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Joint Winner of the 5-7 Age Category
Problems in Potland
By Aoife Stewart
Potts loves pots and Panns loves pans. Potts real name is Patrisha and Panns
real name is Pamela. Patrisha and Pamela are sisters. When they were little, all
of the time they were messing about with the pots and pans in the kitchen.
Mammy saw them and thought that Pott’s and Pann’s would be a good
nickname for them.
The girls live near Potland. Potland is a shop. It sells pots and pans.
Potland is amazing and astounding. Potland is massive. There are hundreds
of pots and pans hanging up on little hangers on the walls. Some pots are
thin. Some pots are fat. Some pots are small. Some pots are big. Some pots
are red. Some pots are blue. There are loads of colours. All the pots and pans
are lined up as a rainbow.
The next time Potts and Panns went to Potland all the pots were broken
and loads of ovens were stolen. The shopkeeper asked the girls if they could
help find the thief. The girls agreed. They wanted to do it because they
wanted more pots and pans in the shop.
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Read on to find out more.
They saw muddy footprints. The footprints were BIG. They followed
them. They found the thief under a bridge near Potland. It was a bridge over
a river. The thief was big and ugly. He2was eating raw fish. He was with loads
of ovens. He was very pleased with himself because he had a big sly smile on
him.
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go back to the shopkeeper to tell her. When they get there they
ask her what the big ugly thing is and she said “Let’s look it up in my
Encyclopaedia.”
They found out it was a troll. It said that trolls eat raw fish, raw spaghetti,
raw spiders, raw people and raw animals. The troll’s favourite food is raw
goat.
The girls and the shopkeeper go to a goat farm and ask the farmer if they
could borrow a goat with big horns. The farmer said “Yes.” They brought the
goat to the bridge and sent him over. He clips clops over the bridge. The troll
hears him and comes up. Then the goat flips him into the water with his big
heavy horns.
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Encyclopaedia.”
They found out it was a troll. It said that trolls eat raw fish, raw spaghetti,
raw spiders, raw people and raw animals. The troll’s favourite food is raw
goat.
The girls and the shopkeeper go to a goat farm and ask the farmer if they
could borrow a goat with big horns. The farmer said “Yes.” They brought the
goat to the bridge and sent him over. He clips clops over the bridge. The troll
hears him and comes up. Then the goat flips him into the water with his big
heavy horns.
Then the girls put all the ovens in the shop and brought the goat back to
his goat farm.
They say “Thank you,” to the farmer and leave. The shopkeeper was so
happy she asked the girls what their favourite colour was. Then she gave Potts
a pink pot and Panns a blue pan. Because pink was Potts favourite colour and
blue was Pann’s favourite colour. The girls were delighted.

Bubble Baby and the Magic Rattle
By Blossom Harvey
There is a small, cosy, white cottage on the west side of London - a busy, noisy
city. A smiley six-month old is waiting patiently for her nap. That baby is fit,
strong, cool and fast...but nobody knows that, not even her mummy.
Her mummy calls her Bubble Baby because she blows bubbles whenever
she is happy, which is most of the time. Every baby does that I hear you
say, but Bubble Baby’s bubbles can transform into big, mighty bubbles, big
enough to even capture villains.
I know you think it’s impossible that a baby can capture villains but this
little smiley baby can actually turn into a super hero. Her mummy doesn’t
know that she has lots of secret adventures. Her goal is to capture villains, and
3

Wicked_2016_pp.indd 3

14/06/2016 19:07

5-7 Age CAtegory

Joint Winner of the 5-7 Age Category
The King who Hated Christmas
By George McGiven
Once upon a time, there was a grumpy old King who didn’t like Christmas.
One day, the King was in a very bad mood. This particular year the King
smashed his calendar, with milk chocolates flying everywhere. At tea time,
the King commanded fish and chips, but the servant said in a very posh,
royal voice, “I will cook roast turkey because it’s a Christmas dinner.” The
King hated roast turkey. The king hated presents. THE KING HATED
CHRISTMAS!!!
The King was sure that he was on the naughty list, but Santa would surely
put the King on the good list because he was the King and he ruled the whole
of England? Santa thought he was a very good King so he did put him on the
good list. The King wanted to be on the bad list because he hated presents
and he didn’t want anything for Christmas.
The King stomped out of his castle, flung off his crown and sat by a tree.
He felt the snow tickling him as it fell on his nose. He sneezed so hard that
all the snow on his nose landed on the Christmas window where the Queen’s
bedroom was. The Queen opened the window and said, “Look what you
have done to my window, you silly bogglerat! Now I will have to get the royal
builders to fix it and they’ll take hours!” “I did it because I absolutely hate
that Christmas window with Rudolph and Santa on it.”
It was Friday and the Queen was taking the King and their children to
Santa’s grotto. The King hated Santa’s grotto because he hated white and
Santa had lots of white on his beard and moustache. He hated white because
he hated snow, and he hated snow because it was so ticklish. Today is the day
we’re going to Santa’s grotto!” everyone said, everyone except the King. “I’m
not going,” said the King. The Queen knew he hated Christmas and it made
her very sad to think that the Kind would ruin Christmas again for another
year. Off they all went, leaving the King behind.
When they were gone, the king sat on the sofa and had a cocktail and
a chocolate fairy cake. After that, he ate one mince pie and made a wish.
9
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His wish was that he could like Christmas just for once, so he would not be
grumpy and rude. Suddenly he began to feel excited – his wish had come
true!! He decided to pretend to his family that he still hated Christmas when
now he actually loved Christmas. Suddenly he had the greatest and most
Christmassy idea ever… he would throw a Christmas party for when they got
back!!! The King put up the Christmas tree, made ten Christingles, wrapped
up presents and made two snowmen saying “Welcome” on their tummies
outside the front door as well as lots of other Christmassy things.
Suddenly the doorbell rang and it was just the silly old postman. The
King thought it was his family for the Christmas party. Normally the King
would have just slammed the door in the postman’s face, but instead, as he
now loved Christmas so much, he invited him in to stay for the Christmas
party. He also invited all his friends and family, great-grandmas and grandpas
and all the mums and dads from the Kingdom.
Suddenly the doorbell rang again, this time it was the family!!! No one
could believe what the King had done to the castle. The Queen felt her
heart running around with happiness when she saw all the Christmas things
around the castle. They all had a big feast with a great big Christmas pudding
at the end. They all blew up balloons, played pass the parcel and other party
games – the King won all the games!!! He thought this was so much fun, why
had he hated Christmas so much for all these years???!!!
Now the King loved Christmas so much he invited the whole Kingdom
to celebrate with him the following year too. He even painted castle white. “I
don’t know why I didn’t like white, because even though snow is tickly, polar
bears are white and I love polar bears because they are so cuddly and fluffy.
Perhaps I’ll wish for a pet polar bear when I eat my mince pie next year!”

