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“I’m Unbelievably Cold”     JOSIE WHITE 
 

I’m unbelievably cold. My bones ache 

and crack like ice thawing after a 

snowstorm, and cold mud coats my 

whole body. I don’t know where I am. 

As I struggle to stand, I notice my 

surroundings. I’m in a junkyard, an 

abandoned one. Stacks of rubbish pile 

high and loom over me like skyscrapers 

in this dystopian city and puddles of 

water spit at me from below as the rain 

cascades down, a curtain blocking the 

right way forward. 

     Breathe in. Breathe out. 

     Despite the pain in my legs holding 

me down like heavy, iron chains, I stand 

up and try to stagger in the closest 

direction to home. 

     A wave of relief falls onto me as I 

reach for the warm, familiar image of 

home. Not five seconds had passed when 

Alice starts toward me, her long blonde 

curls bouncing excitedly as she bounds in 

my direction with tales of her adventures 

at school today, apparently oblivious to 

the fact I’ve been gone for hours and am  

 

 

coated with mud and rainwater. But 

she’s happy, so none of it matters 

anymore. I limp weakly along the 

corridor using the neatly decorated walls 

as crutches to heave me across one step 

at a time. But as I get to about the third 

step, Alice gasps and stops me abruptly 

with her right arm. I stabilise myself just 

in time for her to carefully squat down 

and gently scoop up a small caterpillar 

from the tiled floor. She’s so perfect. 

     By 11 o’clock, I’ve tucked Alice in bed 

and am fading to sleep with my eyes still 

fixed on the front door. He promised 

he’d be back by now. Poor Alice. 

     Then like clockwork, I feel the tell-

tale chills in my bones as they paralyze 

me once again.  

 

On this same cold, muddy 

floor. Below the same piles 

of junk. In the same damn 

rain. This place is my 

personal hell.  
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But I would stay here 

forever if it means I don’t 

have to experience what 

comes next. 

 
     For the second time, I limp helplessly 

towards the house. But as I open the 

door, everything stops. No. This can’t be 

real. Alice’s lifeless corpse lies like a 

broken ragdoll on the cold kitchen floor. 

Her once-golden hair now stretches 

across the tiles, reaching desperately for 

a way out of this broken happy ending. 

     As I collect myself up from the floor, I 

see a shadowy figure loom ominously 

over Alice’s dead body. All of a sudden, 

my body goes cold again. I can hear my 

quickening heartbeat become a fast tick-

tock. I’m running out of time. I stumble 

forward and I see a perfect image of 

myself ahead of me. Her dark menacing 

eyes stare back at me like a predator 

looking down at its far inferior, far 

weaker, prey. 
  

” 

No. This can’t be real. Alice’s lifeless corpse lies like a 

broken ragdoll on the cold kitchen floor. Her once-golden 

hair now stretches across the tiles, reaching desperately for a 

way out of this broken happy ending. 
 

“ 
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Armistice     CERYS WATKINS 
 

Armistice. What does it mean? 

The world knows not of its definition, or so it would seem.  

 

Bodies tremble with fear on Flanders Fields in 1914. 

Soldiers, so young, quivering in the desolate trenches,  

the consequences of humanity weighing heavily on their shoulders.  

We must learn from this.  

 

But we don’t.  

 

The second of the world wars is a massacre of vulnerabilities.  

The acrid taste of regret lingers in the mouths of the dead. 

Holocaust. Horror caused once again. This time at the hands of Hitler.  

We must learn from this treachery.  

 

But we don’t.  

 

Argentinians bayoneted in cold blood; Britain thirsty for the Falklands.  

The Conservatives leading government, but not leading a conservative war.  

Short. Sharp. Nasty.  

We must learn from these atrocities.  

 

But we don’t. 

 

In the land of blood and honey, a party is thriving at the expense of women.  

Trauma is for sale.  
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Bombs burn bitterness into the Bosnians’ hearts and souls.  

We must learn from the screams of babies and women.  

 

But we don’t.  

 

The only thing that unites the world now is the global war on terrorism,  

where all Muslims are terrorists… 

 

 Hang on a minute!!! You can’t say that! Didn’t someone say something similar 

 about Jewish people once? I thought you said we’d learned from that? I thought 

 you said that humanity wouldn’t make those same mistakes again? 

 

Marginalised Muslims. History is repeating itself.  

The bodies of the innocent are piled high on the doorsteps of our politicians.  

On and on and on it goes.  

ISIS. CRISIS! 

Until the next crisis, that is. Nuclear, perhaps? 

What are you doing about our complacency? 

What are you doing about the propaganda that circulates on Facebook? 

Fake news. Fake views.  

 

We have not learned from the brutalities.  

 

So I ask you, is Armistice the cure? 

Then I’m telling you, we need to stop the world’s reliance on war. 
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The Globe Theatre     ELLA HINCHCLIFFE 
 

I am watching Romeo and Juliet, a love 

tragedy, at the Globe Theatre. As the 

trumpet goes, I wait: my eagerness 

charges through me and the ruby red 

curtains rise like my heart rate. I could 

feel it in my chest.   

     BOOM, BOOM.  

     As the play went on, the grand 

costumes stood out like a canary yellow 

banana in a bag of ruby red apples. 

Bright, bold, colourful and detailed, like 

a beautiful ball gown in a dusty old 

closet. But the sun glowed down like a 

light hot and blinding so the actors were 

ice-lollies melting in the scorching sun.  

 

The blood tried to crawl 

away from the sun as it flew 

across the stage.  
 

     The sword fights are bloody and the 

love is strawberry-sweet and colourful. 

The blood is spilled and the lover is 

killed. I could feel the tension on the tip 

of my tongue. 

      

     The smell was 

overwhelming: the sweaty 

bodies from the nervous and 

anxious people; the garlic, 

from the medicines, that make 

the vile, vicious, villainous 

spirits go away.  
 

The repulsive buckets (which are not 

covered) with poo and wee in, mixed 

with tobacco, beer and wine, nuts, fruit 

and other food. I felt like I was drowning 

in manure, it stank so bad. 

     I felt the words drag me in, and I was 

going willingly. With the sun beaming 

down on me I started to get hot, annoyed 

and started to fidget. My legs ached and 

went numb; I couldn’t feel them. My 

eyes pounded with pain, but I couldn’t 

blink: my eyes were glued. Suddenly 

everyone started to push and shove. I 

was fuming. Smoke was coming out of 

my ears. Calmly, coolly and collectively, 
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I took a breath and all the frustration 

twisted, twirled and twizzled out of me.  

