” Amari spoke assuredly. When Aviena said nothing to
contradict him, Amari filled in Aviena’s name on the holo-screen and, before
pushing the button, smiled what he hoped was a reassuring smile.
It sunk into the wall with a satisfying clunk. But a change immediately came
over his body. His limbs started to feel the tug of gravity as the signals between
his parts slowed. His optics crackled and as darkness crept across his system it
occurred to him that he had never bled, either.
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The Long Shift
By Mia Lofthouse
I don’t know how I’d describe my job.
It’s not exactly your 9-5, no sitting at a desk, no monotonous routine, no
smiling through relentless boredom or ‘hi, how can I help.’ Nobody wants my
help, and yet, everyone must take it.
I look at the house, average, middle class, people carrier in the drive. I hope it’s
not a child, children are the worst. They don’t understand, always ask me where
we’re going, where their parents are, and then when they realise they can’t go
back, they start to cry. I push open the gate and walk, I stop on the doorstep
and smile at the irony.
I imagine an advert for my job, as if it were something you could apply to. No
day is the same, they’d say, you’ll meet loads of new people, everyone, in fact.
Everyone who ever lived, or ever will, from the start to the end of time. I try not
to speak to them if I can, most prefer it that way anyway, left to process what
has happened, what will happen. Some ask me that, ‘what’s next?’ they’ll say,
wincing as if afraid of the answer, but in honesty, I don’t know. That’s not in the
job description, I’m just the taxi, so to speak.
I step into the house, there’s a decorated tree in the corner, and giant socks
hanging from the fireplace. This makes me think two things:
1) Humans are absolutely insane.
2) There are children.
It’s four in the morning and the lights are off, I would be pretty useless at my
job if I couldn’t see in the dark. I look at the stairs and allow myself to listen. A
human thing, but it comes in useful sometimes. There are sirens behind me,
upstairs people are crying, a baby, innocent and blissfully unaware, and a child,
I can tell the child is terrified, his cries are softer but filled with heavy sorrow.
There is a woman too, talking to them in a hushed tone, despite the pain in her
heart she is doing her best to comfort them.
I head up the stairs, making no sound at all. Two lights are on. I look into the
first room and nod to myself, I know straight away what has happened. The
bodies of two men are spread across the floor, drowning in their own crimson,
one was shot and died slowly, his blood pouring across his silk pajamas as he
desperately tried to tell his children everything would be ok and that he loved
them. The other was stabbed and died instantly. The same man is stood in
the corner of the room, he sees me looking and smiles, his eyes glinting with
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insanity and bloodlust. I turn away from him, I’m not prepared yet, people like
him take a certain strength, a resistance to repulsion.
Instead I go to the other room, the parents’ bedroom. Parent now. The mother
is there, tear tracks across her cheeks, she has a baby girl in one arm and the
other curled around a whimpering boy, he can’t be older than five. They’re all
covered in blood, but I’m not here for them. The other man, the one in the silk
pajamas, sits in a chair in the corner of the room, his elbows rest on his knees
and he has his head bowed. I clear my throat, but of course only he can hear.
He looks up at me, and I can see the pain in his eyes. He doesn’t want to
leave them, of course he doesn’t, but he knows who I am, and because of this
he stands.
“Do you understand me?” he asks.
I nod.
He looks at his family and smiles sadly.
“They’ll be ok, if that’s any consolation,” I say. I know this, not because of some
divine knowledge of the universe, but because of the mother, the way she holds
her children, the way she holds herself as her entire world crumbles. She’s
strong, and she’ll stay strong for them. “You saved them,” I add.
He looks at me, then behind me towards the other room, towards his killer.
“He won’t be joining us, he’ll be trapped in there until I come back for him. He
cannot harm your family anymore.” On hearing these words, I see him relax.
He looks at his family one last time, then nods to himself and takes my
outstretched hand.
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The Doubling Coin
By Michael Day
There were once two brothers who made their living on the Caspian Sea. It was
usually rich in life and profit yet one year, no matter how hard the two brothers
searched no fish were to be found. Their hunger became so unbearable that
one day the eldest suggested they travel to the great city. The youngest was
unwilling at first, the sea had been their home for so long but his brother’s
choice was final and so they went.
They were both marvelled by the huge city, dawn had barely awoken but
already its market was thriving with life. There was an array of stalls selling all
manner of luxurious items, from Silk to Spices, Stallions to Silverware they had it
all. Like a magpie the older brother was arrested by the sights of all that shone.
He gloated how one day he would have so much money that he would drain
the Caspian Sea and fill it with his gold. The younger brother smiled to himself,
these riches were meant for the noblest of nobles not two starving fishermen,
but it couldn’t hurt for his brother to dream.
As the afternoon sun rose the brothers began to retreat into the shade
however the older brother noticed something on floor; almost winking at him.
It was a coin, and not just any coin but a gold coin, something so valuable that
it could buy an unimaginable amount of fish. The older brother held the coin
up to his sibling like a trophy, they were both amazed with what he had found
and spent the afternoon wondering what they could spend it on. Once they
had made their choice they set out for the market stalls but on their way they
bumped into a woman; dressed from head to toe in the most exquisite silk and
jewellery. This woman noticed the coin that the older brother held so close and
proposed a deal. She said that if they gave her the coin she would turn it into
two coins by sunrise tomorrow. The younger brother thought she would steal it
but the eldest agreed to her offer. He had found the coin, so it was his choice.
So the next day the brothers again walked through the markets and again
the older brother stared at the priceless items but this time he stared with a
hunger. As promised the woman found the two brothers and gave them two
glistening golden coins. They thanked her profusely but as they turned to leave
she offered to do it again and soon the brothers had four, then eight, then
sixteen coins. The brothers would regularly visit the market and buy everything
that they took a liking to. Yet eventually the youngest realised he had lost sight
of what really mattered and asked his brother if they could leave but he replied,
“in a few more days”. Days passed, and the brother asked again and again to
leave, every time being greeted with the same answer; “soon.”
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Until one day the younger brother left this great city, ashamed at his brother’s
greed. He discarded the jewels, the silks and the spices that he once bought
and returned to his rags. Taking what little food he could carry he walked far, far
away from this, great, city.
The older brother was unfazed by the departure of his brother and continued
doubling his money. Eventually he had so many coins that he bought the great
city and all in it. But as his wealth soared so did the heat as the height of summer
approached. The wells became dry and water was scarce. One morning the
brother awoke with an unquenchable first, he ran through the market this time
ignoring the silks, the spices, and the steeds. He ran straight to the woman and
next to her was a jug full of water.
A wave of relief swept over him as he realised all was safe. He offered her all
the golden glistening coins that he owned for that jug water. But she refused.
He offered her all the spices, silks and stallions for that water. But she refused.
He even offered her the city; the thing that mattered to him most. But she still
refused, instead she offered him a deal, if he could tell her the reason why his
younger brother left then she would give him the jug.
He died that day surrounded by a sea of gold in his great parched city.
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Over and Over Again
By Saima Ahmed
Aisha sits on the floor, leans against the mirror, or what remains of it. Shards
are scattered around her feet. The only thing she can see is her reflection,
repeated over and over again - on the walls, the floor, the ceiling, the shards.
Better to see herself, than anyone else. Better to see herself, than the man.
Aisha sits there, alone and she thinks, about that morning the flyer came in
through her door. This morning, which seems years away. She remembers the
winter sun coming in through the window, how the letterbox glowed golden
under its rays. How she’d rubbed the sleep out of her eyes, to read the flyer,
advertising a one-time only fair. It was the weekend, and she was fourteen and
bored. So she’d called Esmerelda, who’d called Sawyer and the three of them
had gone together. Arms linked against the November freeze, laughs bright and
neon against the ash grey sky.
She wonders where they are now. If they’re lying somewhere, cold, in the
Mansion Of Mirrors. If they were alone when they died, if the last thing they saw
was the man and their own self, dying, over and over again. The last time she
saw them… it could have been three hours ago, or just one. Time doesn’t seem
to apply here. It just repeats, over and over again, like an image in two mirrors.
The last time she saw them… they’d been stumbling. Esmerelda was badly
hurt, leaning most of her weight on Aisha and Sawyer. Like a beast, the three of
them, lumbering in circles. There wasn’t an exit. Then, the man had appeared.
He was wearing a mask that covered the bottom of his face. His skin was pale
white and his eyes were black, completely. She only looked for a moment, but
his look seared into her brain. His gloved hand had jumped out and there’d
been a dull pain in her stomach. But Aisha hadn’t realised, until she’d stopped
running, and she was alone. She remembered screaming for Esmerelda but
then stopping halfway through her name, like a record player paused, like a
life stopped. She’d stopped because he might have heard her. But now, Aisha
wonders if Esmerelda had heard her, somewhere in the maze and stopped.
Thought about running towards her but then heard her voice aborted - thought
Aisha must be dead.
The quiet presses against her chest, hard but slow. Like waves, crashing onto
her, over and over again. Maybe it isn’t silence but death. Maybe there isn’t a
difference. She can’t hear any screams anymore, or shouts. She could be the
last one alive. If she is alive. Aisha closes her eyes. She’s so tired, she might not
be.
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When she hears footsteps, Aisha doesn’t open her eyes. It’s the man. He’s
found her. She wonders if it’ll be painful or quick. If he’ll have mercy or not.
She won’t open her eyes and see his black eyes stare into hers – the mirrors
repeating it tenfold. She won’t let that be the last thing she sees. Someone
speaks to her, in a low voice. Aisha opens her eyes, slightly, and there’s a face in
front of her. A man. But not the man. A man whose brown eyes widen when he
sees her wound. He presses a hand to it, his brown skin coated in her blood. A
man who tells her she’s okay. And it’s over. The worst, is over.
Aisha wipes the sleep from her eyes to read a text from Esmerelda. She
smiles, wide, then tucks her phone into her pocket, opening the front door to
get the post. In three hours, the two of them are supposed to take her car and
pick up Sawyer, then drive up to Liverpool for a concert. Aisha’s scared, beyond
scared. It’s the first time she’s travelling this far and she wonders if her car will
even make it.
The sun is warm on her face, the letterbox glowing golden under its rays.
There’s a flyer. She pulls it out, crumples it in her hands without a thought. Then
she sees. Aisha folds the flyer out, slowly. That deathly quiet presses heavy on
her ribs and she can’t breathe.
The flyer is exactly the same. Advertising a one-time only fair. Same place,
same attractions. Only the date is different. It’s dated for today. Four years after
the tragedy.
And her name. Scrawled across the top. Like an invitation.
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Forget
By Zahra Kasem
He lies still, silent, barely conscious. His chests moves irregularly up and down,
like a drum that can’t find a steady beat. His frame is thin, leg muscles wearing
away from days of rest. He’s quiet, not silent, quiet. My long sleeves engulf any
sign of my arms. I’d never want him to know. I hold his hand in mine, his skin,
tough. I sit quiet, careful not to disturb his peace.
His eyelids flutter open, they reveal his bright blue eyes, the ones that used
to look out into the icy rivers and the highest treetops and the flowers he knew
the names to. They stay open and twinkle like Sirius, the brightest star in the sky.
Just like they used to. “Hello there, to what do I owe this pleasure? Look at you.
You’re all grown up.” His voice is soft and kind just like it always was.
“You....You know who I am?” I ask, the whisper escapes my anxious lips.
“Of course, I remember. Why shouldn’t I? Is something the matter? Butterfly?”
He squeezes my hand and looks up. Moving his back, he sits upright, getting an
extra pillow and throwing it behind him. With his free hand he lifts it onto my
cheek and delicately wipes a tear. “There there, I’m here now.”
“I missed you, walking through the forest isn’t the same without you. I hear a
bird tweet and all I can think is that you’d know what it is.”
“Well don’t worry, I’m here now. We can go out for a walk in the morning? If you
wanted? How does that sound?” His voice is confident and without hesitation, as
though he knew everything again.
The room stays quiet. I stay by his side and listen as he hums his cheery tune,
the one he always used to hum. He doesn’t go wrong. Every note, every cadence
of the rhythm is right. Just like it used to be.
“My wife, she went into surgery. She must be out by now,”. He glances his eyes
at the clock on the opposite wall, “Can we see her?” he asks. I let out a small sigh
as memories come flooding back.
“Don’t.......don’t you remember?” I can feel my eyes welling up, but I try and
stop myself from crying.
“What? What is it Butterfly? What aren’t you telling me?” he asks. His voice
begins to shake, and he doesn’t sound as sure.
“She....she didn’t make it, remember. That was four years ago, we carried
her coffin and you spoke about how she always saved every newspaper and
wouldn’t chuck them out until she finished the puzzles. He starts to cry, a tear
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begins to fall, and he leans onto my shoulder, steadily he breathes as his tears
begin to stop falling.
“I forgot. I forgot my own wife’s funeral,” he stutters. He leans back on to the
bed and rests his head on the headboard. “How could I forget?”
“It’s, you,” I stumble “the diagnosis, d’you remember?” He sadly nods his head
“You... the last thing she heard was ‘I love you’. That’s what the last thing you
said to her, she knew she wasn’t alone, don’t worry, she knew.” I reassure him.
He smiles.
“It’s going to be okay Butterfly. I promise. We’ll be okay. Don’t worry about a
thing.” I smile. “Can you get me a cup of tea please.” “Of course,” I smile and kiss
his forehead before moving to the kitchen, within five minutes I’m back and see
his face, I notice his eyes that no longer twinkle, but are a greyish blue.
“Here’s your tea,”
“Thank you dear, now can you tell me where my wife is, she said she’d be back
any minute,” His word tumble out of his mouth, slow and irregular, like a drunk
walking along a lonely street.
“She said she was going to the shops for a bit, said she’d be back in about 20
minutes,”
“Okay, thank you dear,” I smile sadly as he lies back in the hospice bed.
He lies still, silent, barely conscious. His chest moves irregularly up and down,
like a drum that can’t find a steady beat. His frame is thin, legs muscles wearing
away from days of rest. He’s quiet, not silent, quiet. My long sleeves engulf any
sign of my arms. I’d never want him to know. I hold his hand in mine, skin tough.
I sit quiet, careful not to disturb his peace.
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Santa and his Pitchfork
By Zoe Man
The living room and the kitchen were just how I left it at the early hours of
Christmas Day; Dozens of parcels littered around the heavily decorated tree that
was adorned with odd and various ornaments we had acquired over the years,
everybody’s stockings stuffed to the brim, and the cookies that my five-year-old
daughter, Everly, had left out for ‘Santa’ half eaten on the coffee table along with
a half empty mug of coffee standing next to the mountain high pile of essays I
had yet to mark. The biggest item on her wish list, the ‘pony’, was wrapped in all
the unicorn wrapping paper I could muster from the stores after finally finding a
nonliving, rideable alternative on Amazon of her dream Christmas present only
three days beforehand.
Everly always had high and unrealistic hopes for what she was going to get for
her presents, and they usually involved scouring through every store in town,
hours of surfing through the internet and looking through tens and hundreds of
catalogues to find what she had on her wish list. This year, she decided that she
wanted a living pony. While I struggled to find a way to tell her she wasn’t going
to get a pony for Christmas, I told her to write a letter to Santa, hoping to place
the blame on the fictional character instead.
Suddenly, a set of footsteps thundered across the upstairs hallway and
down the staircase. Everly had appeared at the top of the stairs even quicker
than my hazy mind could comprehend. As exhausted and annoyed I was from
completing the seemingly impossible task Everly had set me along with the work
that came with my job, I couldn’t help but feel happy and grateful about it—
seeing Everly this excited about the holiday momentarily made me believe in
magic of Christmas once again, even if it was just for a split second.
“Santa came!” Everly exclaimed as she ran down the steps and took my hand
in her tiny, enthusiastically energetic grip, dragging me towards the front door.
She grasped the metal handle of the door with both her hands and pulled it
downwards, swinging the colossal oak door open. Small needles of ice and
snow pierced my face as a huge gust of wind wafted into the entrance hall, the
cold seeped through my dressing gown and crawled under my skin, sending a
chill to my very core.
I hesitated before reluctantly walking out into the snow blizzard after Everly,
who was heading towards a handsome, jet black horse tied to the sycamore
tree that grew in the corner of our front yard. The horse lifted its head and
let out a neigh before a jet of fire erupted from its mouth and disappeared,
reducing to a cloud of ash that quickly dissolved into the drifting snow. While I
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jumped back in shock and let out an involuntary scream, Everly gazed up at the
horse in awe, the admiration glittering in her hazel eyes.
“He. Breathes. Fire!” Everly yelled jovially as she hugged the horse. The horse
seemed to like Everly as well, because instead of breathing more fire, it whinnied
happily as it nuzzled against her. A piece of parchment with a crimson red scrawl
was stuck onto the horse’s saddle. Keeping my distance, I stretched out my arm
and tore it off, quickly reading it through. It took me two or three reads to fully
get the idea of the note into my mind.
Dear Everly,
I was ever so surprised to receive your letter, and I am honored that you chose to
ask me for a Christmas present rather than Father Christmas, like most children do.
Christmas with the dead can get lonely, and your letter brought so much warmth to
my heart that I decided to gift you with one of my best steeds, Spartan. He has served
me well over the years, and I hope he will do the same for you.
Merry Christmas, dear Everly, and I hope to receive an update about your
adventures with Spartan soon
“Everly?” I asked, still staring in disbelief at the scarlet words on the piece of
parchment, “How do you spell Santa?”
Everly turned around to face me, before her brows furrowed in concentration,
as she slowly, but surely, spelled out, “S-A-T-A-N.”
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Identified
By Jodie Kemish
My knees gave away, panic coursed its way through my veins. What have I
done? My hands tangled themselves in the knotted mess of hair that was being
blown all over my face by the wind that hugged my body, rocking me as one
does to a baby. Tears sprung to my eyes as the reality of what kind of monster I
had become settled in. I didn’t mean to. Why? Millions of questions ran through
my mind and they all ended up unanswered.
In front of me laid the lifeless body of the small human I had just knocked
down with my car. She had just appeared. I couldn’t stop in time, I couldn’t stop.