Why My Name Is A Spelling Mistake!
By Imogen Maclaren
There were once 4 children, Jumpclub who was very sporty, Thunderaxe who
was always cross, Waveshield who was adventurous and most importantly,
Shakespeare. Shakespeare and his friends loved playing in the heart of
London.
One day they were playing ‘who can kick the ball the highest’ with a
10

Tina and all her friend were very happy, because the garbage was gone and
they hoped that they wouldn’t get poorly again.

Joint Winner of the 5-7 Age Category
William and the Dog Catcher
By Isla Whitford
William is a dog. William is a little brown dog. William is a little brown dog
who’s about to have a hair-raising adventure.
William’s owners are called Mr and Mrs Brown.
One morning, when the Browns went off to work, William decided he’d
like to go down to town. He was starving and fancied a juicy bone baguette.
Yum yum!
He tried to wake up his best friend, an earthworm toy called Mr Wiggly
Worm. Mr Wiggly Worm always had a big smile on his face and was great
fun. But not today. Mr Wiggly Worm didn’t look very well at all.
“I feel poorly,” said the earthworm, “I can’t come to town today.”
William wondered if his friend was tricking him. He looked at him very
closely then he took his temperature with a banana. The banana went bright
red!
“Uh-Oh!” said William, “You ARE poorly. I’ll have to go out by myself.”
So William left Mr Wiggly Worm in bed and off he went.
As William
street he saw a man with a big net who
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was acting strangely. William hid behind a tree and watched. He saw the man
creep up on a small Dalmatian, lift his net and bring it down over the spotty
dog. Then he dragged the Dalmatian13
over to a big black van.
William couldn’t believe his eyes when the man opened the doors. The
van was full of dogs. There was a Poodle, an Afghan hound, a Red Setter, a
Wicked_2016_pp.indd
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sausage13 dog and a Golden Retriever. They all looked very miserable. None of
them were barking because the man had given them something to make them
sleepy. They were all in cages.
William saw the dog catcher lock up the Dalmatian then he jumped into
the driver’s seat and drove off at top speed.
William looked around in a panic. He spotted a little girl with a shiny
pink trike and asked her if he could borrow it. The girl said: “Yes, of course.
But only if you promise to bring it back.”
William woofed and nodded and sped off on the pink trike after the dog
catcher’s van.
He followed him all the way to an enormous scary building with a fence
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the driver’s seat and drove off at top speed.
William looked around in a panic. He spotted a little girl with a shiny
pink trike and asked her if he could borrow it. The girl said: “Yes, of course.
But only if you promise to bring it back.”
William woofed and nodded and sped off on the pink trike after the dog
catcher’s van.
He followed him all the way to an enormous scary building with a fence
around it and huge gates.
William sneaked in behind as the van was driving though.
The man made sure the dogs were locked in their cages then he went up
to bed. William, who had been watching everything, very quietly sneaked up
the stairs after the dog catcher. When he knew he was asleep, William crept
into the dog catcher’s bedroom. He saw the cage key hanging on a peg.
Very silently and carefully, he grabbed the key in his teeth and sneaked
downstairs. He quickly unlocked the cages. “Come on everyone,” he
whispered in dog language, “Follow me!” The dogs didn’t need to be told
twice.
William saw a little ladder on the ground next to the gates. He dragged
it across with his paws and the other dogs helped him. They lent it against
the gates and the dogs used it to climb over. Poor sausage dog had trouble
climbing so William helped him. Once they were free they ran back to town.
William led the way on the pink trike and made sure to drop it back at the
little girl’s house as they passed it.
William asked the dogs, “Why did that man catch you all?”
In a tiny squeaky voice the sausage dog said, “We are stray dogs. We
don’t have any homes. That’s why he wanted to lock us up. He thinks we are
trouble makers.”
Ategory
William felt very sorry for his new friends. “You can 5-7
comeAge
andClive
with
me!” he said.
So they all ran back to William’s house where Mr Wiggly Worm was still
poorly.
14
The dogs told Mr Wiggly Worm jokes to cheer him up and made
themselves right at home.
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What
tea that night!