     I heard the thunder roll above me and 

the whispers died. The munching and 

gulping were as silent as mice. The 

sellers had stopped rustling and the stage 

was silent. As Juliet lay there sobbing her 

eyes out with Romeo limp in her arms, 

tears welled up in my eyes and wriggled 

down my cheek. I tried to hold it back, 

but my emotions took over me from the 

top of my head to the tip of my toes: all I 

could feel were sadness, greed and love.  

 

     Sobs echoed around the 

walls and the tears poured out 

like rain. The world is a 

theatre with drama and 

comedy, yet is tragic and 

horrifying. The applause 

poured out of the Globe and 

drowned London.  
 

     The talk of it on the streets soon died 

away but the Globe’s dramatic, sneaky 

and bloodthirsty plots will not.   

 

” 

Suddenly everyone started to push and shove. I was fuming. 

Smoke was coming out of my ears. Calmly, coolly and 

collectively, I took a breath and all the frustration twisted, 

twirled and twizzled out of me.  

“ 
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Grandma and her Secrets     GRACE DIBB 

 
In September 2017, Grace’s piece was selected to be on the short-list of the International 
English Blogging Competition’s Young Writer’s Prize, run by the NUHA Foundation.  

 
Silence. I tapped my fingers on the 

countr. It was a very old make: barely 

floating above the ground. Shifting on 

my seat, I cleared my throat, breaking 

my Grandma from her stare. Why was 

she so entranced by this one? 

     “Sorry Pips, I didn’t mean to stare that 

long,” she said. But she still had that sad 

look in her eyes. Even though she 

smiled, it was like she had seen 

something. Something bad. I peeked over 

at the screen on her phone. All I could 

see on it was green. An unusual colour… 

different from the many shades of white, 

grey and blue. Sitting back, I cleared my 

throat, just about to ask a question when 

she interrupted me.  

      “A tree,” she whispered.  

      “FINDING RESULTS FOR TREE,” 
the familiar unfamiliar robotic voice of 

Nevtar said. She came round the corner, 

her face flashing a faint pink. 

      “No Nevtar, it’s fine, we don’t want 

that. Bye…” 

      “BYE MISS SHADREW.” She 

hummed out, back to her pod. 

      “A tree?” I asked when Nevtar had 

gone. Grandma turned her screen round.  

 

I gasped. I didn’t know much 

about this thing that stood on 

the screen, but I did know 

that it was against the Cers to 

ever speak about things with 

green attached to them.  
 

In our learning pods we didn’t get told 

much about them, just shown a picture 

with a big red cross. If the Certalent 

decided to check through phones of the 

Dome occupants then Grandma would 

be executed. Full stop. 
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      “Grandma… you can’t… what is 

this?” I stammered. 

 

      “A tree in the last park. 

Before it was Fletted. The 

bark, it was so real. So fresh. 

You could scratch your hand 

if you rubbed it too hard. 

Nature. Not Nayfure. Nature. 

It was the world as it was 

supposed to be, not made of 

metals and plastics and glass. 

It wasn’t illegal to smuggle 

air. You breathed it in all the 

time. And when you looked 

through a window, you 

didn’t have to wear masks or 

goggles!” 

 
     I looked at the picture again. It wasn’t 

like the parks here. There was no dome 

covering it. No Certalent soldiers were 

making sure you didn’t shout, laugh too 

loud or run about. It didn’t look to me 

like there were children lined up to go to 

the slides, then 60 seconds on the swings, 

finally ending with a climb to the top of 

the frame and back down within 80 

seconds. 

     There was no routine about this tree. 

All the leaves sort of grew where they 

liked. The swing was made of wood, it 

looked like. Wood. The material that you 

saw in bomb-proof glass in the Great 

History Museum. I was stunned to 

silence. This… this tall creature was so 

beautiful. It had an effect on you that 

drew you in. Just standing there. The 

tree. Everything about it was fresh: the 

colours, the shape and even the name felt 

somewhat refreshing on the tongue. 

     I couldn’t understand it. Why would 

anyone want to get rid of it? 

     Was it alive? Did it scream when they 

dropped Flett on it? 

     Suddenly I realised. 

     “Was that in the upland Grandma?” I 

said. I checked that Nevtar wasn’t 

around to eavesdrop. “In the… outside?” 

I whispered, almost choking. 

      “Before the war, we all lived in the 

upland. In small houses made of stone, 
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brick and sometimes wood.” She talked 

of it so confidently. Like a murderer 

talking casually about her victims. Who 

would ever want to destroy a world that 

looked like it was so beautiful? 

      “I’m going to get a drink,” I 

eventually announced. Down the short, 

white corridor was the kitchen. 

Everything was in its place, tidy. Nevtar. 

I pressed the button for cold and water 

came out of the small nozzle. I took a sip 

and contemplated. What was the 

motivation behind my Grandma’s 

explanation of the tree? And how on 

earth did she have a picture? 

     When I walked back down to the 

living room something caught my 

attention. A faint buzz… I turned around 

and saw her. Nevtar, her light flashing.  

 

She was ‘on’. I heard the glass 

hit the tile floor; I saw the 

water spilling out of the cup. I 

noticed my grandma notice 

Nevtar. I stared into her eyes. 

They were black. Cold. The 

eyes of a spy. And suddenly I 

remembered.  
     

     “FINDING RESULTS FOR TREE.”  
     BANG! BANG! They thumped on the 

door. 

     “OPEN UP! CERTALENT!” 

     But we couldn’t hear them, because 

we were running down the back exit of 

Dome 275. 
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The Fairies’ Secret     HANNAH BRITTON 
 

 

Deep in the valley, 

By the river side, 

There is an oak tree, 

Within fairies hide. 

 

They may look innocent, 

And caring to you, 

But within their beating hearts, 

Love is far from true. 

 

They ride with shadows, 

In the pure moonlight, 

Wearing capes of sable black, 

Entwined with the night. 

 

White, glossy eyes, 

Pupils of red, 

With wicked thorns, 

Crowned on their heads. 

 

 

 

 

 

Within the day, 

They stay out of sight, 

And when the sun disappears, 

They take to flight. 

 

Flowers die away, 

With a fairy’s touch, 

And upon their bodice, 

Obtain black fairy dust. 