The mother was laid down by her side, tears streaming down her bright red
cheeks as she whispered small words of encouragement in her ear. The child’s
eyes were open, staring right at me. They were hauntingly blue like the colour
of the sea before a thunderstorm, but, what once had been filled with the
happiness and joy of life, had been replaced by the cold desperation of death.
“I’m sorry, Miss. There’s nothing we can do. She’s gone.”
Her mother screamed, I sunk lower into the ground, wanting it all to be a dream.
I knew it wasn’t, the cries of the distraught mother were too real, too scarring,
too unnerving. As the world was slowly falling apart around me, a strong arm
wrapped around my shoulders and I leaned into it, giving it everything I could
no longer hold. Slowly turning my head I saw the sympathetic face of a police
officer. He gave a meek smile and slowly lifted my fragile body off of the ground.
I didn’t deserve this kindness. I had just taken away a young girl’s life, her hopes
and dreams, her opportunities. I had just caused a family to be so grief-stricken
they wouldn’t be able to move, made them have to plan a funeral and sit there
as people try and make everything better, though you know nothing will ever be
the same again. She was hit by my car. She was killed by my car. I was to blame.
While I was trapped in the dangers of my own mind, the mother, of whom I
didn’t know the name of, had walked over to me and was now crouched in front
of me. Her eyes matched those of the girl. Cold, desperate, unwilling to forgive.
Fear entered my body as I started to sob my apologies. She cupped my cheek
gently and met my eyes, causing whatever cries that were left to be immediately
silenced. She then spoke:
“Ellie. Her name was Ellie.”
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Last Chance
By Imogen Usherwood
Apart from the constant tapping of the computer keyboard, it’s silent in here.
He is painfully conscious of the noise, and how potentially conspicuous it makes
him in this otherwise empty house.
The last thing he wants is to be heard. Not now, not until he has pressed Send.
Unusually, going online has always been more private. Gran is always first to
the door when letters arrive, and as such everything is filtered through her –
only those correspondences that meet her approval are passed on to him, and
even they are always opened by the time he is permitted to read them. She
makes no attempt to re-seal the envelopes; after all, it’s hardly a secret that she
reads all his mail.
The internet, however, is harder for Gran to control, so it’s convenient that
the process works online these days. So far, she’s said nothing – he has spent
endless months on a knife edge, preparing his application, terrified that she
had already somehow stopped it. It seemed the kind of thing Gran would do; let
him carefully construct his own ambition like a house of cards, before blowing it
down with a few quiet words.
And today, he is finally going to send the application, but the delight of going
to university is undermined by the fear that she must know. She always knows.
Approval is out of the question; it is inherently obvious she would disapprove
from beginning to end. He knows that.
He has not stopped typing. The rhythmic patter of the keys creates a sort of
backbeat to his thoughts, like the sound of rain beating against the window at
night. It is comforting, familiar and constant. The information he has memorised
transfers automatically through his fingers, tapping the keys as skilfully and
instinctively as a pianist might.
Not that he plays piano. Or anything else, come to that.
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Suddenly, he gets up, leaving a sentence hanging mid-air; all his momentum
is put temporarily on pause.
He heard something. Someone.
At the window, the sky is getting dark; the glowing outline of trees has
disappeared. In all directions, the green hills roll aggressively inward, as if they
are trying to compress the house with him inside it. They allude to the miles and
miles of empty green space behind them, occupied almost entirely by sheep
and crickets. Here is an empty, green corner of the world, only accessible by car
and with a total population of two.
It should be idyllic. It’s the kind of place that should feature on a peaceful
television programme about the country’s most beautiful places. But, as he
sits on the wide windowsill, knees clasped to his chest, all he sees are great
imposing mounds of green land that refuse to let him glimpse what lies beyond.
They also dangle in front of his eyes the constant threat of breaking the internet
connection, and thus confiscating his one glimpse at something – anything –
else.
That is when he sees the parked car in front of the house.
It’s been stationary for a while; the old, yellowing lights are out and the dust
around the tyres has settled. He must have been so consumed in his typing that
he did not hear Gran arrive home.
Silently, slowly, he returns to the desk, sitting down with the most discreet
motions he can manage. It is like wading through water and trying not to make
a ripple in the smooth surface: impossible.
A minute later, the laptop is still open, but so is the door. She is in here.
Without first acknowledging his presence, Gran stands behind him, reading
everything. He can see the tight, sharp look of scrutiny on her face without
looking. It is possible to feel her gaze burning through the back of his skull and
into the words on the screen; what he thought was a well-structured personal
statement now looks like the making of a foolish, childish fantasy that has fallen
apart, like a tower of colourful bricks that have collapsed at the disapproval of
her gaze.
He senses her muscles relax a little when she reaches the final, suspended
sentence, and he waits. She waits too. There is no need for her to say a word.
She just waits, standing motionless behind him.
She does not leave until he has closed the webpage, and deleted every draft
of his personal statement.
She will come back for notebooks under his bed when he is at school.
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Digging
By Lottie Carter
It is late the first time I hear the noise. I’m in bed, just beginning to slip away
when the sound jerks me back to consciousness. The ceiling above me is dark,
my eyes search for something to focus on as I try to work out what woke me. I
hear it again, louder, clearer, the scrape of earth and stone, soil crumbling in on
itself. Somebody outside is digging.
The noise is quiet but close, it could be coming from any of the gardens
outside that border on mine. I check the clock by my bed: 1:44am. In the short
time I had known them, the neighbours to the left of my house seemed like avid
gardeners, but this was absurd. What kind of petunias needed to be planted
after midnight? A second thought crosses my mind, raising the hairs on my neck
before I shoo it away as fantasy.
What kind of secret needs to be buried after midnight?
In my head, I laugh away my morbid thoughts. I could just go up to the window,
pull the curtain away a little and see one of the neighbours troweling away in
their flowerbeds, indulging in some late-night horticultural therapy. But for some
reason, I cannot seem to move myself out of bed, and lie for several minutes
listening to the rhythmic sound of the ground being parsed away. Eventually I
am lulled back to sleep, and in the morning I have all but forgotten the digging.
There it is again. It’s hard to tell, but it sounds louder than last night, almost
as if the digging is happening in my own garden. I lay in bed until I summon the
courage to go to the window and peek through the curtains. It is dark and my
eyes strain to see, but there does not appear to be anybody outside, digging
or not. Back in bed, my mind sifts through every other possible explanation.
Someone’s pet dog that likes to dig at night. Underground machinery. The wind.
I was unnerved, certainly, but after resolving to discuss the matter with my
neighbours tomorrow, I was far more at ease and fell asleep within a matter of
minutes.
It is definitely louder. I spoke to my neighbours earlier today and they told me
they were neither the cause of the digging noise, nor had they even heard it.
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What if I’m going mad? I looked out of the window again, but there is still
nothing to be seen. There is still the chance that some sort of animal is in a
corner of my garden, gouging away the dirt and keeping me awake. Better to
put an end to this right now, I tell myself.
I put on a jacket and some shoes, pick up a torch and step outside. Sure
enough, the digging is close, but after several fruitless minutes of scouring my
garden for creatures, I give up. I go back inside, and the sound becomes hungrier,
more feverish. It’s just your mind playing tricks, I tell myself. It’s paranoia. When I
reach my bedroom, the digging stops. I am still for several long seconds, waiting
for it to return, but it does not. Relieved, I go to the window one last time, to see
if anything has changed.
The moment I look outside, I go cold. Right in the centre of my garden, there
is a hole. A black pit that extends downwards further than I can see. And from it,
in the mud, are footprints of something decidedly inhuman. The first realisation
hits me like a punch to the gut. This whole time, it was digging up. The second
realisation comes when I hear the stairs creaking. I forgot to lock the back door.
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Red Horizon
By Anna-Roisin Ullman-Smith
Day One: Marcus
The horizon is a red mess of war. I shy away from it, ducking back behind the
safety of the half crumbled wall.
The wind knocks ash and dust into my eyes, forcing me to close them. I rub
the back of my hand across my face in a pointless effort to clear my vision,
shuddering at the feeling of the grime that coats every part of me and that I shall
never truly be able to wash off.
Looking up at the sky I try to gauge how long I’ve been here, but it’s impossible.
Dust fills the air and turns the world a misty shade of dried blood red. The sun
is a blip of fogged-up light tracing across the smog filled atmosphere, its light
quenched and smudged into an almost indistinguishable blur.
There are children in the world today who’ve never seen a blue sky, never
heard the sound of bird call in the morning, never run across green fields
laughing. My jaw tightens, I turn away, ducking my head into the neck of my
coat, gasping for some semblance of fresh air.
What little light there was to start with has almost faded into nothing by the
time I hear his approach. The crunch and tumble of loose debris gives him away.
My hand finds the revolver in my pocket on its own. Quietly I dissolve into the
shadows at my back, my breathing slowing until I am almost as still and silent as
this crumbling home.
He’s taller than I remember, the sharp cut of his frame silhouetted against the
thin light. I search his form for a weapon, my eyes analysing every part of him
for the tell-tale bulge of a gun.
“I’m unarmed.” He says, startling me, to my frustration.
I meet his gaze, forcing my face into calm neutrality, hoping he won’t notice
the hand still tucked inside my pocket. He moves in, sitting beside me, his back
against the wall.
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“I am glad you came.” He nods, though his face does nothing to suggest
pleasure. “There are things I must ask you, are you willing to hear them? To
answer me honestly?”
My heart thrums with the fear of a trap, yet I say, “Yes.”
He nods again. “Do you ever find yourself able to persuade people’s opinions,
the way they think?”
I nod, despite myself, an uncontrollable need for honestly overwhelming my
survival instincts.
He does not react, though he carries on. “People like you and I can explain
away anything, we are paranoid enough to know how, existing ten steps ahead.
We know how to make them believe anything we say. It is a gift, yes, but first it
is a curse. When we are children we do this without noticing, but as we grow we
realise how cruel a power we have. How terrible the consequences.
“We have the gift of survival. Engraved into our every bone is the power to
talk our way out of, or into, anything. The ability to work out everything. The only
price is our morality.”
He looks out, his eyes searching the scene past the walls of this safe space,
surveying the destruction of decades of slaughter.
When he turns back to me a light has entered his eyes, passion sculpting his
features into severity. “The only thing we have to fear is becoming a dictator, or
surviving alone.”
A bomb drops, the boom shaking the foundations of the crumbling house,
sending stone tumbling around us and the earth shifting under our boots. He
doesn’t blink, not even as the shock wave rustles his hair and tugs at his tattered
coat.
“If you join me we can end this. Though we should not survive this.” He intones.
I do not need to look out at the world to know how much it needs saving. I
do not dare to believe I can save it. And yet, if there is a chance, I must take it.
The sky will clear. The rebellion has begun.
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The Brave Flight
By Becky Shepherd
My bag hit the chair with a ‘thunk’ as I took the chair beside her bed. I shrugged
my jacket off and hung it behind me before taking her cold hand in my warm
one. The room was always hot, yet it never seemed to reach her. She was asleep
at the moment, which meant that I could look at her without her glaring back at
me. She’d gotten thinner, again; big dark circles under her eyes told me just how
much she needed the sleep and her skin was so pale, it was almost translucent.
I whispered her name once and squeezed her hand, wanting her to know I was
there without waking her.
“Cassie.”
She seemed to smile slightly, shifting a little in her sleep. I sighed and looked
out of the window to my right. A big willow tree stood just outside it, its long
branches full of green leaves that brushed the ground gently in the breeze.
As I watched, two black ravens flew and sat on one of the branches, side by
side. I smiled. I had seen two birds just like that once, a couple of years ago.
Before she got sick. Before everything changed for the both of us.
It was a bright summer night. I was sat under a willow tree watching our classmates
giggling and chatting in groups. Cassie was a little way away from me, flirting with
some guy from our class who I knew by sight but not by name. He had started to talk
to her as she went to go and pick up a drink. Poor guy. He had no idea what he was
getting himself in for.
Every now and again she would make a face at me as he turned to point something
out to her. I giggled and gave her a look that told her to stop making fun. She rolled
her eyes and turned back to the guy with a smile. I think she had liked him really.
She had always gotten a lot of attention. She was brave and fiery and bold and
just beautiful. As popular as she was though, she didn’t have many actual friends.
She picked her inner circle carefully but when she was friends with you, she was one
of the most fiercely loyal people you knew.
She was my best friend, had been since we were 5, and some boy pushed me over
in the playground and made me cry. She punched the boy in the nose and was about
to get in a ton of trouble when I stepped in and told the teacher I had done it. I was
sent home but we were inseparable after that.
A boy came up to me then and sat beside me. We began to talk, I don’t even
remember what it was about. School, I assume. I just remember that I liked talking
to him and that I thought he was cute. We talked for quite a while and then he kissed
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me. It felt nice. I had kissed a boy before, a couple of years ago at a party, but it was
nothing like this.
Then his hand started to move up my leg. I pushed it away but he just smiled
against my mouth and told me to relax. His arm was rock solid and didn’t stop
moving. I started to try to move away – he was too big. As I felt his weight settle over
my body, mine went numb. I looked up and saw two black ravens above me. They
flew off and I remember wishing that I was a bird too so I could fly away with them.
I heard loud footsteps and suddenly he was gone. She had the boy by his hair and
was screaming at him about what she would do to various parts of his anatomy if
he ever touched me, or anyone else, again. He ran away crying, just like the boy from
when we were 5.
Then I started to cry and she held me. My best friend in the whole world. My
Guardian Angel.
A ringing broke me out of the memory. No. Not a ringing. One, long, slow,
beep. My whole body went cold to match the hand still in mine. I looked outside
as the room filled with people and saw one of the ravens flying away, leaving its
friend behind.
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Left Behind
By Beth MacLeod
Thea stood on the edge, looking out at the stars. She had always dreamt of
leaving this cage of a ship that she called home. Other people may have been
content to waste away their lives in a few cramped rooms and nothing else, but
she needed more.
She had read and reread every book about the Earth more times than she
could count, letting her fingers graze over the images of immense oceans and
towering trees, vast expanses of blue and green. Her dreams were haunted by
birds she had never seen.
She couldn’t help the contempt that she felt for her ancestors. How could
they have ruined something so pure and beautiful? Evolution created every life
form that had ever existed – from butterflies to lions. It consisted of hundreds
of millions of years of small changes, little things that had no great consequence
at that specific moment, but over time created something far different and
even more extraordinary. Evolution created the beauty of the world. It created
diversity of life, all the species that formed and flourished. However, it also
created the human race. And that one creation was what inevitably lead to
destruction.
Thea had grown up with stories of how humans had dreamt of reaching space.
Of how proud they should all be that this vision had been accomplished. But
she wondered if those that had wished for a life in the stars had also imagined
the solitude and captivity that came with it. Wouldn’t they miss the wind? The
feeling of the sea crashing against their feet? The bitterness of the snowstorm,
or the warmth of the sun on their face? She could only imagine what that felt
like, living off stories passed down from the first passengers who had actually
experienced life on Earth. For her, all she had known were the confines of this
ship. No breeze had ever ruffled her hair, no rain had fallen on her skin. She
was stuck in this prison, with no way to escape. For years they had travelled
between the planets, cascading their way through the darkness. But now, they
had returned.
Thea had been one of the first to volunteer for the expedition. At first, they
had been adamant that a young woman would not have the skills or expertise
needed to take a shuttle down to the surface of the Earth. However, she proved
them wrong in spectacular fashion, as she answered every question swiftly and
with more knowledge than perhaps anyone else in that room. After all, no one
knew that planet as well as she did.
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They needed her, and they knew it. No one was certain of what they would
find when they got there. It had been almost two hundred years since the last
human beings had escaped from the crumbling and destitute world that they
had destroyed. It was hoped that some recovery would have taken place, but
Thea knew that the amount of time that had passed was only a heartbeat in the
context of the universe.
Time, she thought, was the strangest of all human creations. It didn’t exist. Yet
everyone was always willing for it to go faster. Or wishing that they had more.
And now they were running out of it.
The future was looking bleak. The ships were becoming far too crowded, the
tensions between individuals increasing more by the day. Those in charge were
anxiously waiting for an uprising or revolt. They had only survived this way for
so long by having order and a system of command. If that all fell apart then it
was over.
Thea didn’t know if she believed in an Earth that had reinvented itself into
its former beauty. She didn’t know if they would be able to go back. Perhaps
it would be better if they didn’t. Maybe it was time for the human species to
obliterate itself as it had so many others. As it did to a whole planet. In her mind,
they didn’t deserve another chance.
But before the inevitable darkness took hold, she wanted to feel something.
Just once.
She wanted to take off her boots and cover her toes with the sand. To feel the
wind whispering to her as it passed. She wanted to be as free as a bird, soaring
high above the mountains.
Even if she succumbed after only a minute on the Earth, well, at least she will
have been free.
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Portrait of a Memory
By Cheryl Buck
There’s something about this museum at night. There’s something about the
way the moonlight shines through the ceiling and touches every mote of dust
on the way down. If this were an observatory I would tell you how like stars they
look; dancing into and out of constellations with every heartbeat. I would tell
you how like a young universe they look, taking its first breaths of infinity. But
this is an arts museum. Here the moonlit dust is allowed to be beautiful in its
own right.
There’s something about the eyes that follow guest and trespasser alike. They
follow as I walk darkened corridors of dust and dreams, set into faces of dim
and distant memory. They follow but raise no alarm. Even the electronic eyes
of the museum do not try to deny me these visits. For, legality of my presence
aside, I am still a visitor. I am still a guest in this hall of eyes.
There is one face that I am here to see, one face that matters far more than
the rest. And I find her where I always do; set apart from many more valuable
faces but, by the others that I recognise, in good company nonetheless.
This museum does not know her. The name on her plaque belongs to some
long forgotten queen. They do not know how she would have laughed to see
that. They do not know that she laughed like honey and sang like a crow. How
could they ever know that she spoke just like that long forgotten queen and
loved like a remembered poet when they don’t even know that today is her
birthday? Science could age the painting – someone almost certainly had – but
not her, not after so long out of memory.