Strange Holiday
By Ismail Longia-Zaidi
It began as a fine day; the sun was radiant and the sweet fragrance of flowers
hung in the air. The sun hit my face as it gleamed through the metallic
windows. I heard the faint rustling of our belongings being stuffed into
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Joint Winner of the 8-10 Age Category
The Day of the Dead
By Angelina Thakrar
A sprinkle of bright petals,
Leading souls home,
A flicker of flames,
Lighting up the sky,
A riot of colour,
On an alter stacked with treats,
Salt sitting on the windowsill,
Forbidding the entrance of bad spirits,
The clatter of skeletons,
Not coming from the shadows
But from the vibrant street,
Where the festival has already begun,
The most colourful day of the year,
The day of the dead.
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In the hearts of the people of Mexico,
Their dead ancestors are alive once more,
They do not sit in sorrow,
Or stand silent in the dark
30 gloom of the cemetery,
Wishing their friends and family were still living on this earth,
Instead they feel joyous,
30
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Dancing through night,
And day to wake the dead,
Welcoming them back into their homes,
And their family’s warm embrace,
Though they cannot see them,
They know they are near,
And feel their essence amongst their own,
The people of Mexico know that death is not the end,
But love is eternal,
Today is the day of the dead.
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There it was, a jewel sapphire which gleamed. It was magnificent. I put it
in my necklace, maybe it could save the horrible decayed world…

Joint Winner of the 8-10 Age Category
Night Step
By Matilda Collins
My name is Sami; I love the night.
Anything seems possible at night when it’s just you and the darkness. The
rest of the world: Galaxy, Universe, has gone to sleep, it’s silent.
I hear the owls hoot and the foxes yelp, me and Nature connecting. If I
listen closely, I can hear the thump, thump, thump of my own heart.
I slip out of bed, go downstairs, open the door, sit on the step. Me and
Night watching each other. There’s a half moon in the middle of the sky,
glistering, glistering, twinkling. Some say you should turn your head from
the moon in the sky as it makes you mad, but I say I don’t care! The moon is
my world, in me and the night.
Since I was little I have always loved the night. I guess it’s something to do
8-10 Age CAtegory
with creatures; they are mystical and mysterious.
My Mum hates creatures, though. I’ve always been the one to pick up the
spider and place it in the garden and trap the moth in my gentle palm and
release it outside. The bats that trap42themselves in our out-house, I calmly
capture and set them free.
The step is cold and unyielding against my flesh, yet I do not move. My
Wicked_2016_pp.indd
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breath42leaves my mouth in plumes of mist yet I do not feel the frost.
I gaze up at the stars and see myself. Within what it would be like to go to
heaven. My heaven would be a lush jungle, full of mysterious, metaphysical
and mythical creatures. It would be my place of peace.
Just like this step, in the darkness, is my place of peace on Earth.

The House
By Milliey Gibson
All she could hear was the wind whistling thorough the tears, and her own
heartbeat. More scared than she had ever been in her life, she was frightened
yet still determined. She would show them she was brave.
As she peered up at the colossal building before her, she spotted a cracked

19:07

11-14 AGE CAtEGorY

have freedom because of the powerful magic of hope. Freedom, the one
thing I’ve always wanted.
Or so I thought.

Joint Winner of the 11-14 Age Category
As White as Snow
By Eilidh Laurie
The bus goes over a bump in the road. Just like it did last year on the journey
to school. Just like it did every day. There is nothing everyday about today.
We were told last night that we had to leave. I remember how everyone
started murmuring after the door closed. Quietly, as though to speak in our
normal voices would bring death creeping nearer even faster. We all knew it
would happen sometime but we didn’t want to believe it.
There were fourteen of us in the room. There were seven safe rooms left in
use in a village that once included around three thousand, nine hundred and
sixty safe rooms. Seven safe rooms and ninety-eight people.
The rest had vanished beneath the all-enveloping sea of fungus. The
fungus as white as snow. It had come overnight. What we thought was frost
had swept over the land in the afternoon. We were confused by the stinging
sensation it caused but we decided that was just the cold. Even though it was
April. We went to sleep in the frost. And woke up in the snow.
The fungus had spread everywhere. It was unsafe to leave your house.
A lot of people died on that first morning. The children wanting to play in
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acidic fungus that had no name. We didn’t know how it had got here. We
didn’t know when it would leave. It soon became unsafe to walk around on
the ground floor of the houses without
59shoes on.
It’s now May and many houses have vanished under the poisonous
blanket. The ones that still stand are supported by the fungus. They don’t
Wicked_2016_pp.indd
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stand of
The fungus has eaten through everything. Some scientists say this was
caused by global warming. Others don’t agree. We live in fear and confusion.
The only way to survive is to throw down more and more layers of anything
we can find. Metal, rubber, plastic, material, clothes, toys. Nothing really
works.
The sun barely shows its face anymore as if scared by what has happened.
We’re scared too.
This morning the reinforced bus came to take us to a safer place and we
were all told to get on. There wasn’t space but we piled on anyway. We stand
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caused by global warming. Others don’t agree. We live in fear and confusion.
The only way to survive is to throw down more and more layers of anything
we can find. Metal, rubber, plastic, material, clothes, toys. Nothing really
works.
The sun barely shows its face anymore as if scared by what has happened.
We’re scared too.
This morning the reinforced bus came to take us to a safer place and we
were all told to get on. There wasn’t space but we piled on anyway. We stand
and sit on blankets on the floor. We don’t want to risk touching the fungus.
It’s a double decker. We might not make it. We know that but no one says
anything.
It ploughs through the toxic quagmire which clings to the step at the bus
door.
The driver goes at a steady pace, not so fast as to risk slipping and coming
off the road but fast enough that the acid affects the bus as little as possible.
To slip would be fatal.
A baby starts crying and we all jump at the sudden wail of harsh noise. It’s
hushed by its mother. The bus’s rubber tyres are burning. We can smell it but
the driver keeps going. I don’t know whether it’s a man or a woman. I didn’t
see. I’d rather not know who it is that holds our lives in their hands.
A small girl is snivelling in the corner by the window, under a seat. She’s
one that lost her parents to the fungus. I never knew my parents so I don’t
fully understand how she feels, but she looks so sad. I feel sad for her. I think
her name’s Elle. Or Mel. The person that told me had food in their mouth at
the time. I didn’t bother asking them to repeat it. Oddly, I now wish I had. I
have a sudden urge to comfort her. I ease past a few people who don’t really
notice I’m there and scoop her up in my arms. She snuggles into me, not
caring who I am, just glad.
I feel a little better. Not much though. We could all die here. Even if we
ge CAtegory
survive we will be forced to move on, from place to11-14
place,Auntil
scientists
discover a way to stop the fungus. A continuous cycle.
There is a sudden movement at the door. People are drawing away. I guess
that the fungus has started to eat through
the metal floor of the bus. Their
60
voices start to rise in a single discordant hubbub of terror.
Then the first tyre bursts.
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Hey, What Are You Looking At?
By Ellie Roy
The school bell rang. It was the first day of term and I heard the schoolchildren
parading in and out of their registration classes. A lonely girl disappeared
into the first cubicle, and after a minute, reappeared. She stared at me for