 

If you go near the oak tree, 

Take not a fairy’s hand, 

The fairies are so deceiving, 

And possess immoral plans. 

 

Deep in the valley, 

By the riverside, 

The fairies will always wait, 

For the children to arrive… 
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On Being Alive     AMELIE HARPER

 

In today’s world, paranoia is 

normal. With modern 

technology, everyone’s a 

stalker, a worrier, an over-

thinker. If our message 

hasn’t been opened in five 

minutes, then it’s now 

natural to assume that the 

recipient has been abducted 

or just hates us and is too 

busy planning our murder to 

respond.  
      

I am a chronic over-thinker and worrier. 

I always have been, but not in the 

normal sense. Where most people 

contemplate the repercussions of sky-

diving or bungee jumping, I could throw 

myself into that with little thought; 

however, for as long as I can remember, I 

have over-thought things I cannot 

control. Unlike most kids, I did not need 

to be told about death when my little  

 

hamster Alfie died, because I already 

grasped the concept. This made for a 

very paranoid child. I used to tip-toe 

downstairs many times during the night 

and look at my parents through the 

living room door, or listen with my head 

by the floor in the room above them just 

to make sure they were still alive. I 

stopped doing this years ago, but I only 

recently realised that this is not the 

norm. 

     Worse than this, however, were my 

“death moments”, named as such because 

they came over me whenever a 

particularly depressing thing came on 

the news or people told me things about 

the solar system like, “the sun is getting 

closer and closer to earth and one day it 

will just eat us.” (This particular fact was 

always followed with the oh-so-

comforting statement, “don’t worry, 

you’ll be dead long before that though.”). 

They made me have thoughts like, “why 

was I even born if in my whole life all I 

can think about is death?”  I still have 

death moments, but now they are called 
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panic attacks and though all the war on 

the news and outer space still cause 

them, what sets it off is not the fear of 

dying, but the fear of not existing. 

     Because of this fear of not existing, 

my younger mind would make up 

schemes of how to live forever; I even 

considered brain transplants, constantly 

having my brain in new bodies! The 

most feasible idea, however, was that if I 

am remembered, technically I am still 

alive. Therefore, I planned to be so 

memorable that I would never fade 

away. I would be so famous I’d be a 

household name, like Michael Jackson, 

David Bowie or The Queen. I would be 

so famous that when the world froze or 

exploded, there were so many photos of 

me that at least one might survive. 

Hopefully, this would be found and put 

in an alien’s museum of fascinating 

objects, or at least in one of their back 

pockets, to be perused over before being 

shoved to the back of their kitchen 

drawer with a pack of blue tac, two dried 

up pens, foreign change and four old 

broken phones. Even that was good 

enough for me. 

     This is weird, I realise this. I have also 

realised that this is not what life is about. 

It took a long time to fathom it out, but 

very slowly, this thought occurred to me.  

I shouldn’t be scared of the world 

bursting into flames; I should be scared 

that before the world bursts into flames, 

I haven’t fulfilled my potential.  

 
Instead of worrying about 

what might happen any 

second, I should appreciate 

every second I have and try to 

get the most out of each one. 

Instead of questioning my 

existence and asking why I am 

here, I should just appreciate 

the fact that I am here, right 

now, at this very moment, 

that will never happen again.  
 

     I realised all this over a few months, 

during which I developed a love for the 

little things and went on a search for 
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things that gave me that happy, fulfilled 

feeling. For example:  

 

• Accidentally dropping a fizzy drink 

can and then holding it up to my ear 

to hear the sound; 

• Putting my hand up to a bright light 

to make it glow red and show up all 

the veins; 

• My collection of ring pulls. I started 

this so that even if nothing else was 

going right, I could count the ring 

pulls and think, at least I have this; 

they are so therapeutic to thread onto 

the string.                                                                                                                                                                                  

                                                                                                                                                                                

Another thought which helps keep me 

grounded is the beautiful idea of the luck 

of the solar eclipse. Did you know that 

the moon is constantly moving further 

and further away from the earth at a rate 

of 3.8cm a year? This means that in 

thousands of years’ time, the moon will 

not actually cover the sun; thus, there 

will also be a last ever solar eclipse, 

which means that it’s a complete fluke 

that we and it are around at the same 

time. But what a beautiful fluke.  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

     Humans ourselves – we 

are a beautiful fluke! When 

you think this, how can you 

keep worrying? When you 

see how many things had to 

be perfect for our very 

existence, how can you 

question it? All these 

beautiful factors just show 

what a real joy it is to live 

and be human, to have 

conscious thought and 

opposable thumbs and 

endless possibilities. It’s a 

good time to be alive. 
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4 Years – A Hero’s Return      NOAH CLEGG 
 

We thought we'd be greeted with 

a hero's welcome. 

But there were no homes for heroes. 

Four years on the dole. 

 

No work for a hero with a limp. 

For a man who wakes in the night, 

Bedsheets soaked in sweat. 

Four years of nightmares. 

 

No luck for a hero 

who is stuck in a wheeled-chair, 

shivering, listening to the deafening silence. 

Four years of isolation. 

 

Heartbreak for a hero 

a man who watched the battlefield in agony 

as Death claimed another victim. 

Four years of sorrow. 

 

But there's still hope for a hero, 

a man who has a future 

brighter than the past. 

Four years - they're gone now? 

” 

But there were no 

homes for heroes.  

Four years on the 

dole. 
 

“ 
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Describing Mrs Filthsworth      ISABELLE BROADBENT ROCKLIFFE

 

She had eyes like raisins, small but as 

brown as acorns, and her nose was 

smothered in blackheads. Her unwashed 

hands had filth and grime seeping out of 

her crinkled claws. Her misshapen 

fingers were like tree branches. The dirt 

under her nails was welded on, and the 

mop of grey, greasy hair sat on her flaky 

scalp like a broody hen. Big, black, bushy 

eyebrows sat just above her beady eyes. 

Llama teeth stood in rows like soldiers. 

One breath was so disgusting that it 

could knock out a whole army. Grubby 

glasses perched on the end of her beak-

like nose, and the red lipstick smudged 

around her sour lips. The tassel-like hairs 

hung off her fat arms like bats. Sharp 

wrinkles smothered her face and a few 

whiskers stuck out of her small, round 

chin and her rosy red cheeks looked like 

she had put a whole pallet of blush on.  