“I used to think you were trying to steal that.”
I almost laugh. How could I steal what was always mine? But I don’t ask.
The guardsman is leaning against the same pillar as on every one of my visits
before; my unwanted chaperone and the only natural pair of eyes in the gallery
tonight. He does not expect an answer.
“After that I figured maybe you were gearing up to copy it. From your memory
like. Or change it some, vandalise it maybe, and you just hadn’t figured out how
yet.”
That does make me laugh; a sharp sound that he probably doesn’t even hear.
He’ll see it though; he watches me closely even now.
“Took me a while but I finally figured you out. You always come on the same
days, see. Every year, the same days.”
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He marks a beat of silence, taking a breath, standing up straight.
I smile at her.
“And, well, it’s been thirty odd years and you don’t look a day older than that
night I first tried to kick you out of here.”
He did more than try that night. He didn’t do enough.
There’s another beat of silence. Then there are several beats. I can almost
hear him reaching for the words to frame what he wants to say, hesitating
before he grasps them, holding them fast while he measures the weight of their
impossibility.
I am still smiling.
“You knew her,” he says at last and it’s not a question.
“Yes,” I say. It is the first word I have said to him in thirty seven years.
I step toward her and run a hand along her frame, my fingers tracing the
groove they have worn there over the years. Almost of their own accord they
take the weight of the frame and lift her from the wall. There is no alarm.
When I turn to the old guard he is smiling.
“Take her home,” he says. “The cameras don’t see you tonight and she
deserves to be with someone who loves her, not tucked away in some dusty
corner where no one knows her name.”
“Thank you.”
I start to leave, my feet finding the way alone whilst my mind was afire with
possibility. There are a thousand places that have not seen the curve of my
darling’s face in centuries. There are a thousand more people who have missed
the slow twist of her lips.
“What was her name?”
My feet stop before the dark and dust can claim us completely and I half turn
back to my guardsman. We are smiling together now; allies in a secret for the
ages.
“Elise. Her name was Elise.” And she was mine.
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I Am Here
By Anna-Roisin Ullman-Smith
She knows I’m under the bed. Despite Mother Dearest having checked. The
old hag can’t see me, her mind is closed to my likes. Her daughter, on the
other hand, is a bright light of youth and innocence, her eyes open to reality,
unclouded by society’s butchering of facts. Right now her daughter is a tasty
treat of fear.
I coil back into the far recesses of the floor under the bed, the bones at my
back scraping against the wall, the sound a harsh whisper. Soft feet patter
across the bar of light in my view, my mouth salivates with the closeness, yet I
bide my time, waiting for the child to be in line with me.
As she takes those final steps, I uncoil one long arm, my talon-like fingers
splaying with eager glee. As my hand hits the light of day, it bursts into green
colour. I wrap long fingers about her ankle, sucking the heat of her small body
out through my palm and into me, warming my frozen core.
The girl shrieks, the noise vibrating through me, and causing me to relinquish
my hold. In an instant she’s gone, leaped onto the bed, I feel the corresponding
pressure of her form above my head.
As my first arm retracts, my fingers shamefully empty, my other shoots up the
thin space between bed and wall, my fingers grasping blindly. I snag material,
and reach to latch on, when the girl jumps and moves away, the lump above me
careening to the centre of the bed.
The hot smell of salty tears reaches me, sending my nostrils flaring. I lick my
broad lips, my long tongue tearing against the sharpness of my many teeth.
I pull my arm back down under the bed and stretch both hands out into the
open, pressing my palms flat against the floor. I dig my nails into the soft wood
and begin to pull my body forward.
As my head is about to enter the light of the girl’s room, the bedroom door
is thrown open. Rushed heavy footsteps stamp into the room and I am forced
to retract.
Father Sweetest lifts the trembling girl from the bed. I can tell by the sudden
loss of her weight above me, the sigh of the mattress. The girl’s sobs match the
thrum of my overworked heart.
Above the cries I hear Mother Dearest, as she fumes with anger. Suddenly the
thin line of light before me is broken, Father Sweetest dropping into my view,
his eyes scanning my long cruel body, finally latching onto the wide abyss of my
eyes. He stares blatantly into my soul, sending my heart jittering with elation.
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“There’s nothing here.” He says softly, his eyes glazing to my presence. Anger
boils inside me and I strike out, catching his cheek and leaving a paper thin scar.
He jerks and raises a hand to his cheek, drawing back and sitting up, “I think this
bed may be splintering, something just cut me.”
Mucus thick tears trace down my sharp cheeks. I watch in silence as he stands
and his feet move away.
“Do you think that’s what it is? Maybe she keeps getting splinters and thinks
it’s a monster.” Mother Dearest says softly.
I coil in on myself, watching through the end of the bed as their feet retreat
beyond my view.
“I am here. I am here. I am here,” I tell myself, as I hold my body close, watching
as first my toes, and then my legs, fade into shadow.
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A Yellow Hem
By Daisy Kennedy
“Tickets”
“Tickets”
“Tickets”
Today he is monitoring coaches D, E and F. He never looks at them. They’re
cattle.
“Tickets”
A yellow hem of a yellow dress.
A red shoe.
Tights you can tell have been worn thin.
People ahead have their tickets out ready. He sees them turn and glance at
what’s holding up the process.
“Joseph Henley.”
He wishes he could shed the uniform that makes his stomach hang over his
belt and makes his nipples visible through the pink shirt. He is aware of what his
hands are doing, how his face moves, how to force normality.
“Marie Lovey.”
The name feels like starting an old car. A match struck, illuminating thousands
of polaroids in the dusty shelves of his mind. A blurry mid-laugh on his living
room floor, sitting in the back of a taxi, their hands slowing inching together, a
snapshot of her in that red dress, the same red dress in which she said “Just
think, it would be better if we stay friends. You know?”
“You work here.”
“Yep.”
He sits. His subconscious acted before his conscious could override it. The
people ahead are turning, they can wait. The small talk is small, yes, he is still
living in Bridlington, yes, his mother is OK, no, he doesn’t know when we’re
getting into Durham.
“Do you still take photos?”
“No.”
This is true. He doesn’t. He doesn’t do anything worth chatting about; she
does though. She is trying to downplay it, but she can’t mask the brightening
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of her eyes when she tells him how she’s been working in Iceland. Something
about Geology. He didn’t expect anything less. She was always smart.
“I travel too, I guess.”
Another snapshot, her face leaning into his, a kiss.
He knows he is coming across as blunt, he wants to show some kind of change
from the man he was before. The more he thinks about it, the more he remains
frozen in his posture.
He senses she has something to say. The trolley of refreshments is making
its way down the carriage, he doesn’t have long before Mary sees him sat down
and begins questioning him.
“At the party, I know I shouldn’t have kissed you.” Her neck goes blotchy.
“I’m glad you did.”
“I knew I didn’t want you, but I wanted you at the same time.”
“Right.”
“Sorry, that makes no sense.”
“No, it doesn’t.”
Silence. The other passengers are pretending not to listen. What a funny
thing control is, he thinks. Imagining this exchange in his head has been so
eloquent, saying everything he has rehearsed for 11 years; demanding answers
to questions, saying how he thought of her, how he hated her. Sometimes his
fantasy ended in a kiss, but he knew that was wishful thinking.
“I’m glad you’ve been well.”
He surprises himself at how much he does mean that.
“I keep chickens.”
She keeps chickens. Laughter bubbles out of him, a release.
“You couldn’t even keep a fish alive.”
“I feed them and everything.”
“I don’t believe you. They must be immortal chickens.”
“That’s the name of my autobiography. Immortal chickens.”
It’s that kind of laughter that melts into a sigh. The trolley is getting closer.
“I’m married.”
He doesn’t know why he didn’t look for a ring, now it’s like a flashing beacon
on her finger.
“I hope he knows not to tickle your feet.”
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‘Oh, he knows.’
The trolley is almost at their seats. He gets up.
“Better not let Mary see me.”
“Of course.”
He presses the button to open the sliding doors into the next coach, leaving
coach D’s tickets unchecked. The people have tucked their tickets away anyway,
long forgotten.
“You knew what you were doing when you kissed me.”
“What? I didn’t know anything-”
“No, you knew.”
With that, he walked into coach E and stood a little straighter. He looked in the
eyes of a woman in a blue skirt.
“Tickets please.”
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Poetry Section
By Ellen Warren
In the age of machines and robots,
who on Earth would buy a book?
A bookstore is indeed a different world,
the sweet silence deafens any human sound.
Hear the pages turn in the next aisle,
the creak of the floor beneath carpets.
The secret garden of such a place,
hidden at the back. Out of plain sight.
I hear the whispers of forgotten men
and women, calling to me.
Dust fills my nostrils, I inhale,
the scent of fresh ink and paper.
A secret beach, hidden sunshine
and seashells, sparkling, special.
Old books of sonnets and haikus,
the ghostly poets left their mark here.
Shelves are filled, like clinging ivy
to the old, forgotten garden fence.
Hardback books feel like trunks
of ancient, creaking trees.
Pages that leak the pure sap,
dripping colourful words, images.
In the silence, I can hear the breeze.
The books breathe, sigh and weep.
Aching for the dainty, the calloused,
to hold them close and take them away.
Forever will the section be a secret garden,
because who on Earth would buy poetry?
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Can We Pretend The World Isn’t Ending?
By Emily Collins
The world around them was falling. The very earth they stood on was
crumbling, torn apart after one too many cycles around its sun. No noise could
be heard on the planet save the tearing of the ground and the small music
player she carried with her that, even now, crooned to them about lost loves
and shattered hopes.
As the only two living things on the planet, their company was bound to grate
on one another after so long a time. But that was the curse of immortality. They
had sat back and watched as the planet died, as the humans became nothing
but a memory, knowing that to intervene wouldn’t help anyone and that it would
only hurt them more afterwards. But they couldn’t do that this time. Now, they
were very much involved.
She rested her head against the bark of the tree behind her, closing her eyes
against the blackness of the night and the glowing fire that attempted to keep
the darkness at bay. Tears fell unchecked down her cheeks, a silent testimony
to her grief.
The girl felt it when her partner sat down beside her, the familiar weight
settling into her side as she made herself comfortable. A cold chill crept through
her at the touch of her lover’s hand but she knew a warmth would be spreading
through them in return and was content to let the touch continue.
“You’ve given me many gifts over the centuries my love,” the woman crooned,
her voice as chilling as her touch. “But this truly is an honour.”
Opening her eyes at last, the girl turned to her partner and gave a soft smile.
Beside them the ground cracked, fissures opening up as the earth fought to
hold itself together, and yet the two women paid no notice. The end was upon
them, but it was not yet here.
“I’ve given you everything,” she replied, her voice as soft as her smile. “Countless
gifts and for longer than words can describe. All of my creations are now yours
to cherish.”
“And now you’re giving me yourself.”
More earth fell away, drawing closer to where they were huddled together.
“Can I ask for one more favour?” Asked the girl, the tracks of her tears still
visible in the flickering orange light.
“Anything for you, my love.” The woman replied.
“Dance with me. Dance with me and pretend the world isn’t ending.”
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With smiles now gracing both faces, they rose gracefully to their feet before
folding themselves into each other’s arms, their embrace so familiar after such
a long time. The music continued to play while they swayed, listening to each
other’s heartbeats and committing every emotion that passed between them
to memory.
Finally, it was time.
As the music ended with a decisive click, blanketing them in total silence, the
women looked into each others eyes and smiled. And so Death took Life firmly
by the hand, and only after placing a gentle kiss on her lips did they depart,
keeping Life and her creations forever.
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Cause of Death: Known
By Hannah Casey
Cause of Death: Known
A spark of curiosity ignited inside Jessica as her eyes scanned the newspaper:
How could it be possible? It must be another money-making scheme, she
thought, turning the page. But as she read about some disaster, the thought
wouldn’t leave her mind. How could they know? She flicked back through the
newspaper, turned to the first page and re-read the advert:
‘Discover the cause of your death!
Call 083302488284 and book an appointment today!’
Jessica shook her head, it was absurd to even be considering such a thing.
There’s no way such a thing could be accurately predicted. And even if it could,
she didn’t want to know! Jessica cast the paper aside. She took her briefcase and
headed out of the house, starting her day as usual.
But as she worked, Jessica found she couldn’t concentrate: the advert still on
her mind. The numbers on the screen began to blur as she began to wonder.
How was she meant to work when the cause of her death might be out there?
Her scepticism had drifted into morbid curiosity. In a strange way, she almost
wanted to know. The idea intrigued Jessica, tugging at her mind.
By the time she was due home, Jessica was itching, she couldn’t sit still. She
needed to know! Maybe, if she found out the cause of her death, she could
change it. Her fingers fumbled, key entering the lock. Her briefcase was cast aside,
her shoes slipped off. Jessica hurried into the kitchen, the scene of breakfast
exactly as she’d left it: bowl and spoon, empty glass and newspaper. Jessica
rushed forwards, grasping the paper between her fingers, quickly thumbing to
the right page. She dialled the number and booked an appointment for the
following day…
Rushing straight from work, Jessica cautiously pushed at the door to the
address she’d been given. Her brow furrowed in confusion as she looked at the
room around her. Was this the right place? Surely not. It was a tiny, square with
black walls. It was empty bar a small screen sitting atop a table. Jessica stepped
forward, squinting at the screen. She read:
‘Welcome Jessica Houlden, take a seat.’
It was only then that Jessica noticed the stool. Jessica hesitated, was she really
doing this? There was an eerie atmosphere within the room, something that
left Jessica feeling uneasy. But Jessica needed to know. Reading the advert had
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opened something inside her, something that had eaten away at her throughout
work. With a deep breath, she sat down.
“Please answer the following questions:
Do you smoke?”
Jessica smiled, this was going to be easy. She tapped no.
“How many units do you drink in a week?”
“If you could save your child or 10 others, what you do?”
Jessica frowned, what did this have to do with anything? The questions kept
getting weirder and weirder… But still, she kept answering. She wanted to find
out the answer, it was a need growing inside. After about 20 more questions,
the screen suddenly went black. Panic rose in Jessica, had she broken it? But
after a moment, the screen flashed white and text appeared:
“Cause of death: known. Tap the screen…”
Jessica took a deep breath. Was she sure she wanted to know? What if it was
bad news, something she didn’t want to hear? With shaking fingers, she tapped
the screen and waited…
“Car accident: 06/03/2020.”
Jessica checked her watch: 06/03/2020. Today. Car accident. A car accident
today. That was how she was going to die. Jessica couldn’t breathe, her chest
felt heavy and her heart tight. This wasn’t how she wanted to die. It wasn’t what
she’d expected!
With no more messages on the screen, Jessica rose from the stool. She took
a deep breath, trying to reassure herself. It was going to be alright. It had to be.
But the thought left her feeling disheartened and heavy. She couldn’t stop
thinking about, couldn’t stop wondering ‘what if?’ What if it was right?
Weighed down by her thoughts, Jessica hadn’t looked as she crossed the
road, too preoccupied by the new discovery. It meant she hadn’t seen the car
coming, hadn’t seen it until she was filled with searing pain, left on her back as
she stared up at the sky.
It was such a beautiful day, she thought as the pain rose up her body, such a
beautiful day. Her head felt heavy and she closed her eyes, remembering the
words on the screen:
Car accident: 06/03/2020…
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Moving Day
By Imogen Usherwood
The room is still when I open the door. It is beyond motionless; the air seems
stale, as if everything has been holding its breath since Mum left.
Crossing the threshold feels like disturbing a museum exhibit, or interrupting
a vigil. I feel the furniture breathe in sharply at my presence, and know I am not
welcome. Every object in the room seems to be placed deliberately, purposefully
– from the neat line of perfume bottles to the old photographs, sitting in even
older frames.
I have to cross the room in small, sober steps, as if the floor itself recognises
that I do not belong in this room, the carpet bristling wherever I place my feet.
It knows that I am not her, and it does not want me here.
When I try to open it, the wardrobe refuses to cooperate. Its hinges are stiff
and spongy and unyielding. It is an archaic, wooden affair, built into the wall to
make space for the chest of drawers by its side. I continue to tug at the brass
handles until I notice the key inserted in its tiny lock – it turns uncertainly, then
clicks and the door swings open unenthusiastically.
An overwhelming smell of her rushes to meet me, combined with the sticky
feeling of dust rushing into my lungs. Here is almost every outfit I can remember
of hers; old jeans and long skirts and smart tops and cardigans and dresses and
jumpers. All of them are steeped in her, in her smell and her shape and her
essence. I bury my face into a flowery skirt, breathing in her powdery scent of
perfume and carpet; then I start looking for the cobalt blue jumper she always
wore with it.
When I find it, I lay the clothes out on the bed, the way she used to do for me
back when my outfit choices were a messy kaleidoscope of spots and stripes.
There. She could be in the shower and in a few minutes, she’ll come in here and
get dressed. It makes the room look more lived in, less like a shrine.
The dressing table is part of the same set as the wardrobe and drawers; the
same dark wood with ornate brass handles. Just in front of the mirror is a line of
six bottles of perfume – all expensive-looking, all half-used, and all smelling the
same to me, because all of them are synonymous with the same person and the
same hug. I choose one at random and spray it carefully onto the sleeves and
neckline of the jumper.
The musk of the perfume is intoxicating. I realise how much I want her here,
now – I want her to put on these clothes and wear this perfume and tell me that
everything is fine.
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But the person I want is the person who lives in this room – and no one
lives here any more. The person I want lives in the past, in the days of long
hot summers and secret conversations and raised eyebrows and exploding
laughter. The person I want doesn’t exist any more, in the greyish daylight that
now fills this room.
The phone rings. I answer, blindly, barely listening.
“Are you there?”
“Yes.”
“How many boxes have you filled? We need to get at least all the clothes
stored today, and maybe some of the photos too, if you can –”
“I’m sorting it now,” I promise, vaguely.