The world inside my head
The world which is killing me.

Joint Winner of the 11-14 Age Category
Prison Life: A Teenage Convict’s Perspective
By Harry Watson
Every wall is carefully designed to hold him back from the freedom for which
he longs. The walls are stained with greasy handprints of ‘oppression’, and
the remnants of a lonely man’s broken dreams.
A small cell with barred doors and no window confine him to this hollow pit of
emptiness. A small metallic frame with a worn out mattress and thin blankets
define his sleeping area. He pulls back the sheet to reveal a predictably urine
and faecal stained mattress. In the corner of his claustrophobic cell is a toilet
bowl; unclean and overused, with no walls, as privacy is non-existent here.
The metal door clangs shut; followed by the sound of keys clattering in the
lock. The footsteps of inmates due for release today echo throughout the
high ceilinged chamber. They grow fainter as they move towards the exit
of this traumatic environment. Another door slams and the only sounds
are the whispers of the other imprisoned inmates and the rustle of paper
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from
those
who have
decided
to read.
As he lay on his bunk the only thing
available to read are the pathetic ‘tags’ of graffiti daubed on the depressing
plain grey walls; a pathetic attempt by previous, incarcerated occupants to
embrace some vestige of rebellion. 65
He counts his ‘Rizlas’; wondering whether his short supply will last him the
night. He looks in the pouch. A torrent of invective issues like sewage from
his mouth.
It doesn’t matter anyway. He barely has enough ‘burn’ to make
Wicked_2016_pp.indd
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three notoriously, matchstick-thin, jailhouse rollups.
Flourescent strip lights hum and buzz overhead. One blinks and flickers
at irregular intervals just to annoy him more. He’s just another prisoner.
Another day closer to repaying his debt to society by languishing in prison.
He drifts off. Only to awaken to another 24 hours of emotional trauma.
The prison erupts into life with the abusive growl of the prison guards. Man’s
inhumanity to man never ceases to amaze him.
He considers exchanging his T-shirt for a fresh one from the shelf. He takes a
whiff from beneath his armpit and decides against it. A few spurts of ‘Lynx’
will mask the body odour until after breakfast. Unfortunate for the other
‘tow-rags’ seated nearby, though. However, the concept of thinking of others
is one that rarely crosses his mind.
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He drifts off. Only to awaken to another 24 hours of emotional trauma.
The prison erupts into life with the abusive growl of the prison guards. Man’s
inhumanity to man never ceases to amaze him.
He considers exchanging his T-shirt for a fresh one from the shelf. He takes a
whiff from beneath his armpit and decides against it. A few spurts of ‘Lynx’
will mask the body odour until after breakfast. Unfortunate for the other
‘tow-rags’ seated nearby, though. However, the concept of thinking of others
is one that rarely crosses his mind.
The cell door is flung open and he takes two paces outside his cell. He finds
himself lined up against the wall with all the other ‘cons’; facing the handrail.
He is walking down the empty hallway looking forward to a sumptuous
breakfast. He stumbles on to ‘Top Boy’s’ fresh white ‘Balenciaga’s’ (expensive
trainers, to you), sourced by his illicit income for the supply of contraband.
This is one of the worse crimes he could commit.
He feels a dull, sharp pain in the lumbar region of his back. He knows what’s
happened immediately. He’s been ‘shanked’. Without thinking, he raises his
arm so that his elbow is parallel with his shoulders. Every fibre of his being is
taut. With a backward glance, he swings his elbow in a forty-five degree arc.
The reassuring sound of an elbow crunching on to the bridge of a nose alerts
him to the fact that he needs to run. Literally, for his life.
The next thing he remembers is waking up in ‘solitary’. Placed there for his
own protection. The wound to his back is superficial. Unlike the recompense
that ‘Top Boy’ will be required to exact as soon as he’s released from here.
He’s been in similar situations before. He can deal with it. Life’s wicked. In
Feltham Young Offenders Institute.
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Joint Winner of the 15-17 Age Category
The Journalist
By Amber Marino
Wispy threads of milk disappeared into his coffee. The white clouds couldn’t