     The old ghastly blue blouse she would 

wear every day had its own aroma. It had 

a stench like rotting carcasses. It had old 

tea stains, toast crumbs and dog hairs all 

over it; to go along with that, her brown 

corduroy trousers that had monstrous 

rips in them. Black boots and the long 

grey socks did not go well together. The 

brown leather hat that sat on top of her 

grey, greasy hair was covered in cobwebs 

and spiders. She had a gold, glittery but 

tight wedding ring that sat on her 

sausage-like finger. She also carried a 

tatty bag that looked a lot like Santa’s 

sack.   

     Then there was her comparable 

companion. It was the most revolting 

dog known to man. Its flea-full coat and 

its misshapen ears were the least of its 

worries. Its name was Stink and it suited 

it well as it had a smell that stuck with it 

all the time. It was grey and small. It had 

glazed-over eyes and a ratty old collar 

that it wore with pride. It was glued to 

Mrs Filtsworth’s feet at all times. Its 

knotted fur and jagged teeth were 

disgusting. Stink had scars all over his 

face and he had a high-pitched bark that 

nearly deafened you. It was quite a little 

sweetie with a massive grin on its face. It 

was very much like Miss Filthsworth.  
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Somtochi Hani-Okoroafor. Biro on paper.  
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A Gothic Short Story     JASMINE WALKER

 

Creak, creak. 

     I shudder. A chill runs down my spine 

as I push open the gate. Through the 

dense mist stands a silhouette of a tall, 

eerie building. I walk up the path, 

glancing in every direction to see if 

anyone is watching me. Finally, I reach 

the door. I pause. As I open the door, my 

eyes widen. In the building is a sinister 

laboratory containing paranormal 

machines. Wires reach out, beckoning 

me to come closer in this mysterious 

place. The noise of the machines mingles 

with the deep hammering of the tools. 

The machines lap up all life out of the 

room, transforming it into a chaotic, 

supernatural place. I peer around the 

door. I breathe a sigh of relief as nobody 

is here. Just me.  

     Vile things sit in round glass jars: 

eyeballs, rabbit’s tails, pig’s sick. A dim 

light illuminates the edge of the 

laboratory leading to a misty, dark 

ambiance. I explore further and find the 

windows shattered, allowing wrathful 

storms to enter and dirty strips of smoke 

 

to ooze out. The smoke chokes any 

oxygen in the air like a cobra attacking, 

making it hard to breathe. I look around 

seeing if anyone is watching.  

     Aaaaarrrrrggggghhh! What is that?  

     Rats scurry up to me, then run away 

looking for food on the cold floor.  

 

Cobwebs hang encrusted from 

the ceiling and billow in the 

breeze, stirring the dust. They 

hang like great sheets of hair 

from an ancient, mysterious 

witch, tangled and grim. They 

lie on the shattered window 

panes as well, obscuring the 

little light that struggles 

through them in the dim of 

twilight. The moon is an orb 

of silver paint; it is the only 

source of light in this castle.  
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      ‘Who’s there? What are you doing? 

Stop!’ I realise I am not alone in this 

castle; someone is watching me. I must 

get out of here. Now! 

     I suddenly run recklessly out of this 

place, this haunted prison, down the 

path, not sure of what lies ahead. A 

lightless black hangs over branches, 

seemingly caved in. Branches like blades 

cover the sides of the path. The choking, 

damp mist clings to the claw-like hands 

of the trees, with their fingers stretching, 

grabbing, swallowing me in. Other 

branches coil like snakes in the heavy, 

damp air.  

     Focus!  

     I have a mission. I must escape. They 

are coming. 

     I carry on running under a canopy of 

greenery. I stop. I am breathing, but the 

air won’t enter, like my ribcage is being 

crushed. I slow down and sit under a 

tree, gasping for breath, but trying to not 

make a sound at the same time. They 

have gone: no more ghosts, no more 

monsters, no more shadows. 

 

     The wind howls around me, 

crying, drowning out all other 

noises. Lightning spits 

mercilessly, a rip in the black 

canvas of the night sky. A 

streak of white, forking 

silently to the ground. The 

rain hammers the ground, a 

dense salvo of bullets. Dark 

clouds slide across each other, 

heavy blankets of misery and 

fear. The clouds cover the 

silver orb fighting to obstruct 

the light.  
 

     Then, the sky clears. Speckles of light 

twirl and dance in countless patterns 

along the bowl of the midnight sky, 

trying to make me smile, tugging hard at 

my lips.  

     Tears break free, flowing like a river. I 

reflect on what has happened and long to 

be with my family. Safe. Happy. I regret 

not listening to my friend’s advice on the 

castle and wish I could turn back time. 
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Each little drop of emotion spills down 

my face, my chin trembling 

uncontrollably. The ghosts race around 

my head like race cars trying to make me 

frightened. Nervous. Anxious.  

     Creak! 

     Aaaarrrrggggghhhhh!   

     My heart pounds in my chest, 

gradually racing faster and faster. Each 

second seems to last an eternity as I stay 

perfectly still, trying not to make a 

sound, listening to the ghosts, the 

monsters. My assassins. Shadows lurk 

closer and closer until I realise.  

     This is it.  

     I have bought myself a one-way ticket 

to the undertakers.  

     I feel a cold and clammy hand around 

my neck. The pain is intense.  

     Then suddenly…  

 

     Darkness flashes into light. 

Beams descend, breaking the 

cage of darkness and creating a 

portal of brightness.  
 

I flicker in and out of the world as my 

eyes adjust to this intense brightness. 

One moment I see darkness; the next, 

bright light blinds me. Thoughts race 

around my mind like a tornado, trying to 

find a reason to what is happening. I 

scream but they are ignored: nobody 

hears, nobody helps.  

     Darkness. 

     The pain that once burned like fire 

faded away into an icy numbness. Black 

fills the edges of my vision as I fade 

further and further into the darkness… 
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A Visit to the Theatre in Shakespeare’s Day ELOISE CELLINO 

 

I’m on my way to the theatre. I can hear 

the bears fighting the dogs; the growls 

get louder, more fierce. I hear a kind of 

piteous moan then a soft thunk. 

Something’s dead. The doors of my 

carriage are thrown open; my lungs are 

filled with suffocatingly thick tobacco 

smoke and some untraceable sweet scent. 