“Good – and we need to visit the new home tomorrow, I’ve booked an
appointment…”
My sister keeps talking, but I’m not listening any more; I don’t want to hear
the rest of her agenda, because emptying this room seems sacrilege enough. I
mutter something – I’m not sure what – and hang up.
About ten minutes later, I still have not moved.
Another call. I look at the name flashing up on the screen; the contact photo
is five years old now, dating back to before any of this happened, before the
word “home” had more than one meaning. It’s a sunny day in June and we’re
at a wedding; she’s wearing the coral dress that I can see in the wardrobe, with
the matching hat that I can’t. I know that she smells of orange blossom in that
picture, because I remember watching her sitting at this table getting ready in
the morning.
I am still staring at the photo when Mum stops trying to call me and hangs up.
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People Watching
By Josef Craig Smith
The man sat on a bench, alone, enjoying his solitude. Sitting in the plaza was
his favourite way to relax after completing his gruelling shift at the factory. He
wanted to spend as little time as possible in the squalor of his tiny apartment
and chose instead to sit under the grey sky, always threatening rain, and watch
as the rest of the city went about their business. He would sit in his grey overalls
and watch as dozens of identical pairs of overalls walked by. It was his routine
and he stuck to it religiously, just as the people he watched daily stuck to their
routines, routines he knew well.
He could predict the time at which the police would enter the plaza down to
the second. He watched as they walked slowly, panning and surveying the square
for anything punishable. Small drones buzzed above their heads, spreading out
to investigate at an officer’s signal. They had passed over the bench countless
times and never found the man engaging in anything out of the ordinary, but
they still checked all the same. The drones were extremely effective. Constant
fear that they could set upon you at any moment stopped most people from
breaking the law. The man on the bench didn’t need surveillance to realise the
futility of crime.
A helicopter whirred above the plaza and startled the man, distracting him
from observing the police. He watched as it hovered over a tenement block and
deposited camouflaged figures onto the roof. Gunshots rang out in the distance
and, before long, bodies were dragged from the front door, blood trailing behind
them. More dissidents disposed of. When would people learn? The man on the
bench had seen every form of dissent, from simple acts of defiance to full-scale
rebellions. In the end, uprisings were crushed, and scores died for nothing. It
was better, he decided, to enjoy your idealism in the freedom and safety of your
own mind. This philosophy was hypocritical, but it was also pragmatic.
He looked back down to see the police officers walking towards the large
statue at the centre of the plaza, a memorial to a great writer whose name
he had long since forgotten. At the statue’s feet was set a small pile of pitch,
doused in gasoline. Atop the bonfire was an assortment of books. Some were
leather-bound and valuable, others simple paperbacks that would’ve been
common back when bookstores were common too. Citizens cheered as one
of the officers lit a match and tossed it on to the pile. The flames began to
consume the blackening paper. The man knew the government’s reasoning.
The books were probably written by outsiders, damaging to the moral purity
of the nation. He was old now and could still remember the election campaign
based on fear. Fear of foreign things, fear of change, fear of anything they didn’t
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know. They didn’t know what these books contained and had no desire to read,
so they were consigned to the flames. The part that sickened the man most was
the crowd that had turned out to watch. He had to wonder if he was really any
better, sitting and observing these acts every day.
The man on the bench was distracted from his thoughts by a yell. He tried
to filter the sound of splintering bone out of his thoughts but it was no use.
He turned to see a man dribbling blood into the gutter. The police kicked his
stomach as he spat teeth onto the pavement and tried to cover his eyes with his
crushed, mangled fingers. Another enemy of the state. Maybe he tried to take
a book from the bonfire. No good deed ever went unpunished by the law and,
however nobly this beaten, broken man believed he was acting; it only resulted
in pain.
A new thought entered the mind of the man on the bench. What if I stopped
it? He stood up from his seat and, trembling slightly, walked towards the police.
He thought of helping the man for a moment. He considered the ripple effect of
his one good deed inspiring others to do the same. He could be the man who
began a revolution. Today could be the start of a new life as someone different,
not just another cog in the machine.
Another kick in the stomach and he reconsidered. He turned, walked away,
and went back to being just a man on a bench.
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Haunting Memories
Karenza Marie Hampel
“How are you coping?”
“Fine.”
“Have the nightmares stopped?
“Sure.”
The shrink looked at me over her circular spectacles, tapping her pen in
frustration, still I would not meet her gaze. Judging me, always judging. “Look
Cindy, your parents have told me everything. You still scream his name at night,
you talk to yourself, and you are certainly not coping. Talk to me, I can help”.
So many lies. The shrink could not help me, no one could - not even my
parents understood. When Ben died, they just stopped talking about him, and
avoided anything to do with him. I was alone. The shrink sighed, defeated by my
silence, “come back in two weeks, have my secretary make an appointment. I
expect some progress by then.”
Ben smiled at me from across the room, reassuring me of my reality. For the
whole session Ben had been perched on the arm of the shrink’s chair, frowning
at her judging notes. As I made to stand, he toddled across the room to my side,
blowing a raspberry at the shrink as we left. I had not lost him yet.
I left without bothering to make an appointment with the secretary, my
parents would do it anyway. There they were outside - waiting as always – with
scowls of disappointment shadowing their once loving faces. The shrink had
already texted them.
My father would not even acknowledge my existence as I entered the car, my
mother just despairingly noted how I held the car door for Ben. They could not
see him. Eyes cast down, I securely buckled Ben in.
“We can’t do this anymore Cindy. We lost Ben and now we’re losing you, why
are you doing this to us?” I let the question linger in the air, coolly regarding my
mother as she broke down into familiar tears. I did not care. The parents I had
loved were gone, only hollow shells remained. Ben was my only concern now.
Once home Ben and I went straight to my room, where I turned on cartoons
for him. Though suddenly distracted he looked up at me, “Cindy, why didn’t you
save me?” I stopped frozen where I stood, with tears slowly streaking my face as
I remembered......
***
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Flames were devouring the walls, noxious smoke was clouding my eyes and
infesting my lungs. Ben. Where was Ben? My eyes bled black tears as I searched
for his room. Locating familiar walls and doors, I found it. Uncontrollable
coughing could be heard from within, so ignoring the searing heat of the
doorknob, I forced my way in.
“Ben? Ben, where are you? “Crawling around I finally found him, laid on the
floor, too intoxicated to move. Holding him close to me I travelled against the
wall, until I found the stairs
A beam suddenly feel on us, splitting us apart. Between his spluttering coughs,
he tried to call my name, tried to not let go. The force of the impact was stronger
than me; I lost him. Next thing I knew, I was seeping into unconsciousness, and
plummeting towards the ashen, enflamed steps.
My parents out of cowardice had gone outside immediately, whilst I had
tried to save him. I was barely saved myself. Fire-fighters had found me, and
paramedics had saved me. Ben couldn’t be saved, or found......
***
Breaking myself away from the tormenting memory, I looked at the angry
burn scar on my hand. It would always be there, always reminding me. “I tried” I
said whole-heartedly, it was all I could say.
“You left me.”
“I’m sorry.”
“I’m so alone.”
“You have me.”
“You have life.” At this statement I was lost for words, I knew it was all my fault.
“Please join me Cindy?”
“How?”
“Let go, it’s not so hard.” All I wanted was to end this pain and receive his
forgiveness; the knife I held in my shuddering hands had that promise. Before
I could truly comprehend what I was doing, I resolutely plunged the blade into
my chest.
Blood oozed uncontrollably in streams around my heaving breasts, whilst
Ben curled up beside me. With determination I blocked out the pain, like I had
blocked my emotions from my parents for months – allowing me to embrace
the freedom and forgiveness which I was about to receive. At last I could be with
my brother.
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A Panicked Reaction
By Emily Collins
Running through the deserted streets, the sound of their lumbering steps
behind me spurred me on. Fingers clawing at the metal bars to pull myself up
and over, feet struggling to find purchase against the slippery substance, it was
only seconds after I managed to cross over that I could smell the rancid stench
that announced their presence and feel their hands reaching out to grab me.
Out of breath from the chase, I could do nothing but stop and stare at the
monsters in front of me.
Blood stained their reaching fingers, which only added to the rotting smell.
Any colour they might once have had, had been bleached away. Now they all
shared the same pale grey complexion, their lips tinged blue. The worst part
though, was their eyes.
Though they were technically dead, the intelligence and malice reflected in
each and every one of those eyes lingered far longer than their gaze.
Stumbling backwards, I managed to grasp the doorknob and retreat to the
safety of the darkness inside the warehouse. Making my way to the canned
goods, I felt the same reassurance that the place had always brought me.
Reaching the shelves filled with food, I quickly found what I was looking for and
began filling up my empty bag, anxious to leave again.
But my rucksack got heavy far too quickly: I couldn’t afford to keep returning
to this haven too often. Every time I came back, there seemed to be more of
them waiting for me. Stuffing in a few more cans until the bag was bulging, I
carefully replaced it on my back and began making my way to the other exit, my
mind preoccupied with the knowledge of how far I must now travel to be safe
again. My eyes found the back door, light spilling out of the edges as though a
beacon, and with my thoughts turned to other things, it is no wonder I didn’t see
the hulking figure slithering towards me.
A hand is placed around my neck, the nail-like claws digging into my flesh, a
moan of hunger and triumph was released in to the air.
Fighting my way out of its grasp, their arms too slow to wrap around me
completely, I made a mad dash for the door, only to stop as a realisation hit me:
No sound of rattling tin accompanied me.
My rucksack lay discarded on the floor beside the monster, which was even
now lumbering towards me, the dried blood encrusted on its hands and mouth
making me gag. If I left without food, I’d be dead. There was no other option.
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I tried to be quick, darting in and out of its clutching grasp, trying to ignore the
gleam in its eyes as it managed to catch hold of my sleeve. My quick, shallow
breathing seemed to echo around me, my hands shook so violently I could have
been choking someone, and the overwhelming need to run had come too late.
I was trapped.
“No,” I begged, though I knew it was useless. “Please… No! Please!”
Holding me firmly in its grasp, as though I were a fish struggling on a hook, I
tried to pull away from the sharp teeth coming towards my bared throat. The
monster was a whisper away from ending my life when, out of sheer panic, I did
something no one had thought to do.
I bit it first.
Gasping and groaning, the monster fell away from me, hands clawing at its
throat as though it was going to rip it out itself. But as I watched in horrified
disbelief, I saw how colour soon returned to its cheeks, no longer grey but a pale
pink I had thought I’d never see again. Falling noisily to the floor, still gasping for
breath, it took only a few moments before a woman was laid out before me in
the monster’s place, eyes no longer malicious but every bit as intelligent.
I stood wide-eyed, hands still trembling and mouth dropped open. Had that
really just happened?
As I struggled to think of something to say to the first human being I had met
in years, she beat me to the punch.
“Did you just bite me?” She screeched, hand pressed against the mark on her
neck, cheeks now rosy with anger. “Seriously? What the Hell was that for?!”
Dropping to the floor beside her, I could do nothing more but tilt my head
back and laugh.
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The Teabag-Filled Kettle
By Katie Wentworth
The friendly voice from the alarm sounds as I unlock the door. I shake the rain
from my umbrella and cancel the alarm on my way inside.
“It’s only me… Katie,” I say as I walk into the living room. She strains to see
above the high back of her chair and smiles as she recognises my face. Her arm
rests on the table next to her chair, bruised from hitting it as she falls asleep.
The top button of her cardigan strains against the second buttonhole and on
her feet, two left shoes sit, of different colours. On the plus side, they both
match her outfit. I take off my coat as I ask her how her day has been. I bend
over to put slippers on her instead, and she talks into the room about the girl
who lives in her house at the top of the hill, and how she wishes to visit her.
“Lovely,” I say, not understanding what she means. “Are you hungry?”
“I am actually, I’ve not eaten today.” I nod as I see the biscuit tin slightly open. I
place the back of my hand against the side of her mug and take it away.
My thoughts become a to-do list as I look around. As I walk down the narrow
kitchen, I pick up the other half-filled mugs, bin a wrapper and look inside the
kettle. When I reach the sink, I turn off the running tap and empty the teabagfilled kettle. The wet teabags stick to the inside, like 1p coins on a checkout
counter. Stretching from the sink, I grab the teaspoon from another cup of
abandoned tea-water and scoop them out.
“It’s a good job teabags are so cheap” I shout through. She doesn’t hear. I
prepare a sandwich of ham and ketchup, with a side of my dad’s stash of crisps,
as the kettle boils.
Lunch in hand, I notice the soft murmur of ‘Escape to the Country’ had lulled
her eyes shut. With her mouth slightly open, her head rests against the side
of the armchair. Gently, I nudge her shoulder and she gets startled. Her dewy
eyes force themselves open to look at me and she smiles tenderly. I offer her
the sandwich and she picks it off the plate. Falling back into the sofa, I think how
pleasant it is to be here. The quiet is comfortable and hard to come by. Her
teeth start squeaking as she chews so I start talking.
“So, I’m going to quit my job.” She looks over at me and I continue.
“Yeah, they changed the timetable at 12 and asked me to go all the way to
Poole for half an hour with a client. And I nearly hit a pigeon, it wouldn’t move
from the road. I was in a game of chicken for like ten minutes.”
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“Sounds more like a game of pigeon,” she responds. I laugh, and she laughs
from her belly. Her cheeks squeeze her eyes together as she struggles to close
her sandwich-filled mouth.
She settles her breath as she starts looking for something. Holding the left
arm of her chair with both hands, she leans over the side.
“Do you know where my ticket is? No, not ticket. T…”
“Tea? Tissue? Tumble dryer?” I suggest. “Are you thirsty? Or cold?”
“Yeah, I’m rather cold, I need a ticket. No.”
“Blanket?”
“Yes, that’s it.”
I go to fetch her a blanket and another jumper from upstairs. I skip up the first
two steps and trudge up the rest. Her bedroom looks like it has for thirty years:
wardrobe so full it doesn’t close, chest of drawers with one drawer, off its rails,
resting slightly open on the one below. I grab the blanket by its corner from her
bed and unhook the jumper from the back of the door. Slumping them over my
shoulder, I pick up the mass of tissues on her bedroom floor. I’ve never seen
her blow her nose.
I glance at the photos on her bedside table, the jewellery in front of her mirror
and catch myself wondering about her life. Does she remember her husband’s
passing? Or the Sundays at church? Or changing the nappies of 7 babies? It
seems tragic but it’s not. She is happy regardless because she doesn’t know
what she doesn’t know. She is a kettle that, instead of boiling water, boils
teabags and who’s to say that’s wrong?
Dedicated to Jean Wentworth, an appalling tea-maker
and extraordinary grandmother.
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Below the Water of Wembury Bay
By Lilayna Davies
The sky was overcast and there was a cool dampness to the morning air. It
wasn’t the right day for the beach, Connie knew that. But Shannon had become
consumed by the idea of rock-pooling since a recent school project, and Connie
thought she could meet James whilst they were there, as she’d not seen him
since the school holidays had begun. Connie knelt down on the cold ground and
started adjusting her sister’s coat, buttoning the milk white buttons to the top to
reach her chin, before pulling her hood up over her head. “I can’t see properly
with the hood up!” Shannon complained as she began tugging at the back of it.
She struggled to reach, the rigid plastic of the raincoat made her arms stiff. “It’ll
keep your ears warm,” said Connie. “Don’t want you getting an ear infection, do
we?” “No…” said Shannon, as she flopped her arms down beside her.
Harsh winds gripped their faces as they made their way closer to the sea.
Shannon’s joy made her almost immune to the cold. She could taste salt in the
air as she grinned, gazing at the beach before her. “Over there!” called Shannon,
pointing to the large area of cragged rocks, quickening her pace to reach them.
Shannon crouched down beside a rockpool, her eyes sparkled as she stared
into it. She noticed a porcelain crab, almost indistinguishable from the rocks.
Seaweed, the colour of absinthe, danced below the water – a colour Shannon
recognised all too well, as empty bottles of it seemed to follow her mam around.
She spotted a starfish resting at the bottom of the pool. Carefully making her
way past the strawberry anemone, she reached for the starfish and taking it in
both hands, she held it as if it were made of precious glass. She admired it for a
few moments before placing it back into the water.
“When Mam’s better, will she come to the beach too?” asked Shannon, wiping
her sea soaked hands on the knees of her jeans. “I’m sure she’d like to.” said
Connie. She too wondered if their mam would ever take Shannon to the beach,
or to the shops, or to school, again. She had become uninterested in leaving
the house. Something both Connie and Shannon had noticed about their mam
was her persistent habit of mistaking dreams for memories and weeks for days.
Connie scanned around her, she saw James making his way over to them,
hands in pockets and hair blowing in all directions. He said hello to Shannon
before Connie suggested the two of them go for a walk.
“We’ll be just over there, okay?” said Connie, nodding over to the sanded area
of the beach. Shannon smiled back and continued dipping her hand into the
rockpool, searching for more creatures below the water.

17 6

18-25 Category
James and Connie shared stories of what they’d been doing over the holidays.
Connie told lies here and there of things that never really happened and places
she hadn’t really visited.
She buried her face against him as they looked ahead to the ocean. He made
her feel like the person she wanted to be – like she emanated maturity when
she was with him. She liked to think that people would notice them together.
Notice a boy and girl on the beach front, huddled together to keep themselves
warm. The way she would notice other boys and girls alone together, something
she only ever saw from a distance and for a moment indulged in the thought of
that now being her.
A sudden vicious gust of wind made Shannon unsteady, her body swayed
and her hood blew down. She fumbled with it, trying to pull it back up over her
ears. Losing her footing on the slippery and uneven rocks, she let out a piercing
shriek. Connie turned abruptly. All she could see was Shannon’s crimson coat,
a red beacon against the tar coloured rocks. A feeling of dread washed over
her. Freeing herself from James’s arm which rested around her shoulders, she
began running towards the rockpools. “Shan!” She yelled, quieter than she’d
meant to. Her throat narrowed. “Shannon!” She tried yelling again.
When Connie reached her sister’s side, Shannon lay silent and disturbingly
still. From her head, trickled blood like red ink. To the sound of crashing waves
and a telephone call, a drop of blood began travelling down across the rocks,
gradually diluting with the sea water.