penetrate the vast blackness of it. Scarred with a haunted stare were his sunken
eyes. They were black too. Tapping the carcass of his burnt out cigarette, he
took a shuddering breath with his drained lungs.
Fiona Fitzpatrick blinked expectantly; her wide popping eyes craved
his sellable story. Cluttered with jewellery and a talon-like manicure, her
apprehensive hands clenched her clipboard and pen. Ready.
‘My Father was a soldier,’ a harsh cough racked through him. Fiona
pressed her fingers to her forehead. Her beam faltered.
‘Mr Browning dear, let’s start again. Where were you?’
‘My father I believe. He was a soldier. World War One. When I was a little
boy, I wanted to be just like him.’ He said, his voice distant and raspy. ‘I was
the oldest of six brothers. It was my duty, you see, to protect. In my nature.
Strong willed and determined I was. Like any young man. I was twenty the
year World War Two broke out. And also like any young man, I was very
much in love.’ With a visible tremor, he stirred his coffee. ‘Except with a
man.’ He waited.
Fiona’s eyebrows rose. As did a thorny frontier between them. Rigid and
tangible. She fumbled with her notebook.
‘There was an official ban on homosexuals serving in the armed forces.
You’d be dismissed and imprisoned. Except the government broke their own
laws when convenient. Desperation for a strong Army surged and conscription
was introduced. For the duration of World War Two, their prejudice and
downright ignorance was brushed under the carpet. They had to salvage all
the strength they could. In my case, no questions were asked and no warnings
were issued.’ A wheezy chuckle. ‘Isn’t it disgusting?’
‘Yes, disgraceful. And this young gentleman you loved? Did he fight?’
Fiona said, scribbling.
Mr Browning rolled the cigarette between his papery puckered fingers.
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His brief openness retracted and he was once again masked by those black
vacant eyes.
She gasped. ‘I’m sorry, dear. How tragic! He died fighting?’
‘He died fighting. But not the War. It was something else.’ He lit another
cigarette and inhaled. Fiona’s hand froze.
‘What happened to him?’ She pressed.
‘We were only tolerated when necessary. Upon returning home,
homophobia was rife and blatant. We were diseased. Criminals. Cowards.
The Father I had idolized no longer acknowledged me. We became isolated
and reclusive, for our own safety. Ravaged by the War, we took comfort in
each other’s company…however our honeymoon period was short lived.
What was it they called it? Gross indecency.’ A dark humourless laugh.
‘We were arrested for our crimes and given two options. Imprisonment or
hospitalisation. It was a “psychiatric condition” after all. We chose separately.’
Every crevice of his face was etched with regret. ‘He was willing to accept
treatment. I opted for prison.’ His eyes glinted black with tears. ‘I don’t know
what they did to him- I don’t want to- but he was gone when I was released.
I should have stayed with him.’ His lip quivered like a young boy’s.
Oblivious to his distress, Fiona kept writing. ‘HE KILLED HIMSELF!’
His fist smacked the table. ‘They ruined him! The War didn’t kill him. He
survived the conflict unscathed. It was pure discrimination that killed him.
As brave a soldier as any other, he risked his life to secure freedom for his
country. He was deprived of the freedom he fought for and barred from the
honour he ought to have received. I too was a good soldier. A strong soldier.
But that was overlooked because I loved a man.’
Fiona ignored the livid tone his voice convulsed with; her prim demeanour
had been ruffled. Flustered, she stuffed the papers into her briefcase. An
urgent deadline had materialised.
‘You must have been a good soldier to look so masculine and strong at
your age. I never would have assumed you were gay I thought you were an
ordinary person!’ She cackled baring several gold teeth. Despite his tight jaw,
she blundered on. ‘Thank goodness times have progressed and even gays
can be accepted as part of society with their civil partnerships and whatnot.
Thank you very much for speaking to me today, sir.’ She shook his hand,
digging in her claws then brushed her fingers on her skirt. Battering the floor
with her heels, she scampered away.
Mr Browning added sugar to his coffee. It didn’t taste any sweeter.
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This story is based on the tragic incident of the young Syrian boy, Aylan Kurdi,
who was found dead on a Turkish beach on the 2nd September 2015