The smoke hangs in clusters, engulfing 

those who walk through it. As I walk 

through the crowds, I can see a tall man 

with hair as short and dark as a black 

bear’s. He stops. He has brought with 

him a glimmering sapphire ring. I hear 

the trumpet blasts as I take my seat. 

     Sssshhh. The gentle breeze of a single 

word. The foreword has begun. 

 
Two households, both alike in dignity, 
In fair Verona, where we lay our scene, 
From ancient grudge break to new mutiny  
Where civil blood makes civil hands 
unclean… 

 

Thwack , thump, oi! Ow! 

 

…whose misadventured piteous overthrows  
Do with their death bury their parents’… 

 

A fight like the those outside, the pit 

turned battlefield. 

 
…is now the two hours traffic of our stage,  
The which if you with patient ears attend, 
What here you shall miss, our toil shall 
strive to mend. 

 

Colours, sounds, the things of dreams. A 

canon goes off… the heat builds. A 

crescendo of noise, the tidal wave of 

people escaping, screaming, while 

outside people run. The Globe is ablaze, a 

ball of light and heat. I can hear the yelps 

of bears and dogs. The Globe now lies on 

a bed of lilies, watered with drink, fed 

with corpses of dead animals. 

     There lies the home of the greatest 

plays of our time, in ashes near London 

Bridge. The original theatre has made its 

passing. Now it must be rebuilt to carry 

on the legacy of England’s greatest 

writer. 
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A Soldier’s Letter Home     HANNAH NEWNHAM 
 

North France 

November 22 1916 
 

My dearest mother, 

     My hands are scrambling in fear as I 

write this.  

 

My flesh is weak: blue at the 

fingertips, riddled with 

weeping wounds and bruises 

sore to touch. My entire 

body is trembling 

uncontrollably in this bitter, 

soul-grasping weather.  
 

The sky above me is entombed by thick, 

smoky clouds which are spitting out 

heavy buckets of rain. When it tumbles 

from above, slapping onto me, it feels 

like millions of sharp needles piercing 

my skin. My face is so numb. My lips are 

hanging open, dark blood oozing out like 

juice from a ripened fruit. The dirty, 

metallic taste is horrible. It makes my gut 

wrench from deep down, churning like 

clockworks in a rusty watch. The air 

surrounding me is awful. It’s a deathly 

gas chamber of the sickening stench of 

rotting corpses. The smells ravenously 

bite at my nose like a famished predator, 

creeping inside and scraping the back of 

my throat. 

     At night, while I stare at the dimly lit 

moon, which spills its sluggish light into 

the black sky – I dream deeply of the 

food you used to make me. My mouth 

waters when I imagine the sweet aromas 

of the freshly cooked meals as they 

would seep into my nose like a disease. I 

miss the warm linen of my bed sheets so 

much, they were so soft and silky as I 

used to smooth my clean skin onto them. 

     Then, reality hits. 

     Once again, the dreaded sound of 

bullets whistling through the air rings in 

my ears. Like a trap, the mud which 

surrounds me – thick, gritty, cold – pulls 

me down as I struggle to clamber onto 

the edge of the trench.  
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On the horizon, I watch in 

horror as bodies drop to the 

floor, lifeless, one by one. 

Pools of once-scarlet blood 

come to life as the floor 

quickly becomes a graveyard 

of wounded bodies. 

Everyday, I see the faces of 

young men scream in pain as 

their soft flesh is impaled by 

a bullet.  
 

 

The blood splatters out like an explosion; 

each one more painful to watch. I just 

keep on praying that the same, wretched 

thing will never happen to me. And one 

day I will be able to return home to the 

sweet smile of your face, and the glossy 

shine in your eyes as they fill with tears 

of relief when I walk up the pathway to 

our old, wooden door. Just keep 

believing, mum. Soon, you will see me 

again... 
 

And one day I will be able to return home to the sweet smile 

on your face, and the glossy shine in your eyes as they fill 

with tears of relief when I walk up the pathway to our old, 

wooden door. 

“ 

” 
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The Crimson Journey     MATTHEW HOLLIDAY 

 

The trees whispered in anxiety as a 

scream was emitted from the old, 

weathered castle. It was quickly 

swallowed up by the void of darkness 

that lurked on the fringe of the forest. 

The sound did not leave the vast clearing 

where it had originated.  

 

A man wearing the blood as 

a coat made an appearance 

out of the door and skulked 

off into shade of the blanket 

of leaves from the looming 

trees.  
 

     I was driving with my family up to 

Scotland for the weekend and I was 

hoping for clear weather. But my wishes 

didn’t help because as soon as we entered 

the dismal forest, the rain came pouring 

down. There was thunder and lightning, 

the flashes so bright they blinded me and 

the booms so loud they were deafening. I 

pulled over, conscious of the accidents 

that could occur in the terrible weather. 

Soon other headlights were shining on 

our car, approaching ever faster. Then, 

they drove straight into the front of our 

car, damaging me, my family and our 

car. I was unconscious.  

     When I awoke, my vision was blurred 

and the ringing of a bell echoed across 

the forest. As I cast my gaze around me, 

my sluggish brain noticed that I was out 

of the car, but alone in the forest. I could 

see the accident and as I made my way 

towards it, two smells intertwined: petrol 

and a smell so rancid that I didn’t know 

what it was. As I made my way towards 

the car and clambered around, I couldn’t 

see my family. I tried to remain calm and 

think methodically. I scoured the 

surrounding area but to no avail. At this 

point, I remembered the other car and 

decided to inspect it. As I got closer to it, 

that rancid smell became even more 

apparent, clenching my nostrils together. 

I cautiously approached the vehicle. But 

as I glanced over the bonnet… 

     I was sick all over the car. 
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     In the back seat was a baby seat with 

a curled-up and charred husk fastened in 

by the seatbelt and rotting away. 

Another flash of lightning. Next to it, 

another husk with a very clear slice 

going from the head to the naval with 

the slimy intestines wrapped around the 

neck like a tie to hold the pieces 

together. But not well enough: its 

innards were spilling out onto its lap and 

the floor from the power of the crash.  

Two more lightning strikes followed by 

booming laughter from the thunder. In 

the passenger seat lay a more recent 

corpse. 

     My wife. 

     She sat there with her severed head 

on her lap and her chopped off arms 

hollowed out to make socks for legs. I 

was sick again. But eerily, in the driver’s 

seat, there was no one. No one, and 

nothing. I felt it eerily calling towards 

and urging me. 