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The Intruders
By Lucy Jade Elliott
There was an intruder in her house.
Growing up, nobody had ever taught her what to do in the case of a break-in.
The very idea of it seemed like something that could never happen - not in real
life, at least. Not to her. That was the kind of thing they showed at the pictures
or in some low-budget play.
But no amount of reasoning could stop Rosaline’s heart from tearing away
from her chest as the rusted handle of her front door turned itself with an
agonisingly slow, aged creak.
“Deep breaths,” she told herself as she moved away from plain sight. “Nobody
is going to hurt you.
Even as she mouthed the words, a less rational part of her brain hissed with
traitorous zeal. Why else would there be an uninvited guest inside her own
home? They could hardly be there to make her tea and offer her a fireside chat,
could they? And, she knew, crime rates were up around these parts. Rosaline
had heard it on the wireless only the last time she’d listened.
She pressed herself up against the wall of the pantry to stabilise her quaking
body. But her old bones were jelly against the cool brick slabs and she slid,
defeated, to her stubs of bony knees. If Rosaline had been waiting for the fiery
sparks of adrenaline to come to her aid, she’d left it a few decades too late.
From the upstairs hallway Rosaline had raced down from, she heard a dull
throbbing of noise. Footsteps. Her ears had not been themselves lately but
the slow, measured banging was unmistakable. She closed her tired eyes for a
moment and began to count. One… two… Two sets of footsteps. Two uninvited
guests.
Maybe she could have slipped past one… but to avoid the attention of two
separate intruders was madness. Back in her day, when she’d been a lacrosse
team star, perhaps she could have managed it and then some. But now all her
collection of stringy muscles and stiff joints only wanted to rest. Running away
wasn’t an option. Not for someone as old as her.
With a trembling frame, she climbed the steep steps to the pantry latch. With
trembling fingers, Rosaline pushed it ajar a tiny crack. With trembling eyes, she
peered out at the men who had come to kill her.
She hated the first man right away. Something about his figure seemed to
strike Rosaline with a nauseating dread; maybe it was the greasy, slicked-back
hair or maybe it was the tailor-made suit that seemed to cling to his figure so
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tightly it was indecent. No man of upstanding character would wear that. This
man was dangerous.
The second figure wasn’t a man at all, which Rosaline’s head swam at.
She dressed like a man, clad in a bright suit and carrying a file of seemingly
important documentation. She certainly acted like a man, her stance wide and
unapologetic. And she even talked like a man, rattling off self-assured sentences
to her partner, repeating what almost sounded like facts. She must be one of
those Suffragette women… but Rosaline had heard all about the kinds of violent
behaviour those dreadful young women could get into when given the chance.
The wireless had told her all about those too.
“So, it comes with all bills paid?” asked the suited man, his eyes hungrily taking
in all that was Rosaline’s. “What are we talking?”
“We provide all utilities,” the woman replied, nodding a little too eagerly.
“Including wi-fi.”
The man paused. “That seems like a steal. What aren’t you telling me?”
“Well…” The woman let out a laugh that was far too high-pitched. “We’ve had
trouble trying to sell the property. Some people believed… well, they believe that
it is haunted.”
“Haunted?”
“Absurd, I know. Something about a little old lady that died here a hundred
or so years ago.”
She’d heard enough. No, Rosaline had heard more than enough. These people
wanted to take her house away from her. Something alien within her cracked
and fizzled… and so did every single window lining her hallway. The sound of
screams intermingled melodically with the sound of glass pieces shattering
against her tiled floors. And then gurgling. And then dripping. And then silence.
Then there were no more intruders in her house.
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Gone
By Megan Lofthouse-Mason
She reclines lengthways upon the old, lumpy couch. Her earphones firmly
shoved into her ears, music drowning out everything around her. Her eyes are
screwed shut, have been for the duration of time she tries to float away from
reality under the complicated guise of normality. Unbidden, her eyes open,
suddenly granting entrance to all the torment and pain.
It’s more than she can handle.
Her body releases a stuttering sob, chest rippling with the movement and her
hands clutch her precious iPod as if her life depends upon it.
Perhaps… it does.
The stark white of the ceiling overhead fades away, as if her eyes can envision
exactly what is above her this second; every nook and cranny remaining
undisturbed. She knows exactly what is up there, and yet she has never been
able to face the possibility that it is different to how she remembered.
Her eyes slam shut once again, and she forces her mind to pay attention to
the music that consumes the unnerving silence. The melody turns sour in her
ears, the usually happier lyrics suddenly having a different, more formidable
and unnerving, meaning. Her hands move of their own volition, roughly pulling
out the buds and forcing her up into a sitting position. They plant themselves on
the rough fabric cushions beneath her, iPod clutched in her palm.
Her brain whirrs, filling her mind’s eye with those memories. No, no, no!
No more. No more therapy, no more “it will get better” and the useless and
patronising, “it wasn’t your fault.”
She finds herself in front of the door. She cannot even recollect moving up the
stairs and down the corridor. A shake of the head clears her mind and she finds
her hand reaching out, gripping the cold metal handle and pushing.
Large specks of dust spiral in the shafts of sunlight from the open curtains,
covering everything like a blanket. It is so different and yet… everything looks
the same.
The bed is still neatly made with the floral bedsheets, blanket artistically
ruffled around the top. The desk is still cluttered in the way that was notoriously
her – laptop unused and multitudes of post-its covering half the desk, random
calligraphy scattered upon them. A tilt of the head to the corner of the room
and she can see the wardrobe door open slightly, covered in more post-its and
posters from various musicals and television-shows. Her clothes peek out, just
begging to be worn again. A crowd of soft toys are piled on the floor at the foot
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of her bed; all insistently kept as the years passed. All but one are down there,
gifted by her on the first day of primary school and treasured.
She hesitantly approaches the bed and picks up the toy swan with trembling
hands. The material is soft but worn, loved. It still smells of her favourite perfume,
a fruity scent with the addition of something she has never been able to depict,
but cherished.
It is that scent that takes her back. She can imagine that nothing happened.
She can imagine that her sister was still alive, that she would sit on her bed
and listen to her spouting creative nonsense with a lightened heart. Her mind
constantly moves, projecting snippets of their lives together; her birthdays, her
shows, her eyes, her smile, her smile, her smile…
Gone.
All… gone.
Another sob. More tears that cascade down her cheeks like waterfalls. They
bead and swell at her chin before dripping onto the beloved toy tightly cradled
against her heaving chest. There’s only one thing she can think.
My fault.
My fault.
My fault.
Then just like that, it’s gone.
The room falls from beneath me and I open my eyes. The leather couch sticks
to the skin of my arms and back, and I can feel the first beads of sweat forming.
The toy no longer in my arms, I know it still resides in that – her - room.
I look up, making eye contact with the… therapist.
“You shouldn’t blame yourself,” he tells me, surely writing down every reaction
I’ve made, barely speaking in the hour I’ve been here. “Grief affects people in
different ways. It’s natural to hurt.”
My fault.
“Can you tell me what you’re thinking?”
It’s my fault.
“I’m here to help you. You tell me what you’re thinking; anything.”
My gaze does not falter, though my hands tremble. With what, however, I’m
not sure, and the words tumble out…
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White Rabbit
By Ropafadzo Mugadza
S lowly, life vacated the white rabbit. The lively spark in her red-rimmed eyes
dimmed down; she took one last long hollow breath in a futile effort to cling
onto life. The boy focused his eyes in a blank stare, drinking in the sight. The
corner of his lips pulled up into a small twitch, barely a smile. His breathing
slowed down, he was transfixed by the shell of a former living thing. Its pure
white fur had now been stamped with the dirty sole of a shoe. Its hollow eyes
were still open, red circling the irises. Soon darkness began to cast his shadow.
Damon noticed this and turned slowly away from the stiff pale tuff beginning to
walk back home. He walked past the lake; seeing some children from his class
playing by the water. He kept his distance and passed them swiftly, only briefly
letting their eyes catch his and feigning a shy smile. As soon as he got home he
took off his shoes and put them under his bed.
“Mum!’ He shouted. “I’m home.”
He listened carefully to the silence that followed afterwards. Damon knew
she was getting closer but he could not make out the thuds of her feet against
their wooden floor—not like he could with his father, His mother was light on
her feet. She excelled at running, hiding and sneaking. Just as he predicted she
padded into his room wearing a white dress. She loved pale dresses. He was
certain that she was almost always in milky attire. He had heard his father tell
her that she looked best in white.
“Hey, baby.” She said walking towards him, her arms stretched out and her
dark eyes twinkling and shifting around the room with a lively spark.
He did not miss a beat before he ran into her arms. Closing his eyes, he tried
to memorise her smell He took in the lavender and cotton even the slight whiff
of bleach. He held her tighter, finding himself worried that she might disappear.
He balled his hands into a fist, scrunching up her soft dress into his palms. Every
day he felt her presence getting more and more surreal. It felt to him that she
could be gone at any moment, breaking into small pieces and drifting off in the
wind like a dandelion. Maybe leaving behind traces of her former presence. It
would be the odd whiff of lavender or bleach. She pried him away softly and
laughed. It was one of his favourite sounds. Something about it made him want
to listen to it again and again.
“I have to say, your welcomes get warmer each passing day. Did you have a
good time playing at the lake?” She said, still beaming at him with a toothy grin.
He stared blankly then sighed.
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“l didn’t go there” he said, tipping his chin up.
Her smile dropped and she immediately began to nibble on her lip with her
two front teeth. He did not like it when she did that.
“Honey, you cannot keep doing this” she said, gently grasping his face in her
icy palms.
He flinched and she moved away. She opened her mouth as if she was about
to speak again, but the words caught in her throat as they both heard the familiar
sound of jingling keys and then the twisting of the door handle. He watched as
his tall, graceful and lean mother retreated into herself— becoming small and
skittish. Her shoulders slumped and stiffened as if she was trying make her
existence as small as possible. He was not sure what it was she was looking for.
“Daisy! I’m home!” At the gruff sound of his father’s voice, his mother stilled,
her eyes widened and bloodshot.
She pried a smile open from her lips; then turned around and went to greet
him. Damon stayed where he was and tried to listen to her retreating footsteps
but there weren’t any. Very soon he could make out the light murmurs of their
voices. His father’s voice was deep and grew loud, but as it did, it became more
hushed and concentrated. He gave up listening and laid down on his bed
looking up at the blank white ceiling. For a while he let his eyes get drowned in
the oblivion, he lifted up his hands and looked up at them, noticing for the first
time that there was blood smudged on his palm.
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Dear Baby Girl
By Emer O’Toole
Dear baby girl,
Congratulations! The genetic lottery has placed you in Camp ‘Biologically
Female’!
This might seem like a bit of a consolation prize. A congenital anomaly – that
pesky X chromosome – has insidiously set you up for a future of unequal pay,
discrimination, and hearing ‘Smile, love’ when you have the gall to leave the
house without a beatific beam. No wonder you’re crying into your fresh pink
babygro.
You’re joining the sisterhood at a confusing time. The best F-word - feminism
– is doing its job, but in 2018, things are still a bit...how to say it? A bit odd for
the female population.
We have access to some pretty snazzy things that, decades ago, were but a
twinkle in our collective eye – the pill, the vote, MAC’s Ruby Woo. But in my country,
we’re still forced to board planes and then limp home, bleeding, in exchange for
reproductive autonomy. We’re curing cancer, winning Olympic gold, selling out
stadiums the world over – but ‘girly’ and ‘womanish’ remain the ultimate insults.
It’s been ages since we burned ‘witches’ at the stake, but ‘adulterous’ teenage
brides still get stoned to death on YouTube. We’re straddling the past and a
present which looks better on paper, but which isn’t good enough.
So, what’s a girl to do?
Here are a few nuggets of wisdom for you, the tiny new member of our team.
Let’s get the important things over with: don’t, under any circumstances, overpluck your eyebrows. Always take off your makeup before bed. Never skimp on
suncream.
There! That’s the heavy stuff done.
Baby girl, I’m here to tell you that you can’t win. I’m not trying to discourage
you before you’ve even started. But realising that you won’t please everyone
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is the most liberating thing you can do. You’ll always be too small, tall, loud,
serious, smart, too something, for someone. Accept that the only person whose
approval you need is you, and your life will truly start.
What counts as ‘beautiful’ is often dictated by middle-aged men in suits in a
boardroom, with dollar signs in front of their eyes. There’s no ‘right’ shape, size,
skin colour, gender or hairstyle. Forget protests or petitions – the easiest, most
transformative revolution you can start is in your own head. Refuse to hate
yourself.
Eat! Calories are just units of energy, and weight is just the downward force
you exert on the earth. It’s fine to love crisps and kale, avocados and Easter
eggs. Eat it all. If anyone tells you to eat less, make like a praying mantis and eat
them too.
You’re not shallow or superficial for caring about your appearance. But any
time you change, ask yourself: is this a modification you’re making joyfully? Paint
on red lipstick because it leaves a crimson half-moon calling card on your coffee
cup. Shave your legs if you want, because there’s nothing like fresh bedsheets
against smooth shins. But don’t pass your pocket money to someone who’ll wax
you or change your face because you feel you aren’t good enough.
Anyone who doesn’t respect you because your thighs touch or because you
have silver stretchmarks on your hips won’t treat you any better if you starve
yourself. Don’t let the world make you small.
Here are some phrases to master once you get the ‘mama’ and ‘dada’ stuff
down: ‘No’. ‘Stop interrupting me’. ‘I’m not finished talking’. You know what they
call women who speak their minds? ‘Gobby’. Similar men are ‘strong’. You were
given a voice for a reason: to speak out for girls who don’t have one. Use it.
Wear what you want, kiss who you want, and be who you want, as long as
you’re being kind.
The biggest lie you’ll hear growing up is that other girls are the enemy. This is
no truer than saying that all the dogs in the world are brown, or that all cars are
red. Girls are magic. They’ll lift you up, they’ll fight injustice with you, and they’ll
lend you their spare hair-bobble when you’ve lost yours. Do the same for them.
The world can be a scary place. But whenever you feel overwhelmed, I want
you to remember something. There’ve been millions of women who’ve come
before you, fighting to make things better. They’ve had muck dumped on them,
but they’ve risen - powerful, triumphant - through it all. You can do the same.
Welcome to the world, baby girl. We’re rooting for you. We can’t wait to watch
you bloom.
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Friendship
By Jenny Pavitt
Friendship, a word seemingly impossible to define or understand. For by
its very nature, friendship is a connection, a state of being, a something, that
depends on the people it involves. Friendship is a shapeshifter, a form you
understand in one instance then look for in another and your eyes, or better
still, your heart, is met with something totally unexpected, yet altogether joyful.
It stands in plain sight within the similarities, the same books devoured, the
same lyrics committed to memory. Sometimes the similarities can be in the
mundane, when fate offers friendship its hand and places two individuals next
to one another in place neither one especially enjoys, but begins to, because
they can complain together. It starts as the shared eye rolling, the almost
falling asleep. Which then becomes the smile at the realisation that, no, they
aren’t the only person doing that. The smile leads to the ‘good morning’, joking
emphasis on the good of course, but then fate steps in again, letting the
rain pour afterwards, prompting the first chat across overpriced coffee in an
insufferably commercialised coffee shop, which neither can help but love all the
same. At that moment fate and friendship lock eyes, smile together and fate
drops friendship’s hand, knowing that the need for his help here is over, leaving
friendship to watch over the coffee chats, which now take place in the sunshine.
Yet despite the success brought by the similarities, friendship quietly relishes
the opportunities posed by difference. She lurks carefully in the apparent
chasm between the extrovert and the silent, unassuming other tucked behind
the bookshelf, where they know they can’t be seen. Because while the extrovert
may not seek the silence and the unassuming other the companionship, they
both secretly glance over in admiration, the extrovert knowing exactly where
the gap between the bookcases lies through which to steal a look.
The great awe the social creature is held in, the centre of their pack, roaring
with approving laughter at any appropriate moment. Seeming so far away from
the other, that the laughter is only a movement of the mouth, a turn of the head,
not sound to be committed to memory. But through their laughter, the extrovert
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stares through the crack into the place of silence not only acknowledging, but
admiring the one who’s content to embrace their own stillness. The lone lion,
not hunting, but basking in their independence. Then when both creatures
happen upon each other at the same lake, the admiration is finally voiced and
the sharing can begin. While they retain their distinct personalities and their
differences are still as palpable as before, they benefit from their newfound
understanding of the other’s ways and feel not just respect, but a sense of
gratitude.
Friendship smiles once more, watching from the shadows of the wilderness,
marvelling at her own cleverness in realising the need each had for the other.
Still, similarity and difference are not so dissimilar as they may appear. They’re
united in the photographer friend, who gives you the photos of their holiday
to look at, but you don’t recognise the place. Then they tell you where it is and
you remember you have a photo of the same lake, from the same park, but that
you were standing in a different place. The friend who manages at once to be
so startlingly familiar in reflecting your own thoughts and experiences, but are
much more when they take you softly by the hand to view all the same things,
but from an entirely different angle to the one you would have chosen. The
person who guides you, but never forces you, to leave your own mind, for just a
moment, to see if you need a hand.
Friendship is a shapeshifter. She doesn’t prefer to be a part of a similarity,
or difference or combination of both, she just chooses to smile. She enjoys
the extending of a hand, the pair of smiles, the mutual feeling of gratitude. The
recognition from both that there is something they’d miss without the other.
The coffee chats. The confidence. The pictures from the other side.
Her own acquaintance fate comes and goes, but she herself is never lonely.
She is found in the morning meeting and the crack in the bookcase. Yet she lives
in the smile and shared look, where she’s never alone, but rather, at the centre
of the two she’s brought together to give them each other, and herself, a home.
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Why Prejudice?
By Aké Kibona
“Prejudice is a burden that confuses the past, threatens the future
and renders the present inaccessible” ~ Maya Angelou
In these current times, we are always waking up to one disaster after another.