Joint Winner of the 15-17 Age Category
Desire of the Soul
By Charlotte Morgan
As she fumbled with the keys, partly because the biting cold had numbed
her hands, and partly because of his piercing gaze. She could feel her mouth
going dry. After several nervous seconds, she managed to insert and turn
the key in the ignition, and the roar of the engine broke the heavy silence
that lingered in the air. She flicked the car lights on and pulled out of the
parking lot. As the headlights beamed onto him, he started moving to his
right. To her horror, she realised he had his own car parked nearby and had
no intention of letting her get away. She had to get out of the parking lot fast.
She recalled the newspaper headlines in the past few weeks that described
the horrific murders of five young women. There had been at least seven of
them in the last two months. All women like her, single, alone, each found
dead with evidence of brutal torture, along with their throat slit, and eyes
gouged. Strangely, the police, so far have not been able to find any trace of
DNA left behind on any of the victims. A serial killer was on the loose and
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theicked
policeYwere
clueless
as to
their identity.
For the past week, every news channel had aired countless psychiatric
experts describing the prototypical serial killer. A psychopath, they said had
neither conscience nor empathy, the105
very qualities that let humans live in
social harmony, without them, one becomes a predator, ice running through
their veins, capable of brutal acts of violence without blinking an eye.
Wicked_2016_pp.indd
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store although he did not seem particularly interested in the clothes. When
spotting him next in coffee shop, she became suspicious, catching him with
an icy stare towards her. There was no mistaking his intentions. She began to
sprint towards the door, a move she would soon regret.
As she sped towards the only exit from the parking lot, she realised she
as trapped. He had already blocked off the exit with a car. There was only
one thing she could do. She pressed hard on the gas, and rammed into the
stationary SUV. The screeching tyres and the crunching of metal were the last
sounds she heard before passing out.
She woke up with a splitting headache; the throbbing in her head was
unbearable, and overpowering. She tried to move, but she could not. She was
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sprint towards the door, a move she would soon regret.
As she sped towards the only exit from the parking lot, she realised she
as trapped. He had already blocked off the exit with a car. There was only
one thing she could do. She pressed hard on the gas, and rammed into the
stationary SUV. The screeching tyres and the crunching of metal were the last
sounds she heard before passing out.
She woke up with a splitting headache; the throbbing in her head was
unbearable, and overpowering. She tried to move, but she could not. She was
tied to a steel chair, the metal cool against her skin. A dim lamp hung over her
head, the light still bright, making her eyes sting. Gradually her entire body
started to register with pain, and with it, the memory of her predicament
came flooding back. The man, the chase, the parking lot, the crash.
She heard sounds outside. The door swung open and in walked her captor.
He pulled up a chair, sat across from her and slid a bunch of photographs
towards her. They were the photos of seven dead women, the mutilated
remains lying in a pool of their own blood. She took a long look at them,
with a straight face, no sympathy. She would not be intimidated. Her gaze
flickered around the room, before locking onto his face, her eyes now piercing
into his. She spoke in an unwavering voice.
“You will never be able to prove that I did this.”

Change
By Dehayna Thomas
When the chains fell from our wrists we smiled
We thought it had changed.
When we could live anywhere we smiled
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again and again, the sound ripping mercilessly through the deafening silence
of war. When I turned back, Peter was gone.

Winner of the 18-25 Age Category
Unforgettable Sound
By Fabiana Conte Luque
There was only the constant ticking of the clock on the wall. It was making
me more anxious than I already was.
My dad wasn’t his cordial self. This time he was just giving an uncomfortable
shy smile to our guests. My mother was looking at him intently. In my mind
I could hear her saying: “Don’t sit smiling like an idiot Asif. Say something
to them!”
I tensed my lips to avoid my cheeks from rising. 18-25 Age CAtegory
“Well Sana, look at him. Aren’t you lucky?” my dad finally said.
How could I know yet? My head had been down since their arrival and I
hadn’t been able to look at the boy who
134 was sitting across the table. What if
he was the ugliest boy I’ve ever seen? What if he smelled like the kids that play
in the garbage? Could I get used to that?
Wicked_2016_pp.indd
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I inhaled
deeply. I was ready for whatever I’d have in front of me. But
when I raised my eyes all I saw was the crown of his head. Why is he not
looking at me? Is he as shy as I am?
His father, embarrassed, slapped him on his back. The boy jumped in
surprise at the aggressive gesture.
I gasped, put my head down again and bit my lower lip hard. I closed my
eyes, inhaling and exhaling profoundly three times. As always, it helped.
I could feel the disapproving eyes of my mother on my neck. It had been a
close call, but I managed to control myself and raised my head again.
This time he raised his as well.
Then I met for the first time the greenest pair of eyes I had ever seen. My
amber pair was filled with surprise and wonder from this ridiculous situation.
In his there was boredom and a small amount of anger. They were moving
in small zig zags, up and down. He was trying to make out my face. An
impossible task. I could sense his frustration.
But how lucky was I? Most girls I knew never had an opportunity like
this, and…
His sudden movement interrupted my thoughts. He stood up with such
speed that he pushed the small table between us hitting me in my stomach
and spilling the hot tea over my parents.
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in small zig zags, up and down. He was trying to make out my face. An
impossible task. I could sense his frustration.
But how lucky was I? Most girls I knew never had an opportunity like
this, and…
His sudden movement interrupted my thoughts. He stood up with such
speed that he pushed the small table between us hitting me in my stomach
and spilling the hot tea over my parents.
“It’s unfair! Why can’t see her? It’s stupid!” he screamed at his father.
His father stood up, bringing more hot tea over my parents, and grabbed
him by his left ear, which made him squeal in pain.
Despite the chaos I noticed one thing: I am not alone.
“If he sees you he’ll think you are not worthy Sana. His family is very
strict,” Dad had said.
“But look Dada,” I wanted to say, smiling, “He thinks all this is as stupid
as I think it is.”
I pressed my arms around my belly, and pressed my forehead to my knees.
Not because of the small pain the table had caused but because something
urgent was happening. I could feel it bubbling inside. I tried to breathe. It
didn’t
help.
My belly
muscles
were twitching
W
icked
Young
Writer
AWArds
2016 and my body started to shake. I
was fighting against it as mother always used to say. My throat was burning,
my face distorted. I couldn’t avoid it. My back switched up and my head tilted
135
to the ceiling. My mouth opened and
my characteristic loud laugh bounced
around the room. I swung forwards and backwards. And it was hard to gasp
for air with the fabric of my burqa covering my mouth.
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When I finally climbed down from that joy I saw my mother hiding her
tears of disappointment, his father looking furious and my dad apologetic,
even though he was the one with hot tea drenching his clothes.
I looked at the boy. He looked different. There was a sense of purpose in
his eyes, something mischievous. Was he entertained?
“I want her,” he said.
“WHAT?!” his father yelled.
“You told me I would marry her even if I said no. Well, now I say yes,” he
replied. “Do you say yes?” he yelled at me.
“Yes!” I said with an inappropriate amount of enthusiasm.
“Good.”
He stormed out of the room and out of the house. His father behind him
trying to keep up.
Then there was only the dripping of the tea from the table to the floor.