     My body trembled uncontrollably. I 

slackened and slipped to the floor. 

Words escaped me. Unable to think of 

anything else, I ran. Deep into the void 

that was the forest. Faster, faster, faster, 

running until I tripped over the great 

Ash tree’s roots.  

 

Angry, the tree slashed at me, 

whipping its branches toward 

me like a ravenous dog on a 

chain. The evil spirit leaped 

from tree to tree, unwilling to 

let me escape. The lightning 

flashed again, banishing the 

evil trees and settling me into 

silence.  
 

I picked myself up and started walking 

back the way I came. Or so I thought. I 

had gotten so lost, I couldn’t find my 

way back. I stumbled around in the dark 

like a blind horse, my only guide the 

small silver slivers of moonlight breaking 

through the barrier of leaves. I felt as if 

the trees were herding me, laughing at 

my stupidity for following their 

directions. As I gazed upon a clearing, I 

heard a voice call out to me. My wife’s 

voice. Beckoning me, begging me to 

help. I pushed my fingers into my ears 
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trying to block out the sound but it just 

got louder and louder. Until, eventually, 

it stopped. I removed my fingers from 

my ears. 

     My right index finger was covered in 

blood. 

      

There was something oddly 

familiar and comforting 

about the crimson, sticky 

substance sliding slowly 

down to my knuckles. White 

light suddenly blinded me 

and an unused memory 

resurfaced.  
 

My children, a toddler and a teenage 

daughter. Playing in their room. A key. 

A match. Loud cries for help emanated 

from the isolated cottage. Fazed and 

deluded by these visions, I wandered 

until I unearthed an old abandoned 

castle sat by its lonesome, devoid of 

defences or a moat, ruled by the vines 

and ivy growing up the walls. Seeking 

shelter from the raging torrent that was 

pounding down, I entered. The unseen 

owls hooted in alarm as something 

unknown to them slipped by and slinked 

towards the derelict fortress. The door 

moaned as it opened, squealing silently 

into the jet-black emptiness of the night. 

The castle was unilluminated and filled 

with long hallways but very few rooms. 

There was no throne-room to speak of or 

anything that resembled a banquet hall. 

It was unlike the majority of old castles. 

     Down one corridor was a staircase, 

heading below ground. Even from my 

distance the jangling of chains could still 

be heard sprinting up the stairs. My 

curiosity piqued, I went to have a look. 

When I reached the corroded door, all 

sound stopped. As I descended the stairs, 

laughing started to seep from between 

the cracks in the walls, getting louder 

and louder, reverberating off the walls in 

a tempo like a drum beat. Frustrated by 

the laughing, I lashed out and hit the 

wall. It smashed the brick and a couple 

of my knuckles during the process, 

disabling me from using my left hand 

and firing drops of blood onto all of the 

walls. Cursing the walls, I continued 
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down until I arrived at the bottom where 

the walls were overrun by large cracks, 

with water dribbling out and splashing 

around on the floor. 

     It was a dungeon, or rather, 

something more like a torture room. 

Devices were strung up around the room, 

varying from no blood to coated in the 

scarlet liquid. A thought of using the 

devices on a no-good, filthy cheater who 

can’t respect his friends, froze me with 

fear. I instantly pondered about what just 

came up in my mind. Another 

flamboyant flash dragged me back to an 

untouched memory. A door. My best 

friend. My wife. A bright flash followed 

by a loud bang and then a thump. After, 

I’m shoved back to the hellish reality by 

a benevolent force. The unlit dungeon 

greets me ecstatically along with a fresh 

body of a police officer with his gun 

drawn. A long piece of wood sprouting 

from both sides of his head bounced 

against the floor as he thrashed around, 

foaming at the mouth. 

     Old mental walls crumbled.  

     Memories flooded in like water 

through a broken dam. My brain 

pounded feeling like it was going to 

burst.  

 

Delirious from the throbbing, 

I laughed. Laughed at the pain 

and suffering. Mine, theirs, 

everybody’s. Emerging from 

the castle, armed with a 

sharpened wooden chair leg 

and covered in blood, I stalked 

out, deep into the forest, 

slinking away like a shadow… 

     Looking for some more 

victims. 
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A Walk to the Theatre      MORGAN HUNT 

 

As I am walking to the theatre, I can’t 

see much of it because there are crowds 

of people and I am not very tall. I can see 

the roof, though. It is thatched and 

rough looking; it’s also mossy.  

     All around me, on the ground, are lots 

of loud street-sellers selling many small 

trinkets and souvenirs to the wealthy 

patrons. 

     All of the gatherers are being crushed 

under the weight of the fierce crowd, 

desperate to get a ticket. The theatre is 

very popular and all the streets around 

are gridlocked with all the bustling 

people.  

 

     I can smell the aroma of 

rotting corpses, victims of 

the dreaded plague! The 

smell of death is only a little 

more overpowering than the 

smell of perfume, so thick 

you can almost cut it in half. 

     I hear the loud sudden blast of 

explosive trumpets, announcing that the 

play will start shortly. The sound is so 

loud, it rattles my bones! 

     The crowd presses forward and I am 

pushed towards the entrance. 

     As I enter the theatre, I feel the rough 

plastered wall scratch my arm and catch 

my coat, leaving a white mark. I breathe 

the air and immediately cough and 

splutter at the smell of tobacco from the 

dozens of smoking clay pipes around me.  

Tall, dusty hats and huge piles of filthy 

hair partially block my view of the stage 

and I stretch up on tip-toes, trying to 

balance as I swat away the many flies. 

     There is a hush as hundreds of people 

turn towards the simple wooden stage, 

with its ornate pillars and curious 

triangular hut looking down on the 

curved walls holding in all of these 

excited people. 

     The clapping breaks the hush. The 

crowd are lions roaring, and I feel people 

nudging me as the red velvet curtain 

begins to rise. The play is about to start!  
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Song of War     CHARLOTTE GLASBY 
 

Numbed sound of music 

Cheers and claps 

Minds morphed 

Lives untouched 
Saw only the plain façade  

deep clunk of a bullet 

feet stomping 

song of war 

  

The train whistled  

I scanned the crowd for that one face  

My heart began to pound heavily 

Ankles weak with anxiety  

Cheers turned to howls 

Footsteps turned to craters 

Beads of sweat trickled down my face 

Where was she? 