Whether that disaster is natural or man-made, not a day goes past without us
hearing of the on-going chaos that is happening outside our windows. Even
though there are many awful events that are happening on our earth, only
one in particular never stops circulating the media. Terrorism. The terrorism
reported in the media however has lead to an uprising in racial offenses against
Muslims.
The media and country went crazy when 32 died during the tragic Brussels’
Bombings in 2016. Yet when in January of the same year Islamic State executed
over 250 people in Tripoli, Libya; there were barely any reports. It shows that
the media knows that coverage of abroad events will not attract as much
sympathy or views as ones in our own home country. However, only 2.85% of all
terrorist attacks happen in Europe. 78% of attacks happen in Iraq, Afghanistan,
Nigeria, Pakistan and Syria. Nonetheless, it is unlikely that we hear often of the
happenings in those countries. Islam is the main religion for most of those
countries. If we use the theory that many have concluded: All Muslims are
terrorists, are Muslims going against themselves?
It is surprising to hear that in 2018, racism is still on the rise even after the
many law bills that came into place. It is interesting to think about what makes
people start hating on other ethnicities or religions. Fear. One of the biggest
causes of discrimination is fear. Due to present events, people are more alert
and afraid of what is coming. This could be good if it did not make them act
too quickly on their judgements. Fear drives them to blame someone and it is
much easier to hate a whole group than a specific country, city or person. Hate.
The most obvious cause for prejudice is hate. Some people just simply hate
Muslims; however, what caused them to hate in the first place? This takes us
back to media coverage on national terrorist incidents. If the media negatively
portray Muslims or closely link, the acts of Isis with the whole Muslim religion
then people will go on to assume that Muslims are the problem: this will lead
to them to hating the Muslim religion. Ignorance. People’s lack of knowledge
and understanding of the current situation can lead to discrimination. People
thinking they understand the reasoning behind Isis but not knowing Muslim
values or cultures can lead to hate. The ignorance of masses blinds them from
seeing the complex and harsh reality clearly, and as a result, they buy the

19 0

For Good Category
narrative being sold to them. Prejudice and discrimination are products of the
fear upon ignorance that causes hate.
We cannot control the media but we can control our reactions. News reports
of terrorism have increased prejudice against out groups. People naturally
start to blame all Muslims for all terrorist acts on our country. A recent survey
showed that less than 2% of terrorist attacks were due to Muslim religion.
Nevertheless, we still allow that small number affect our judgements. There has
been a long-term increase in islamaphobia of around 6% in the last two years;
this is due to the national and international attacks that are taking place. The
actions of Isis and the jihads do not reflect the values or ideas of the Muslim
community. In the same way, that EDL does not represent English values and
ideas. If we can learn to accept the difference between English terror groups
and normal civilians, why can we not do the same for the rest? It is not right for
Muslims to fear going out unaware of the hate that they might face from others.
It is not right that we treat people differently due to news reports or our own
personal views. It is not right that British citizens are denied their human rights
just because we believe that they are going to cause us harm. It has come to
point in time where all the hate between people needs to end or there will be
no future for our children to live up to.
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Alphabet Soup
By Alice Sargent
The term LGB (lesbian, gay, bisexual) was first used in the 1980s, growing
into the most recognisable form LGBT . Nowadays, almost unbeknownst to
most it has grown and it is now not uncommon to see the term LGBTQIA+
used regularly. Those who identify with some of these abbreviations have been
refereed to as ‘alphabet soup’ in the past and my question lies in the need
for these terms in the year 2018. Recently the amount of identified sexual
orientations has grown exponentially, partly with the expansion and availability
of the internet, celebrities and role models being much more open with their
sexuality and us as a society being much more open and accepting to those
who may be different’.
Unfortunately, despite this outward appearance of love and acceptance there
are still those who those being attacked and even killed for how they identify.
As of September 2017 more than one in five people identifying as LGBT (two in
five trans) within the UK had been verbally and even physically attacked in the
previous twelve months. These statistics all add up to around an 80% increase
in the last four years. Once every six days a member of the LGBT community in
the US is murdered, simply for living differently than the perpetrator.
These are places which we view as socially advanced areas of the world,
where big pride events and rainbow flags mask the realities of day to day life.
The Hate Crime Report 2016, discovered that only a quarter of victims of hate
crimes actually reported their crimes and a quarter of those would not report
any further crimes due to being made to feel uncomfortable and feeling that
the process had been made more difficult for them than others. They felt that
they were not taken seriously and that reflects in the fact that only 1% of crimes
reported go on to be proven as hate crimes and prosecuted under that banner.
The lack of referrals to anti-hate crime services and the relative low sentences
relating to LGBT hate crimes does nothing to strengthen the bond of trust
between victim and law enforcement.
It seems that although, on the face of it society is fully accepting of those
living life outside the tnorm’, there is a deeper, darker side ...we all see the
front pages of newspapers when laws have been passed allowing gay marriage,
stories of gay or trans couples adopting or having children but the beatings and
murders of these people are pushed back, the ugly side hiding behind rallies
and advertisements. It seems that, although the phase LGBT has morphed
into something that includes most of the alphabet it seems that at least some
members of society could really do starting at the beginning, at the letter A...
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Abandon the preconceptions and feelings some have towards members of
the community. Acknowledge that these people do exist, people are not all
born the same and their feelings and orientations are just as real and just as
important as anyone else’s.
Ask questions, discover, explore. knowledge is power and most people who
act out against those who are different do so simply because they do not
understand why or how, simply asking and speaking with each other would
break down so many barriers.
Advise those feeling persecuted, scared or unsure that they have outlets in
which to seek help, and that they will taken seriously and helped just like anyone
else. make these avenues easy to find and easy to use, readily available and fully
funded.
Accommodate those who are having a hard times, be there for those who need
help, emotional or otherwise. Be open to the feelings others are experiencing
and the possible uncertainly that comes with them, especially if it is someone
close to you. Allow them to traverse their exploration and discoveries with
support and love.
And finally, most importantly- acceptance... the LGBT community isn’t going
anywhere. It will continue to grow and band together tighter than ever before
so keep the parades, the night clubs, the online chat rooms but start to spread
that acceptance into everyday life, into bus rides and restaurants, into schools
and extra circulars. To forget hate and learn to love each other as we continue
to co-inhabit this planet. To allow the next generation to grow up without fear
of violence, isolation and even death.
Love is love, no matter how we choose to show it or who we share it with.
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Small Acts of Kindness
By Amber De Ruyt
Smiling at a stranger. Complementing a co-worker’s hairstyle. Striking up a
conversation with a barista who looks as if they’re having a bad day. All of these
things seem rather trivial, don’t they? Just a passing comment or action which
only takes about 30 seconds of one’s day and which they probably don’t think
about much or at all after they’ve executed them.
What most people don’t realise however, is the unbelievable impact this can
have for the person on the receiving end. In a world where our lives are always
busy, hectic and planned out to the nearest minute, the idea that someone
would take a few of those seconds and spend them on another person, without
expecting anything in return, is possibly the greatest gift anyone could ask for.
Take this as an example: A young girl (let’s call her Lola) has just broken up with
her boyfriend of 2 years because he wasn’t happy with the way she looked and
is now crumbling under an incomparable weight of anxiety and self-confidence
issues. She has just managed to crawl out of the house and has gone on a
shopping trip in order to try and lift her spirits and start a new chapter in her
life. When she steps into the changing rooms however and tries on the dress
that she has daringly picked out, her mind warps the image she sees in the
mirror and she is left feeling worthless and ready to cry. Suddenly, a kind elderly
woman touches her shoulder lightly and smiles saying, ‘that really is a great
colour on you my dear!’, and then walks away with her items ready to carry on
with her day. Lola is left standing in the changing rooms looking into the mirror
and all of a sudden, the first hint of a smile starts to pull at one of the corners of
her mouth. That one simple comment, the fact that a complete stranger took a
few seconds out of their day to tell her that purple was her colour, managed to
keep Lola smiling for the rest of the day.
Small acts of kindness are perhaps the greatest weapon for good that can
be universally wielded by anyone with the ability to smile or say a kind word.
The truth is, they are horrifically underrated! In the world we live in today,
constantly surrounded by technology and social media, it is easy to forget that
not everything can be perfectly airbrushed or have an algorithm which makes it
run exactly how you want it to. It is hard to remember that other people in the
world, people who you perhaps don’t follow on Instagram and have their own
messy complicated lives too. We are all sharing this beautiful planet together as
one species who now seem to have an intrinsic obsession with staring down at
a phone screen or blankly into space instead of communicating with their fellow
man.
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In a way perhaps, it’s sad that these seemingly tiny displays of humanity are
so special to us all since this just emphasises that they’re rare and fleeting.
However, and call me an irrational optimist if you must, I choose to look at it
in a different way. I choose to believe that every time someone takes a second
out of their day in order to make someone else’s day special, a little piece of
the puzzle of humanity which has started to crumble is put back in its place.
Every time someone says a selfless kind word or smiles without expecting
anything in return, a stitch in the fabric of the human race is sown and our
survival is ensured. It shows that no matter how self-obsessed we become or
how much we decide to shrink into our own little bubbles, once in a while we
can poke our heads out into the outside world and make a real difference. So
how about today instead of scrolling through Instagram while you’re queuing
at the supermarket, strike up a conversation with the cashier or ask someone
around you where they got their shoes.
Those small acts of kindness could go a long way.
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A Prisoner No More
By Deanna Giles
When I was a child and wanted to wear shorts instead of a skirt to school, I
was told that I couldn’t. Why would I want to? I knew that I shouldn’t! I was lucky
to be a girl and I would appreciate it one day, I’d believe what they say.
When I was in high school, I was given a detention because a boy flicked my
bra strap so I gave him a smack. The boy didn’t get a warning or even in trouble.
He was the one to hurt me yet I was the one having to be humble.
They said that I was blessed to blossom early but for me it was a curse, for
every boy’s eyes would not lift from my shirt. But you see at first I enjoyed it,
encouraged it, too. I liked the attention, for me it was all new. But soon they
demanded more than I wanted to give, I thought they liked me, cared for me
even. So why when they harmed me did I so easily forgive them?
I was still a young girl when he wrapped his hands around my neck and
squeezed until the lights went out. I’d just made him so angry! He couldn’t help
himself. He saw red whilst I saw nothing. The bruises faded as the days merged
into weeks, he got in trouble for his sins but it will never erase the feel of his
hands on my skin.
I was no longer a young girl but a young adult when he came around. I thought
he was an angel sent down from the heavens at first, but it didn’t take long to
reveal that it had all been a lie. The detest in his eyes will haunt me until I die.
I’m in my early twenties now and for the first time in what feels like forever I
am free. Liberated and unchained. For no man is going to make me his prisoner
again. No hands will lay on this body that I do not want to be there, no person
shall sleep in my bed if they do not care.
You see I have a lot to say, yet have never had the guts but this time, I am
standing and telling that I have had enough! For every friend I have who has
a story like mine, for every girl globally who just needs their time to shine, that
time is now and we need to rally! For every girl around the world who is scared
to walk down that alley. For every time they were told what they have to be. We
hear you and we are here for you.
So stand up, find a girl, ask her her story and then listen! Listen and then
stand with her, take her hand and tell her that you support her. Keep doing this
and soon we will be united. Keep doing this and soon the war will be started. A
war for all of those with no one to stand with, for all of those who have forgotten
how much they have to give. Man, woman, teenager or child, we can all spread
this message and shout aloud! The girls have had enough and together we are
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rising, we will march in the streets and you will listen to us crying! There is a
job to do and a war to be won and if I know one thing: It is that I will never be a
prisoner again.
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Witty and Wilde
By Emily Carnegie
‘Always be yourself; everyone else is already taken’
Possibly one of the most recited epigrams in literature, yet when it came to
the crunch, why did one man suffer the ultimate price for being himself?
Oscar Fingal O’Flahertie Wills Wilde. A name often uttered yet not always
understood. To some, an appreciated and celebrated poet, playwright, author
and insatiable conductor of brilliant wit, yet to others, none but a fugitive
repentant for the ‘heinous crime of sodomy’. Torn in two, societal views are
in conflict over one great man and his questionable actions. But why?During
Wilde’s early years as a budding personality, Victorian England was hit with
a wave of flamboyancy as the artistic movement of Aestheticism made an
appearance, spreading controversial yet ‘aesthetically pleasing’ views like
wildfire. In a movement driven by ‘Art for Art’s sake’ it was to nobody’s great
surprise that Wilde played a leading role and was soon dubbed as the apostle
of the movement, attracting more and more attention as an eccentric wit; not
only in England, but overseas too, notably America when Wilde toured there
with one of his lectures.Wilde was widely celebrated (widely mocked too, but
foremost the latter) gaining him the attention of his wife-to-be, Constance Lloyd;
the two married happily in 1884, yet struggling for money due to the arrival
of their first child, Cyril, Wilde took action and it was here that his booming
career as a playwright took off. Over the next few years, Wilde was the main
editor of the widely popular magazine, ‘The Woman’s World’, which proved him
greatly popular and accepted with the fairer sex, hence increasing his popularity
further, yet in 1891, Wilde’s first major breakthrough came with the publication
of the psychologically endearing masterpiece that is, ‘The Picture of Dorian Gray’
However, whilst basking in sweet success and glory, Wilde became acquainted
with the rather charming chap, Lord Alfred Douglas – also known as ‘Bosie’
whose infatuation would later spell out demise and disaster for Wilde. All was
well for Wilde as he rapidly gained support and popularity from all angles whilst
maintaining his illicit rendezvous with Bosie behind the scenes, and upon
the first performances of the outstanding and arguably Wilde’s best works,
‘An Ideal Husband’ and ‘The Importance of Being Earnest’ in 1895, Wilde had
finally reached the mountainous apex of his career, known worldwide as one
of the greatest playwrights to exist. His life was perfect; all that he had hoped
to achieve…until a ferocious disaster would commit Wilde’s career and life as a
whole to ultimate despair.
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On the 18th of February 1985, Lord Alfred’s father, the Marquess of
Queensbury, left a destroying note reading, ‘To Oscar Wilde, posing as a
somdomite’.Whether sparked by the content of the note, or the fact that Wilde,
in all of his witty glory, decided to return said note with the notable spelling
error corrected, a huge scandal was blowing up with the fury of dynamite which
was sparking and igniting more and more everyday...
Unfortunately, found guilty after a gruelling trial, Wilde was sentenced to two
years hard labour at Reading Gaol for a ‘crime’ which was effectively, ‘turning
other men gay’…I know.
Unfair, right?
Wilde was never one to be put down easily, and during his torturous
imprisonment, in the form of a rather bitter letter, Wilde explained and justified
his actions to Lord Alfred Douglas. Although many words varied from sharp
tongued and biting to soft, loving and just downright confusing, it is evident that
some of Wilde’s most beautiful and meaningful prose was etched onto the thin
sheets of prison-issue paper, making his tale all the more a tragedy.
Upon his release from Reading, Oscar took a more laid back approach to
life, knowing well that it would soon be over due to illness. He moved to France
under the alias of Sebastian Melmoth and took to the writing desk for the last
time, scribing out the most recognised poem of his lifetime, ‘ The Ballad of
Reading Gaol’, whose success was more than enough for the dying Wilde.
On November 30th 1900, Oscar Wilde passed away- not without a terribly witty
remark as it was claimed that among his last utterances were, ‘ this wallpaper is
dreadful- either it goes, or I do’ .
Spoiler- He went…
It was a tragedy to some, yet justice for many as Britain said goodbye to one
of the most controversial and powerful characters to this very date.
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Speak Out!
By Grace McKinlay
For one day of the year, roles are reversed in schools across the UK as Year 10
students each stand before an audience to teach their own personal lesson. The
subject? Their passion. This can be anything at all, from politics to video games;
music to religion. Each student has spent months preparing a performance
which will shock and inspire their audience, possibly shooting them into the
2018 Grand Final.
This is the Jack Petchey Speak Out Challenge.
Now in its eleventh year, the Speak Out Challenge is the biggest speaking event
for young people in the world. Last year, 19,000 participants spoke about their
passions with clarity, confidence and impact. Of all of these dedicated speakers,
only one came away with the £5000 prize money: QPCS student Macsen Brown!
This year, Macsen commemorated his incredible achievement by hosting the
Regional Final with insight and advice for those involved.
A minute and a half of talking about something you love and why it matters- it
doesn’t sound that hard in theory. However, don’t be fooled. These speeches
have evolved from hours of drafting, editing and re-writing, transforming text
into an expressive performance, and trimming it all down to a neat ninety
seconds. Add a vast ocean of expectant parents, teachers, siblings and friends,
and it becomes clear that these students faced an enormous challenge. With
absolute respect for every courageous speaker, any audience member can tell
you that they succeeded- we were completely blown away!
This year, the variety of topics included mental health, inspiration and human
rights. The students packed an unbelievable amount of wisdom and emotion
into each performance, sending the audience from hysterical laughter to shock
and fear in a matter of seconds. Anyone can make a difference, and as shown by
the competitors, that difference can be made in less than two minutes. Our two
QPCS Regional Finalists, Jolie Fortuna and Kaliyl Morris, were perfect examples
of this through their engaging speeches.
Addiction is a topic that students are warned about with great care and
vigilance- but have you ever stopped to think about whether we are becoming
addicted to our mobile phones? And, if so, whether that is always such a bad
thing? With great enthusiasm and humour, Jolie spoke about the importance of
balance in an increasingly online world. Giving the final performance of the night,
Kaliyl sent the audience home deep in thought with a look into the meaning of
Black History Month. It’s a valuable time for reflection and appreciation, but
we could be looking harder at a wider range of heroes, dedicating more time
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to their success. With each speaker, new questions and ideas bloomed in the
minds of the audience, displaying the influence of these authentic young voices.
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Periods
By Grace Noakes
I know. I’m a sentence in, and I’ve already lost about 51% of my readers.