Expecting
By Felicity Ramsden
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For Good
Award for non-Fiction

This year, The Wicked Young Writer Awards are happy to
introduce a new, non-fiction award, encouraging 15–25 year
olds to write essays or articles that recognise the positive impact
that people can have on each other, their communities and the
world in general.
The award celebrates the WICKED: FOR GOOD programme,
which supports the charitable causes at the heart of the stage
musical.

For good CAtegory

Joint Winner of the
For Good Category
One Day
By Isabelle Emma Stokes
International Women’s Day was yesterday. Yesterday was a day to celebrate
women. Young, old, middle aged. All sizes, all races, all women, every one.
How nice it was to wake up and feel appreciated, to feel proud. To not be
ashamed, to not feel alone. To feel welcome within our own skin. To feel
proud in mind and body. To be taught about the women before us albeit in
140 characters, or a picture or two scrolling on past. In some cases. To be
marked in goodness. To have a day of stories and hidden truths, lost tales.
Given the light. About the women before us, acknowledged. Who stood up,
stood their ground for us. Buried their roots and worked hard. Tirelessly.
Believed. In us. The future us. Celebrated. Who despite their efforts, will
never know. But we know, even if it was just in a passing message or two.
Overlooking the hostility, Alt Ctrl Delete all of the negativity, the bubble of
love for women, from women, to women, between women was inspiring.
For me, for my younger sisters, for all of my sisters and not just blood. That
happened yesterday.
The importance of this day struck a chord. For the fight for all of us
goes on. A snapshot of goodness doesn’t make up for when they tell you still
today, when they tell you, you’re not good enough. Not quite. The global
gender gap across health, education, economic opportunity and politics has
closed by only 4% in the past 10 years, with the economic gap closing by just
3%, suggesting it will take another 118 years to close this gap completely.
Crushed into pretty boxes and contoured into twenty first century perfection.
Innocence nipped and tucked, filtered with self-hate. In 2013 within the UK,
there were 13, 400 cases of self-harm among young girls aged 15 to 19 that
required hospital treatment. To be shamed in our skin yet disregarded if we
hide it. Bombarded with notifications of unnecessary necessities. Painted up
like a clown to complaints we didn’t smile. Globally, about one in three women
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will be beaten or raped during their lifetime. Our originality airbrushed
with our inspirations sprinkled with limited proportions. Ambition chipped
away as we strive on forward. Combed through kinks and our magic out
straightened. Groomed for marriage with castles and kingdoms regardless of
age, consent or wanting. In 2014 around 14 million girls, some as young
as eight years old, will have been married. A firmly fixed stop watch to our
wombs unless rebelled and then outcast to a shelf full of doom. Every inch
of spirit waxed and our voice box filed to a five percent tax. Drawn in with
products and spat out at the wrong age. Shaded in with a different colour
and suffocated with society ideals. Subtracted to a lower class and multiplied
with no answers. In 10 countries around the world women are legally bound
to obey their husbands. Lost in translation yet told to speak quieter, less book
smart, more box smart. With political votes only recent and in some cases only
accompanied. August 2015 there were 37 countries in which women make
up less than 10% per cent of parliamentarians. Stolen wisdom short changed,
divided in two and presented a lower wage. Invited to the board table yet
mocked on appearance. Globally only a 24 per cent of senior management
roles are now filled by women. Kidnapped from our shoes and our souls tied
down in fear. Trafficked as an object and pulled around like a puppet. An
estimated 1.2m children are trafficked into slavery each year ; 80 per cent
are girls. Cut to obey yet born as a human. Over 130 million women living
in the world today have undergone Female Genital Mutilation. Deprived of
education and starved of basic rights. Reproductive rights stripped bare to
naked jeers of Mother Nature. Told to cross our legs, sit quietly, bound by
misogynistic tape. Dissolved rights to walk alone, unaided, at night. Blamed
for short skirts or alcohol within our blood stream. The right to choose but
only the choices dispensed to us. Abuse disguised as love yet still questioned
whether we did enough.
Enough.
For when, still today they cut us into little pieces and hold us out like
a paper chain. The importance of this day reminded me to link each chain
tighter. One paper chain to another. To the woman next to me. Holding on.
Less fortunate to another. I watch as the crowd grows bigger and as we speak
louder.
The Malala Fund. This started with one woman, Malala. One voice. This
fund enables girls to complete 12 years of safe, quality education so that they
can achieve their potential and be positive change-makers in their families
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and communities. Educating young girls from Pakistan to Kenya, Lebanon
and Jordan.
Women for Women International helps women survivors of war rebuild
their lives. They have over 20 years of on-the-ground experience working
with women in countries affected by conflict. From Afghanistan to South
Sudan, since 1993 they have served more than 429,000 women in 8 conflictaffected countries.
Womankind Worldwide was launched on International Women’s day, 8
March 1989 by Sir Alec Reed. They provide direct support for women and
girls, from a safe place to escape violence or information about their rights
to leadership training or funding to start their own business. They also work
to change laws and policies which discriminate against women and girls, and
challenge the damaging attitudes and stereotypes at the root of inequality.
Womankind works in partnership with women’s rights organisations in
Africa, Asia and Latin America.
Women’s Aid. Their roots in the women’s rights’ movement. Came
together in 1974 and have been at the forefront of shaping and coordinating
responses to domestic abuse. They helped introduce the first ever Domestic
Violence Bill. As a federation of over 220 organisations, they provide more
than 300 local lifesaving services to women and children across the country.
Women on Wings, Girls Not Brides, Tostan, Days for Girls, Girls on the
Run, This Girl Can, ROSA. The list is endless but the message, loud and
clear for International Women’s Day was yesterday. Yesterday was a day to
celebrate women. How nice it was to wake up and feel appreciated, to feel
proud. To not be ashamed, to not feel alone. To feel welcome within our
own skin. To feel proud in mind and body. Our paper chain, stronger than
ever. Linking all the women of the world together. For the fight of finally
acknowledging, empowering, celebrating women everywhere not just for
yesterday nor tomorrow but every day, one day.