 

The familiar smell 

Inspecting the pristine house 

Hands clench the metal handle  

Heavy soles imprinted the plush carpet 

(Feet stomping) 

Shoulders ram against the soft wood  

Now watching from afar  

(Shells obliterating, men howling) 

 

A trembling mass of assassination 

(Deep clunk of a bullet) 
Whispers of smoke 

The gun crashing  

As it left my hand and collided  

with the floor 

My wife, limp and swollen in my hands 

As daylight slashed through her forehead  

 

Pen trembling  

The ink bled as a drop hit the paper 

“Don’t sign there, do it at the bottom!” 

The harsh breath of the warden  

on my neck 

Once respected to the highest standard 

Now sleeping amongst the outcasts 

(Feet stomping) 

My heart began to pound  

The clunk of the prison doors  

The air was sucked from within me  

Choking in the deepness of thought 

(The shell obliterating, men howling) 
What good peace brought us 

Nails dug into my scalp 

To drown out the song of war 
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Refugees     MARTHA HATHAWAY 

 

We all have ordinary lives. We all 

breathe and sleep and live.  

     A person here, in our school, studies 

just like a student would in the United 

States or in Russia. We learn just like 

children learn new things in France or 

Germany.  
 

     Everyone in our 

classrooms have friends 

just like teenagers do in 

Egypt, and girls do in 

Israel, and boys do in Iran.  

     You all live the lives 

that the children in Syria 

still remember.  

     Can you imagine 

waking up one morning to 

the sound of bombs? 
 

     Can you imagine the street you grew 

up on suddenly torn apart by warfare, 

the pavements oppressed by the weight 

of tanks rolling past your windows?  

     Can you imagine the sound of 

gunshot replacing the music that bled 

through your earphones, only a few 

months ago? 

     Imagine your neighbour’s house, a 

place you know as well as your own 

home – memorised like the back of your 

hand – crushed down to the foundations 
by bombs. You see their bodies pulled 

out of the front door by their surviving 

children, the eerily-deserted road 

echoing with screams.   

     See your father dragged out of your 

home by soldiers.  

     You will never see him again, because 

he has been thrown into a cell as a 

prisoner of war. Then, in the dark, when 

you cling to a raft in the middle of an 

ocean with hundreds of others, never 

knowing whether the next wave will 

bring your death, you realise: you don’t 

just leave your country, and your life; 

you leave your father, too. 
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     I want you to imagine it’s one year 

later.  

     You walk different pavements, now. 

Streets that aren’t faced with violence, 

cracks in the road not filled with blood.  

     Instead, you are eye to eye with a 

new, fresh brutality. Because the 

pavements you walk on are full of people 

who speak a language you don’t 

understand, who converse fluently with 

one another. But you, you are isolated. 
Isolated now and forever,   trapped by so 

many differences and you cannot say a 
word. You walk into a supermarket and 

every second a new pair of foreign eyes 

follow you, a foreign word hissed about 

you.  

     Why should you feel ashamed for 

wanting to stay alive?  

     You sit and remember a life that you 

swear was only yesterday. A life where 

you’d not yet been driven from your 

home, your mother still laughed, you 

went to school every day and no one had 

died or been taken away. A life where 

foreign people didn’t watch you like you 
were the terrorists. Suddenly you look 

back and it’s all gone.  

     More than 760,000 children have 

missed a year or more of education in 

Syria. The number of children forcibly 

recruited by warring parties is countless 

and unknown.  
 

     However, one doctor 

described treating a boy, 

Omar, 10 years old, fighting 

with an FSA brigade in 

Salqin. A child recruited to 

fight in a war he doesn’t 

even understand; a gun 

placed in a baby’s arms.  
 

     The boy told the Doctor about his 

friend, Ayman, just nine years old, who 

had died, used in a battle as a human 
shield.  

     Countless others have faced the same 

fate as Ayman, and today, so many 

others still do.  

     Politicians can sit in parliament and 

decide how many victims of conflict are 

allowed to seek asylum in the United 

Kingdom. Teachers can tell us the 
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economic logistics of it all, of how many 

refugees each country is taking. We can 

watch more headlines splashed on the 

news or on the front page about the 

problem of the refugee crisis.  

     But what is really happening, is that 

politicians are deciding who gets to live 

and who dies. When the teachers talk 

about how many refugees are being 

taken, they know how many refugees 

some countries like ours aren’t taking 

and how many lives they aren’t saving.  

 

And at night on the six 

o’clock news, or first thing 

in the morning, we see 

bodies of babies like Alan 

Kurdi. We see children like 

him lifeless on the shore, 

tiny limbs half caught in 

the waves he died in.  

 
      We can all talk about it, listen to it, 

think we are doing something to change 

it – but really, the UK is only allowing 

20,000 refugees into the country by 

2020. But do you know how many 

refugees have left Syria since the conflict 

began?  

     An estimated 11 million Syrians have 

fled their homes since March 2011.  

     And we have agreed to take only 

20,000 of them. 20,000 lives out of 11 
million. 

     I don’t think people understand that 

their lives could be changed the exact 

same way the men and the women and 

the children in Syria’s were.  

     You could lose everything just like 

they did and it could be tomorrow just 

like it was for them. The women and the 

men and the children desperate to escape 

the conflict and seek asylum in the UK 

could be you and your family trying to 

get away from a war you don’t believe in 

and travel somewhere like the United 

States or France or Spain.  

     What I want people to know is this: 

Refugees are us. Refugees are me. 

     And refugees are you. 
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There were seven of us      ADAM NIXON 

 
We stood in front of our plane: 

our coffin. 

There were seven of us 

strangers: 

comrades. 

 

Flack whizzed through glass: 

he didn't stand a chance. 

One yellow telegram home. 

There were six of us. 

 

She took a hit to the left engine: 

we nose dived. 

Bomb aimer hit his head. 

One yellow telegram home. 

There were five of us. 

 

Our engineer had a spot of bad luck with 

a faulty fuel pipe: 

a spark went up. 

One yellow telegram home.  

There were four of us. 

 

Then we lost pressure: 

wireless operator doesn't put on  

his air mask. 

One yellow telegram home.  

There were three of us. 

 

Front gunner got shot by a BF109: 

three bullets to the chest. 

One yellow telegram home.  

There were two of us. 

 

We had to make a water landing: 

The pilot drowned. 

One yellow telegram home. 