There’s no point in denying it; I understand. Men don’t care about periods. Men
don’t want to talk about them. Maybe, even some women don’t want to hear
about periods—AKA the biological process they go through for about thirtyseven years of their lives. We’d rather push that topic aside like it was an advert
for your unclaimed PPI, or a billboard opposite the platforms on the Tube we
overlook because we’re crammed far too deep into the pixelated black hole of
our phones.
I’m growing up in a century where there is no middle way—there isn’t a halfway point of toleration and thinly-veiled contempt. Girls aren’t the people now
to just (and I’m sorry for this, Reader) ‘go with the flow’. We don’t want to jet ski
smiling like those girls on the Tampax commercials do.
Apologies, Aunt Flo, but no.
Here’s Scenario One: This girl’s period is a whopper, a gargantuan feat. She
dreads it every month. She hides under her covers, suffers through the aisles of
Boots and Superdrug finding her equipment like she’s about to sprint Krakatoa.
She rumbles and grumbles and gurgles and moans and keeps to herself
because nobody can know about the galaxy her hormones are flying her into
every month without her consent, and that’s not necessarily a bad thing. There’s
nothing wrong with keeping your body to yourself, but, just maybe, your voice
could make a difference.
Right. Here we go: Scenario Two. This girl isn’t much like the superwoman
above. She rumbles, she grumbles, she gurgles, she moans. She traipses aisle
after aisle and devours chocolate like it’s water in Death Valley. Her monthly is
whopper, a gargantuan feat, but, the difference?
The difference between the scenarios, Reader. Can you guess?
This girl in Scenario Two. This woman. This human being. They’re part of the
#FREEPERIODS campaign.
You may have heard of it—wait, no let me correct that. You should have heard
of it. You should have seen people screaming the message from the rooftops.
You should have seen Instagrammers Instagramming about it. You should have
witnessed the thousands of men, women and children that peacefully protested
in Parliament Square to call out our government, to take away period tax, to give
schoolgirls living in poverty free sanitary protection, to abolish the taboo that
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what happens to us girls should stay quiet, that we should go on with our lives
like periods are the best-kept secrets of the twenty-first century.
I think society dictates that us females should slodge—yes, slodge (maybe it
isn’t technically a word, but we’re changing the world here, people, so we can
change the dictionary too)—along in our normal jobs and rub our husbands’
feet when they get tired and make dinner and clean the house and drive our
children to football games and buy sanitary protection with that lovely extra 5%.
I think the world we are living in hasn’t even put a glass barrier over our heads—
it’s concrete. Solid wall. A trench the size of a Y-chromosome that means we
have to shush ourselves whenever we want to speak our minds.
I don’t like my period. There. I said it. It’s a pain, both figuratively and literally.
Periods are like partners—we don’t really get along with them, but we want to
see them regularly enough that we don’t get worried about what they’re doing
without us. I want to eat chocolate without the guilt that follows, and I want to
look at my skin on Day Two without that plummeting feeling of dread when
seeing the boils on my chin I seem to have ordered on overnight delivery, and
I want to speak my mind to anybody that asks me why I’m grumpy and see red
instead of blue on tampon commercials.
So, I’ve signed a petition, started by Amika George. It’s all about freeing the
taboo and freeing the cost of a woman’s period. Of my period. Of your period.
Of your girlfriend’s, wife’s, sister’s, mother’s, friend’s period.
We need to stop our silence. We need to stand up and realise that we can do
anything we want to do, and we can do it bleeding. So, please sign it, if not for
me, then for the rest of the world. Your voice can make a difference; you need
to know that and use it to your bloody advantage.
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To My Younger Self
By Jared Cook
Iam going to tell you this first, it may seem harsh, but it needs to be said and
it’s that life isn’t easy. It never will be. You’re going to have to get used to that
I’m afraid. The truth is though; I think you already know that. On the other hand,
never take life TOO seriously, because you’ll just end up getting stuck and you’ll
start to dislike yourself and other people.
Soon enough, you’re going to go through one of the most confusing and
chaotic things in your life and it will turn your world upside down. Whatever you
do, don’t shut people out, because the fact of the matter is, they will be there
for you no matter what. They’re your family; of course they’re going to be there
for you. Oh and the comments on the street, yeah they’ll bother you to begin
with, but you will learn to ignore them and you will start to understand that their
words do not define you, you define yourself. So yes, the last couple of years at
school are going to throw you into a hurricane. But sometimes, we have to be
spun around in order to know where we stand.
Along the years, you are going to meet many people, most of them will be
interesting, kind and thoughtful and they are the ones that will support you
and guide you. Although, not everybody you meet will be like this and these are
the ones that you will have to forget. It’s easier said than done, I know. But you
do not need to worry about these people; they are most definitely NOT your
responsibility. Concentrate on yourself and let them get on with it.
At one point in your teenage life, you will encounter a weekend from hell and
all you will want to do is hurry back to peace and comfort. When you finally
arrive back to that place, it’s far from tranquil, as all you can do is lay under
your duvet and cry because you feel so useless. Every part of you is telling you
to stop crying... But you don’t know how. Eventually, you’ll get out of bed, go to
the bathroom, sit on the floor and just continue crying. That is until you notice
something. Please don’t do it! It might stop you crying, but at what cost? I can’t
stop you from doing it, but I can beg you not to do it.
You might not know it now, but you’re going to become such an old fashioned,
hopeless romantic. This doesn’t mean you’re lucky in love, oh no, quite the
opposite actually. You’ll have many mishaps during the years and you will like
people that will mess you around. Some of them will leave you on good terms;
some of them will leave you crying out in the cold. Some will leave scars on
your heart, others will just leave bruises. But, there is someone out there for
you. Someone who ISN’T already in a relationship, someone who DOESN’T like
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someone else, someone who WON’T mess you around... Someone who ISN’T
straight. Yeah, most people want what they can’t have, you’re not much different.
Those long haired guitar players who were in a band, swoon. Ha, you’ll get
over that, thank the lord.
There will be a year in which you feel you can’t live up to the expectations that
everyone has of you and this will make you believe you can’t carry on. One day in
that year, you’re going to pick something up, place it on the desk and with tears
streaming down your face you’ll be thinking that this is the only way... But you’re
strong, you turn you head and you walk away. This is also the day you realise
that you CAN be strong. But even if you do happen to do that, it doesn’t make
you any less strong than you are. Some things just get too much and that’s okay.
But please, find help and talk to somebody.
I’m going to leave you with one final piece of advice that should resonate with
you no matter at what point in your life you are, always be you because that’s
the most important thing. Just always be yourself.
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Scars
By Jessica Birch
Anaïs Nin said, ‘the scar meant that I was stronger than what has tried to hurt
me,’ which is all well and good, empowering even. A woman’s scar following a
C-section shows that she brought life into this world and she is a badass mama.
The scar where his knee used to continue into a shin is a reminder, a reminder
that the car accident didn’t kill him. The scar that runs where her breast was
says, ‘cancer took me on and cancer lost!’ These scars can listen to Anaïs Nin’s
wise words. In the torn skin, we see that their owner was stronger than whatever
dared to take them on. My scars do not tell this story of empowerment and
badassery. My scars tell the story of how inept I am. Let’s take a look at some
scars, shall we? We’re going to have to get up close and personal here, just a
heads up.
If you look on the strip of skin that separates my nose and my lip. Come on
you’re going to have to get closer than that, it’s quite faint. There you go, get
right in close, urgh have you showered today? I’m joking you smell lovely, what is
that - vanilla? There, do you see it? Right there, that little crescent moon, that’s
it. I seemingly forgot how to use the breaks on my bike. I was five-years-old. I
was on my dinky BMX bike. Dad told me to go fast on the flat bit and then go
down the dip in the path. What he didn’t anticipate was that my front wheel
would turn unexpectedly and I would be thrown up in the air. I was thrown to
the ground, the strip of skin tearing in the process. What proceeded was my
obnoxiously loud scream that crescendos to a note that only cats can hear.
Sorry, was that too loud for you? I’ll turn it down.
Okay scar number two. Now for this next one I want you to run your hand
over the skin on the inside of my right wrist, it’s okay I won’t bite. Feel the
build-up of scar tissue? When I was in year nine at school we were asked to
construct presentations, I had it all prepared, that wasn’t the hard part. The
hard part was I had a fear of speaking in front of all 28 people and my teacher.
I stepped up, almost fainted - loaded up my power point and mumbled my way
through the slides. The entire time I had my sharpest nail digging into my wrist;
I had to filter the nerves out somewhere didn’t I? I finally made the age-old
enquiry that is always met by blank stares: “any questions?” Once a significant
amount of awkward silence had passed, I sat down and let out a breath for
the first time in three minutes. Lungs burning, I uncovered my wrist and saw
that my nervousness had drawn blood. Now, this isn’t really me being inept nervousness is no one’s friend. However, what does show my stupidity is the
fact that I proceeded to pick at it and now that clump of scar tissue is here
forever.
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My final scar resides in my eyebrow. Can you see it? It was Canadian Day at
school, I was nine. (Apparently nine was a bad year.) One of our teachers had
gone to teach in Canada for a year and in return, we got a Canadian teacher. It
was her last day, we had all dressed in red and white. I, unfortunately, got hit in
the head by a frisbee. Come to think of it why did we have frisbees? Are frisbees
incredibly Canadian? Anyway, picture this - I immediately pressed my head onto
the shoulder of a friend who was wearing a white dress...not a pretty sight. I was
taken off into hospital and butterfly stitched up. Butterfly stitched up! Not even
real stitches, baby butterfly ones!
So, as you see, I am not that well equipped for life and I’m marked to show it.
So Miss Nin, was I stronger than the dip in the path? Was I stronger than that
English presentation? Stronger than the will to pick at a scab? Stronger than a
flying frisbee?
No, I wasn’t I was just an idiot.
But an idiot with some interesting stories.
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Make An Impact
By Megan Lofthouse-Mason
In our lives, we all strive to be successful and make our mark on the world.
However, there is the premonition that this must be in some glorified form
that every single person knows about and shall always remember. This is not
the case; often, the little things making the difference in our lives without our
knowledge.
We are all heroes in our own right.
A doctor treats their patients’ illnesses in whatever form is required. Some will
heal, and some will die, but they never give up. They continue healing despite
any losses, they continue trying and never give up. They make their impact by
seeing only the person, never the disease, which means that they never truly
fail. No matter the outcome, they make their impact because they tried; perhaps
more than anyone.
A person once like us, now homeless for whatever reason or circumstance,
ends up being utterly dehumanised. They hold themselves up against crumbling
brick walls with their meagre possessions, seen as nothing more than rubbish
that plagues the streets – something we’re apparently so desperate to remove.
Yet, they hope and try to make something of their lives. They make an impact
on themselves, living each day as best as they can and eventually pulling
themselves up.
An author writes and writes, despite the bad reviews and the constant writer’s
block. They see the beauty of a different world in their minds and they write,
share, and inspire; they change the world with simple words. Writers of all ages,
and genres, articulate their feelings and aspirations and thoughts into their
stories, conjuring emotions from their readers in the most raw and passionate
way. They leave their impact on a reader’s heart and mind. But, importantly,
they leave an impact on their own heart, their own mind – one that lingers and
shall remain.
Students defy the odds of society. They push back against the conformity
that society attempts to implement, and prove they are powerful. Just getting
out of bed, making it to class, putting on a smile is them making an impact on
their lives, and the lives of others. They all refuse to be a number, or a symbol,
or a weight, or a category. They are who they are; a human being making their
impact upon the world in the most spectacular way they can. Be it healing,
writing, singing, acting, helping, trying…
Every single person can make an impact, but many forget that they can. Any
day, I could walk out the door and get hit by a bus, or be attacked, but those
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things don’t stop me from walking out the door and facing the day. I smile at
people as I pass them. I make an impact on their day with a simple twitch of my
lips or an easy greeting. That is something I pride myself in doing, a single act of
kindness a day – or more.
People need to forget the labels they are given. Black, brown, white, girl, boy,
llama, unicorn – it doesn’t matter. What matters is the impact that they make.
You can be told how average you are every day, but you should never listen
to those words. You can shoot for the stars that hang above you and be the
absolute best you can be.
Remember that when you hit rock bottom, it is never the end. Rock bottom
can be the very best foundation on which to build, and grow, and thrive. The
only way is up. Forget about succeeding and being the most successful person
out there. It’s all right for you to fail time to time. Being kind is the very start to
making even the slightest impact on someone. Every day of your life, you can
find your impact – and make one.
Stay standing. No matter how rough the sea, you can, and will, keep standing.
No matter what, you don’t give up. It doesn’t matter how long you live, it’s how
you live. Don’t judge, be kind, keep giving, keep smiling. Doing the right thing is
never wrong. Make an impact in any way you can.
Smile at that stranger as you pass them on the street. Give up your seat on
the bus or train for that elderly passenger, that mother or father struggling with
their child. Take out those earphones and listen to what your friend has to say.
Making an impact is easy, be it big or small.
Just make it count.
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An Open Letter to Bang Yongguk
By Oska von Ruhland
To B.A.P’s Bang Yongguk,
Your unique voice, talent and work ethic was enough to win anyone over, but
you have taken a step further and used your position as an idol to show your
way for a better world. You tirelessly created and entertained, yet still found
time to support Unicef, Save the Children, One Love Disabled Children’s Centre,
Bigiz, and even sponsor a child through World Vision. Many lives were improved
thanks to your contributions, and alongside your efforts you raised awareness
of these charities to millions of others, so they too could step up to the cause.
Your charitable nature and love for children has guided you to fight for an
ethical world, setting an example for all who follow you. You’ve made your
priorities known on several instances, detailing how you could donate money
and discussing the schools you hope to build. On your social media you have
spread the word of campaigns and openly criticized societal injustices, showing
us just how passionate you are for positive change. Even in simple day-to-day
things, you emphasise the importance of protecting the environment, learning
about the world around you, and how moral values are far more important in a
person than anything else. You have taken advantage of your platform and used
it to shape young minds for the better.
Your music as well has been used as a tool to spread important messages to
your audience. With strong, powerful lyrics about social injustices and inequality
you have exploded on public stages and television with hard-hitting truths
listeners are unable to get out of their heads. Even your non-title tracks are full
of emotive, inspiring words about the need for change and how damaged the
system of society is. B.A.P stood out from thousands of other groups as you
continued to write what you knew needed to be said.
Something you made a very clear point to talk about was your experiences
with mental illness. You have stated that you struggle to write songs without
them sounding too dark and sought the help of your bandmates to create more
fun music. But when you did write without restraint you made the reality of the
struggle come through in a way that spoke to so many fans both who suffer with
mental illness and who know someone who does. You were not ashamed to
show something that may be perceived as a weakness. You let us know we were
not alone, and in turn we supported you in every way we could.
You have been a source of strength and inspiration to so many of your fans.
You encouraged us to donate where we could, to give gifts to children in need
instead of to you, and to invest in charity rather than birthday presents for you.
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We learned from your example and fans have come together to aid projects
ending hunger, helping children, building a school, care for the disabled and
improve equality around the world. On smaller scales they have gone litter
picking, personally set up monthly donation plans and volunteered for local
events. Even outside of money and direct action, fans educate themselves on
social issues to talk openly about their socio-political stances and how to better
the lives of those in their home countries. As a result, the fandom has become
one of acceptance, support and open arms to all sorts of people. The positivity
and kindness shared between fans has brought many people together.
These wonderful people have cared for me when I felt alone, understood me
when I felt that I could not go on, and pulled me back on my feet when I needed
it most. But those times I was without them, I was able to rely on your words and
your music. More than once I would lie awake all through the night with 4:44 AM
on loop. These days I prefer to play Honeymoon, to encourage myself to love life
again and heal from hard times. My story is not unusual, and my experiences
similar to so many others. I am not alone in having been saved by you and your
band’s hard work.
Thank you not only for your active work to improve the lives of those in need,
but also for being someone we could look up to. You have inspired us to become
better, happier people. I will always remember: Everything’s gonna’ be alright.
Yours faithfully,
A dedicated fan.
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The Dandelion
By Rachel Li
“The silence depressed me. It wasn’t the silence of silence. It was my own silence.”
Sylvia Plath, The Bell Jar
At times, the silence which reverberates around the world can be deafening.
The moment when family, friends, and all your loved ones, seem to have deserted
you. When those entwined roots which were bound so tightly are unlaced and
unknotted until the last remaining shreds, barely holding, are straining to snap.
Then you come to realise, the most deafening silence of all comes from within
the depths of your heart.
The bitter realisation that all this destruction stems from yourself, and you
alone, comes crushing down on you like bricks. Once again it reminds you of
how pathetic you are, as a human being – so inadequate, so worthless – when
juxtaposed with all the beautiful souls in the world. “Am I a failure?” You ask
yourself. The unanswerable question of the purpose of your very existence, to
which you reply only with silence, haunts you over and over again – for every
hour, every minute, and eventually every second of the day – until it threatens
to devour you in a surge of total blackness.
When the people beside you begin to feel the overpowering waves of
darkness gushing out, they ask you for the reason behind your melancholy.
Another inexplicable question to which the answer lies at the dead centre of a
highly intricate maze, where you twist and turn only to be met with dead-ends,
confined for eternity, unable to proceed nor escape. Because, perhaps, you are
daunted by the fact that at its heart lies you.
You yourself are the reason. The problem. The complication.
But then this response would almost certainly guarantee raised eyebrows,
even along with slightly accusing looks in the eyes, barely contained, struggling
to comprehend and to contemplate the ambivalence of your answer … before
coming to the ultimate judgement that you, of all people, should be grateful for
the life you have right now, when so many others are leading a life of sufferings.
And so justified they are, for you are in absolutely no position to be drenched in
pools of misery. That is what marks you as a self-centred person, insensitive to
all the hardships the rest of the world is going through.
Still, each day you find yourself poised on the edge – that very edge which
marks the borderline between this world and the next. Just one step. Off the
solid ground. That simple. Flipping right to the last page of the book. The end.
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And yet you find yourself hesitating. It is a big leap, after all. An irreversible
decision. One that you have to make without any regrets.