Little bit of positivity
By Lynsey Hannaha
This Essay is about the impact people have had on me. By people I mean my
family, friends and even stranger’s I have passed in the street. I’ll begin the
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and as an adult, I imagine it will give us the key to the chest of imagination
once more.

Joint Winner of the
For Good Category
For Good
By Sophie Arthur
‘The power you have is to be the best version of yourself you can be, so you
can create a better world’ ~ Ashley Rickards
I owe a great deal too many people who have inspired and encouraged me to
be the best possible version of myself and to strive for my dreams. But I owe
the most to my family and my best friend.
I spent most of my school and college years bullied and alone. The only
thing that kept me strong was my family. They were always there when I was
at my lowest and they have played a huge part in shaping me into the person
I am today. My strength, my values, my courage, and my stubbornness I all
owe to them. I did not have any friends when I was growing up and though
I was grateful for my family, I desperately wanted that one friend I could talk
to. After all there are some things you just can’t talk to your parents about. I
never got the chance to experience sleepovers, or parties, or anything normal
kids do. Moving into adulthood, I was very shy and socially awkward. I didn’t
know how to talk to other people as I’d spent most of my life too scared to
approach others. The years of bullying had caused me to retreat into myself
and I’d spent so long that way, I didn’t know how to change or even if I could.
Forasgthey
ooddidn’t
CAtegory
My family and teachers would often get quite frustrated
fully
realise how hard it was for me. It wasn’t like a switch I could just turn off. I
would also get frustrated with myself and hated disappointing my family. I
felt weak and stupid that I wasn’t like
everyone else. Now that I was older, it
182
made making friends difficult and so I remained friendless.
It was only after I decided to go on a volunteer trip to South Africa on my
Wicked_2016_pp.indd
182 I met my best friend and also built up my confidence.
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own that
She has been amazing and has helped me so much in the years that I’ve
known her. She doesn’t judge me, she just accepts me for who I am, always
there to guide me when I need her and I am eternally grateful that I met
her when I did. I can sincerely say that without her, I wouldn’t have gained
confidence in myself and my abilities and I definitely wouldn’t be where I am
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felt weak and stupid that I wasn’t like everyone else. Now that I was older, it
made making friends difficult and so I remained friendless.
It was only after I decided to go on a volunteer trip to South Africa on my
own that I met my best friend and also built up my confidence.
She has been amazing and has helped me so much in the years that I’ve
known her. She doesn’t judge me, she just accepts me for who I am, always
there to guide me when I need her and I am eternally grateful that I met
her when I did. I can sincerely say that without her, I wouldn’t have gained
confidence in myself and my abilities and I definitely wouldn’t be where I am
today, achieving my dreams.
I can honestly say she has changed me for the better.
The people that you are exposed to in your working and personal life
can have a huge impact on who you are as a person, your friends and
family, your colleagues and even celebrities that you look up to and inspire
you to be better. Those that you are exposed to from a young age like your
teachers also contribute to the person you eventually grow up to be and even
characters from your favourite book or TV show. I know when I was growing
up; the character of Buffy from Buffy the Vampire Slayer embodied female
empowerment and constantly inspired me. The people that have a negative
impact can also help you to become a better person as they make you even
more determined and drive you harder to get you where you want to be.
My previous manager was not a nice man at all but he only ensured that I
worked harder than ever, and I ended up proving him wrong. Though he had
a negative impact on my life, in the end he actually made me a better person.
And if you can change, then it makes others around you realise that they too
can change. You then become their inspiration. Every person that comes into
our life, however fleetingly, can mould us. They may not even be aware of
their influence on the other person. And as you are inspired by others, others
are inspired by you. It’s a never-ending circle. We’re all linked, each one of us
part of a human chain, a massive machine working to better ourselves, each
other and the world we live in.
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