They say there is hope for everything. At the heart of the suffocating darkness
springs up a dandelion. Try replacing yourself with the dandelion at the heart
of your maze. Thousands of its feathery tips lacing the edges of the seed
head, forming a perfectly circular ball. Pure at heart. And when you blow it, all
the pains and struggles tying you to the ground will dissolve into the thin air.
Disappearing. Fading into eternity. Becoming mere memories. With time.
All you have to do is to find your own dandelion.

213

Wicked Young Writer Awards 2018

A Letter To My Younger Self
By Rheanna Egleton
To my younger self,
Within a few months your life will go from the warm yellow hue of happiness,
to the impenetrable darkness of depression. You will be scared. You will be
hurting but it’s okay. It will all be okay. Everything will change and not always for
the better, you will change and forget who you are. Your identity will come back
to you.
School, which was once your haven of certainty, will become a prison. Your
previous grumbles of tiredness will be replaced with tears and eyes that struggle
to open. Learning will become a chore, but you will always have your books to
escape within, they won’t leave you. Remember this.
Falling asleep will no longer be easy. What was once drifting off into a peaceful
slumber at 10 will become 2 AM, 3 AM, sometimes even 4. Your dreams will
be plagued with your deepest fears being acted out, and as a result waking
will be an extension of your nightmares. Warm brown eyes will become harsh,
encircled with the black of sleeplessness. Don’t worry, the dark circles will fade
just like the darkness inside.
Your once healthy relationship with food will be swapped with numbers,
constant counting and bones that begin to protrude. Your family will struggle
because they won’t be able to understand why their once plump and smiling
baby is dropping weight the way she used to plop stones into the ocean. They
will not leave you, they will push you to eat and you will push them away, but
they still will not leave. Slowly you will stop shrinking, the weight will come back
and allow you to bloom, please do not fight this. Flowers need water to grow.
Being bold and unabashed at twelve will turn to self-loathing and you will
forget how much you are worth. Your confidence will begin to rise at seventeen,
it will continue through to eighteen, all the way to present day nineteen. You will
emanate confidence through bright hair and lips- I know that’s hard to believe
but it’s true. Your self-esteem will dip at times, but when it surges upwards you
will remember how much you are loved and how beautiful you are.
As you grow, your relationships will change, and that is healthy. Always reflect
on the new friendships you have made. It’s a part of growth, you will learn from
these changes, even through loss you will gain something. Your heart will feel
like its breaking, twisting, cracking. It is not, your heart will heal, as will your mind.
At no point will you be alone. It may feel like you are, you’ll feel abandoned and
unwanted, but this isn’t the case. Do not let one person define how you see
everyone else.
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When things begin to get too much you will erupt in flames of destructive
red. Stemming the flow of the volcano may be hard, but things will eventually
smooth over one day. Do not feel ashamed. You are a warrior fighting a battleand you are winning.
Some days it will feel like you are living inside of Erebus, born straight out of
Chaos. You will forget the things you enjoy, this includes Greek mythology. The
darkness will begin to feel safe, you’ll become attached to your misery because
it will be all you can remember feeling. When the time comes, you’ll start to let
it go and welcome in the light.
This battle will not be short. You will feel the aftershocks for years to come,
but you will learn how to protect yourself from the tremors.
Slowly but surely you will start to heal. It will be terrifying, and when you feel
the darkness again, it will hit you harder. The pain will last until you remember
that you are effervescent, and you illuminate. Your whole being is becoming
rejuvenated. Our whole being, because even now we are still mending the cracks
in our soul. We are not mending them with darkness or anything ordinary, for
we are not ordinary, we never were. We are mending the broken parts with
everything we have learnt, with the people we have met and the happiness- yes
happiness- we have felt.
I will radiate the strength I have within. That I have always had within, and
always will.
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Multiplicity
By Robyn Noble
“BLOCKED YOU KEEP HARASSING ME FOR WOT AGENDA…
NOW PISS OFF I DON’T CARE ABOUT YOUR FAKE FRIEND!!!”
This is a message that I received via Facebook Messenger.
You may wonder what I said to earn this message. You could easily be forgiven
for thinking that I’d started an argument or, as the message suggests, harassed
someone online. But you would be wrong.
Would you like to know what I did?
I defended someone with a mental disorder.
When I first saw this message, it wasn’t the content itself that made me angry.
It was the realisation that Jess, the girl I defended, has to deal with comments
like these on a daily basis. The sad reality is that, if I call her disorder by its
official acronym, ‘DID’, people often don’t know what I’m talking about. Yet if I
mention it by its Hollywood stereotype, a label that comes loaded with so many
preconceptions, ‘Split Personality,’ people suddenly think they know exactly
what I mean. That disorder whereby a person switches with evil personalities
that want to kill. Right?
Wrong.
Imagine a mirror. This mirror is a metaphor for a child’s personality; fragile,
vulnerable, easily shattered. In the majority of children, by the age of nine at the
latest, this mirror is fully strengthened and ready to be framed and placed pride
of place in the house that is the body. But this isn’t always the case.
If you apply enough trauma to that mirror then it will shatter into different
pieces, but ultimately these pieces are all unique parts of the same mirror. Each
part forms and develops differently, until you end up with the fragmented parts
hanging in the house rather than the whole mirror. These fragmented parts
are called ‘alters’ and, since they are parts of the same whole, no alter is more
‘real’ than the others, even the one that people would regard as the ‘original
personality’.
Dissociative Identity Disorder is characterised by the presence of two or more
‘altered states of consciousness’ that are able to ‘front’ or take control of the
body. Despite inhabiting the same body, each alter has distinct ideas on how
they physically look, as well as having their own gender, age, memories, and a
unique role to play in the whole ‘system’ of alters.
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Experiences of DID are very different and Jess, a trainee-psychotherapist
from Wales, is just one example. Aged 26, she’s the ‘host’ of the system, so it’s
her life the system lives. Consequently, her alters are good at pretending to be
her, unless around familiar people, so as to outwardly appear as one person.
Jake, aged 25, as a ‘protector’ for the system, is particularly skilled at this. He’s
heterosexual, with brown hair, blue eyes and a Californian accent. Jamie, aged
28, is the ‘carer’ of the system. He’s bisexual, has green eyes, blonde hair and an
upper-class British accent. Ollie, aged 15, is a trauma-free child with blonde hair,
one blue eye and one green eye, who expresses the part of Jess that was unable
to enjoy a trauma-free childhood.
Finally, Ed, aged 29, is a ‘persecutor’ in the system, initially with a selfdestructive personality. It’s alters like Ed that Hollywood sensationalise in
films like ‘Split’, but the simple truth is that, as DID is a defence mechanism for
childhood abuse, sufferers are more likely to be victims than perpetrators. Ed
shows that, with compassion and understanding, destructive alters can work
on recovery. He’s homosexual, has a cockney accent and a talent for drawing,
painting and cooking and, while introverted, has a close circle of friends. Not
exactly the picture of a killer, is he?
When people accuse sufferers of ‘faking’ or ‘seeking attention’, it makes me
mad. Not only do they work through the trauma of their abuse in therapy, they
often have other conditions that come alongside DID, such as PTSD, anxiety and
amnesia. Yet, at the same time, they can lead positive, fulfilling lives. There are
good days and bad days but these people are so resilient despite all they have
gone through, including facing the stigma that this disorder carries with it.
Sometimes I think that the world would be a much nicer place if we all just
took the time to try and understand each other and educate ourselves, rather
than simply invalidating another person’s experiences and resorting to insults.
After all, we all have a story to tell and, while DID may not define them, it’s a part
of theirs.

217

Wicked Young Writer Awards 2018

100 Years On
By Siobhán Doyle
With this year marking 100 years since the end of the first world war, it’s
important to highlight its impact and to state why it is so important that now,
100 years on, we are still talking about the impacts the war had and why it is so
important for young people today to learn about it more than ever.
The First World War is now out of living memory, so all that is left for us to
look at are the scars on the landscape, the dents in family histories where
people were killed and the museums and cemeteries carefully maintained and
looked after in respect for those thousands of people who lost their lives. I
was fortunate enough to be in Belgium in July 2017 as a volunteer during the
Passchendaele centenary events, and it is my experience at these events that
have changed my outlook on the world war and our country’s history. For me,
being able to see the poppies that fell during the ceremony at Menin Gate, and
the names listed of just those that went missing during the war puts into scale
the horror that the war created, and the destruction and devastation it caused
to so many families, no matter what side of the war they fought on.
With an estimated 20 million deaths, the First World War was, and remains,
one of the most deadly wars on record, and it is important to learn about it in
order to ensure that nothing on this scale happens again. Whilst history may
seem dull and boring to read and talked to about having the opportunity to
visit places, and to visualise the history that has impacted our way of life is so
beneficial. By visiting the countries in which the trenches were dug up, you see
the atrocities that life must have meant for young soldiers, not that much older
than myself. I couldn’t imagine now having to live in a trench fearing for my
life, not knowing whether or not I would make it home, whilst now I am in a
university accommodation and the only thing I have to really concern myself
over is passing a few exams. Life for teenagers, and the world, has changed
drastically over the 100 years since the end of the First World War, yet we, as
young people, I personally believe don’t always take too much of an interest in
those that fought for us to be able to have what we have now.
There is currently a project called There But Not There going on across the
UK led by Remembered, a charity that is raising funds for the education of the
youth and support availability for the soldiers of today. When looking into the
There But Not There campaign, it is clear that each individual person that died
is so much more than the name we see on the memorials or the list of dead in a
battle. They each had a life, a family, a story they were once able to tell. With a bit
of research it’s now our job to tell their stories for them. As part of my journey
to Passchendaele I researched into local soldiers who had lost their lives, once
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you know more about them you get a sense of who they were. What they stood
for and how they lived. The reality of the war becomes real, knowing that they
had everything to then lose their lives fighting.
From my trip to Passchendaele I was able to meet the descendants of so
many of those young soldiers, and I personally believe that it must be truly
humbling to know that someone within your ancestry was brave to stand and
fight for their country and its future, one in which we all now live in, and I can
only imagine the pride that must be felt during these commemoration events. It
should be something which we commemorate together. The war was meant to
divide us and now 100 years on we should let the commemoration events bring
us together. It is now up to us all to remember the sacrifice and the bravery of
so many, and we can only truly do that if all of us are remembering and learning
about the war and the acts of those fighting in it. We must honour those who
committed courageous acts, as well as those who were scared but still fought.
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Pixar and the Power of Emotional Intelligence
By Sophie Sleeman
Could animated films build a better mindset in children than our education system?
Depression is on the rise, and anxiety rules our imbalanced, stress-driven
lives. And, now, we realise that it is not just the grown-ups who suffer from
these emotional calls of distress, but children too. Five year olds frightened
about not just green vegetables and the monsters under the bed, but terrorism,
dysfunctional families and global warming. Adolescents burdened over
mediocre exam results, while trying to juggle their passions and friendships,
still carrying the fears fed to them from every media source possible. Children
today are swallowed into the rigorous school system, a violent machine intent
on pushing out grade after grade, rule after rule, restriction after restriction.
Pressures of perfection rise constantly, but it seems there is a universal solution
to all of their stresses.
Whether it be the noble quest of a protective clownfish to save his son, the
coming together of a superhero family, or the journey of a lonely old man
overcoming grief, Pixar films provide us with the emotional remedy to our
mental health crisis. They coach, comfort and charm us with their truths about
the human experience through the stories of floating houses and free thinking
ants. They are catharsis for the twenty first century generation, teaching us
all messages absent from the violence and glamour of modern blockbusters
- saturated with violence where Pixar films are full of hope, compassion and
honesty.
These films resonate with us because of their portrayal of some profound
truth about the human experience. Ratatouille teaches us that a great artist
is not limited by background, Inside Out that sadness is a necessary part of
life, and in WALL-E we are exposed to the risks of consumerism and a lack of
responsibility. These films aren’t just for children, it just helps that their main
audience are at their most impressionable age because these lessons are the
building blocks of emotional development. Lessons which are not present in
an education system which is dominated by test scores and standards, an
education system which puts a child’s grades over their mental health, as they
become nothing but a product of their stresses and studies. Pixar films have at
their core lessons for life, not lessons for the next test.
These stories help children to understand the world, encapsulating their
fears, whether it be the terrorism in The Incredibles, the environmental decay
in WALL-E, or the death of a loved one in Up. They teach the fundamentals
of socio-emotional development, not the structures of a straight line or the
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gradient of a graph. Our school system is founded on forcing children to be
adults, whereas a Pixar film coaches them through the process with a guiding
hand, a knowledge of their fears, and a consideration of the lessons that really
matter in life.
A collection of animated films is not going to solve every problem in the
world, but they do help to build emotionally intelligent individuals who are
better equipped to live their lives with strong moral values and solve our big
issues. I watched WALL-E when I was seven years old. I remember sitting in the
cinema, amazed by the story of a whimsical waste-collecting robot, but equally
shocked at the catastrophic condition humans left the planet in. As we follow
WALL-E into the ‘Axiom’, a cruise-liner turned spaceship, the state of humanity is
revealed. Controlled by their desires, reliant on an indulgent lifestyle, our robot
hero appears more human than the humans themselves. At seven I was a little
rattled by this - in school they told us not to litter, to turn off the lights, to simply
‘be grateful’ but WALL-E showed us why we should do these things. The film
criticises consumerism, corporatism, an uncontrollable consumption, but does
so in a way that teaches the most receptive and eager members of the audience
what the dangers of these mindsets are. But like any Pixar film, WALL-E closes
with an enlightening sense of hope, I remember this, as plants overwhelm the
screen, filling the barren landscape and triggering more thoughts in WALL-E’s
little audience than spellings and algebra ever could. Because children don’t
need tests, or stress, or grades; they need stories, and hope, and emotional
intelligence.
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To Change The World
Yasmin Vince
All my life I have had one hero - Emily Wilding Davison, suffragette and martyr.
I admired everything about her. Her courage, her passion, her devotion to
her cause. The mere thought that someone died so that I had the right to vote
was astounding to me and she was my hero from the moment I knew she had
existed.
Recently, however, all that has changed.
I still idolise Davison, but someone else has entered the ring. Someone
very much like me. Someone who has shown us that you don’t have to throw
yourself under a horse to gain the attention of those in power. Someone who
has proved that just because we are young, that does not mean we are ignorant,
and teenagers have a voice and opinions. Emma Gonzalez is my new hero. All
the students at Marjory Stoneman Douglas High School are my heroes.
After the Orlando gay club shooting in 2016, I thought laws would be put in
place to stop this. 49 people were killed, how could nothing be done?
After the Vegas concert shooting in 2017, I thought this had to be it. Something
had to be done. 58 people dead, how could the government still let this happen?
Then came the Marjory Stoneman Douglas shooting.
By this point I was tired. Tired of hearing how many people died, how many still
clinging to life. I knew no one was going to do anything. Then, out of nowhere,
along came the students. They rose up, like a phoenix from fire, unafraid to call
out the president and his government for the lack of progress. Despite some
claiming that they were capitalising on grief, these students came forward to
question why nothing had been done, why no one had bothered to keep them
safe and what the plan was going forward. And they were not leaving without
an answer. They wanted a change and they were not leaving until they got it.
What President Trump or any other official had to say paled in comparison to
the speeches those students gave.
Ironically, it is hard to put into words, how deeply I was affected by the actions
of these students. Suddenly, I was not just a girl from London, waiting for her
chance to change the world, I was a fighter, already front and centre. I wasn’t
just someone with ideas but no audience, I was a person with a voice, who
deserved to be heard. All I had needed was a little push, a little inspiration. Now
I have it, and nothing is going to hold me back. Like those students, I am not
leaving without getting my chance to speak.
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The teenagers are coming to change the world so that maybe those who
follow us don’t have to. But just in case they do, maybe, just maybe, I can be
their Emma. I can be their hero.
Maybe we all can.
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The Greatest Problem Facing the World Today
By Sabina Rahman
I believe the greatest problem facing the world today is human kind, it can
be said that the human heart is fatally flawed. It has been noted in the bible
(Jeremiah 17:9) that “The human heart is the most deceitful of all things, and
desperately wicked”. Is our human nature to blame for our need to gravitate
towards selfishness, power, money and control? Is it the reason why our
atmosphere is so devastatingly polluted? Why our political systems are so
corrupt or why we let innocents die on a daily basis? It can’t be. If it is then why
have philosophers such a Tennant, Paley and Aquinas stated that the world is
so perfectly crafted in harmony. The anthropic principle states that the universe
has been created with such precise complexity, that if the earth were even an
inch closer or further away from the sun or if the elements had been even
slightly different, human life may not have even been possible. Then how can
we as humans, beings that are seen as the peak of evolution and creation be
so flawed with chaos? I believe it is our disconnect from nature. We as a species
have become so detached from the outside word and have let our abundance
of love for money and control trump over our human nature to care for others.
Whether you believe in a God or another form of everlasting power, or if you
simply see the world and humans as an enjoinment of atoms and matter, the
majority of us can agree that we were not created as flawed. Charles Darwin’s
theory of natural selection presents the idea of ‘survival of the fittest’ meaning
the fittest survive to produce even fitter offspring. Our cars are getting faster,
our televisions are getting slimmer, day by day our technology is getting stronger
yet we as humans are growing weaker. We are devolving. Our obsession with
control and regime has corrupted natures natural being. We have demonised
nature and ourselves along with it. We have already lost our sanity, and look
to the elites for guidance; the politicians, the rich, the famous . It is the insane
trying to cure the sane. We are all drowning in our own self -hatred, you can
see it in the way we talk, the way we act, we loathe our daily lives. ‘A person that
can hate another must first hate themselves, a person who can act violently
towards another or even towards nature must have first committed even worse
acts of internal violence towards their own being’. This self -hatred stems from
our ignorance to our own ability and natural power, we are all not aware of
how we can swing to both sides of the pendulum; we are capable of everything
and nothing at all. Some grow conceited over their perceived ability and others
loathe their perceived lack of. The human heart isn’t flawed, what is flawed is the
influence that has been drilled into our brains from the very start.
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