Now there's just me.  
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Entry 100     ZAKI KHOURSHID 

 

I’ve left Salem, I’m going back to 

England to find my mother. When I got 

on the ship, I was given the news that 

Rebekah died after she gave birth: she 

couldn't handle the pain of childbirth. 

Her last words were, “Make sure Mary’s 

safe”. My heart crumbled: it felt like I 

was being stabbed continuously in the 

heart. She was like family to me and now 

she's gone. But now I have to move on. 

     When the ship set sail, all I could 

think about was Rebekah and how I 

couldn't be there for her. Maybe I could 

have helped her some way instead of 

leaving so briskly. But I can't do 

anything now. All I can do is hope I get 

to England safely. 

     Then, there was a sudden BANG! 

Somebody shot a hole into the ship with 

a canon. It’s Obadiah Wilson’s ship and 

his entourage of witch hunters. They 

used a rope to swing across to our boat. I 

ran to the bottom of the ship to hide. 

     “Where is she?” one of them shouted.    

     “Patience. We will eventually find 

her,” replied Obadiah. I hid behind some  

 

barrels. I walked backwards looking for 

somewhere to escape, but I tripped over 

a plank sticking out of the ship. I landed 

with a thump, the witch hunters ran 

towards me.  

     “Wait, wait!” I shouted. They grabbed 

me and Obadiah put an old, dirty, damp 

sack over my head.  

 

     It felt like an eternity with 

that bag over my head. When 

my eyes adjusted to the light, 

it seemed like I was in a prison 

cell. I could hear the wind 

whistling and the trees 

swaying. “What’s happening?” 

I enquired.  
 

A deep voice emanating from the corner 

of the room murmured, “You’re a witch. 

You gonna swing from the gallows.” My 

heart sank as if it was full of stones. A 

cold sweat took over my body.  
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     “I'm not a witch but everyone is 

falsely accusing me of being one,” I 

responded.  

     “That’s what all of them say,” he said.  

     “I'm telling the truth!” I bawled. 

     “Don’t worry, I believe you,” he said 

reassuringly. Then there was a loud 

knock on the door.  

     “Girl, get out! It’s time to get hung!” 

snarled a gravelly voice.  

     “No, please!” I whimpered.  

     “Don't make me repeat myself!”  

     I walked out the rusty metal door, my 

face pale, fearing what’s going to happen 

next. When I walked out the cell, the 

gravelly-voiced guard grabbed me with a 

firm grip, and said to another guard, 

“Make it quick.” He pushed me to a tall 

lanky guard who took me outside the 

hanging station.  

     “Run,” he whispered.  

     “What?” I said with shock. 

     “Run.” He let go of me and I started to 

run. I didn't stop, I ran as fast as I could, 

I didn't look back, I didn't slow down, I 

just ran. 

     Eventually I stopped. I stopped 

because I saw someone who looked 

familiar. I think it was my mother! I ran 

towards her. When I was close, I could 

see a smile on her face.  

     “I've found you,” I said with joy. 

     “Are you ok?” she replied.  

     “Yes, I am now”. I went to her 

carriage and she took me back home and 

since then we have lived a normal life. 

 

” 

When the ship set sail, all I could think about was Rebekah  

and how I couldn't be there for her, maybe I could have  

helped her some way instead of leaving so briskly. But I 

can't do anything now, all I can do is hope I get to England 

safely. 

“ 
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The Freaky Forest     EMILY SANDERSON 
 

Crunch, crunch, snap! The leaves crack 

beneath my broad boots as I walk slowly 

in the wind’s fresh breath, towards the 

freaky forest. I have never been inside it 

but it is supposed to be petrifying. All 

over the village is a permanent cloud of 

whispers surrounding what mysteries lay 

inside. 

     As I approach the wall of gloomy 

trees, I feel like I am being watched. 

Worried, I look around for anything 

suspicious; however, all I see is a sea of 

emerald green. I can hear the trees 

whispering, aware of my uninvited 

arrival. 

     The forest is at the base of a steep hill 

that wears a thick coat of ageing grass; no 

one cuts it, no one approaches it – until 

now. At the top of the mountainous hill, 

in a  blanket of cobwebs, is an abandoned 

house. It is small. No one knows who’s 

ever lived there but it looks like it could 

have been there for hundreds of years... 

     My feet uncontrollably stumble into 

the gloomy forest, and suddenly, all signs 

of daylight are demolished. 

     The bird's singing gradually fades 

away, the sun has gone to sleep and 

before I know it, it’s raining cats and 

dogs. I sprint through the trees, trying to 

find shelter. When I am drained of 

energy, I collapse next to a large, never-

ending tower of a tree. As I sit against it, 

a layer of bark is printed on to the back 

of my raincoat – which is now soaked 

soaked in cold water. It seems like this 

particular tree is painted with thick bark, 

infested with insects of all different 

types. It would take about twenty 

elephants to equal the height of this tree. 

 

     I am to drift off into la-la-

land when I see something… 

almost a person but kind of 

dirty and hairy with large 

green eyes like tennis balls. 

When the cat-like eyes meet 

mine, they suddenly 

disappear.  
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I tell myself that I imagined it and start 

collecting wood for a campfire. 

     The darkness of midnight blue begins 

to float above this strange place and I 

watch a layer of sparkling stars drift 

ahead. I thank them for the light they 

brought me, although I know they can't 

hear me. 

     All of a sudden, I find myself 

bounding, flying like the wind because 

the cat eyes are back – chasing me. Who 

is it? What is it? Why me? A million 

questions flood into my head. Now I 

know why they call it the freaky forest 

and why a cloud of mysteries hang over 

it... 

     Bang!  

” 

The leaves crack beneath my broad boots as I walk slowly 

in the wind’s fresh breath, towards the freaky forest. I have 

never been inside it but it is supposed to be petrifying. All 

over the village is a permanent cloud of whispers 

surrounding what mysteries lay inside. 
 

“ 



50 

 

Martha Hathaway. Graphite and watercolour on paper.  
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The Importance of BSL     CHARLIE WHITING 

 

BSL is an acronym which stands for 

British Sign Language. People look at 

BSL and say, “Well, that’s just for deaf 

people”. This is true: it is the national 

language for British deaf people. 

However, it’s not just for deaf people: 

members of their family, their friends 

and their co-workers can and should 

learn BSL. People like myself love 

learning BSL because it means we can 

communicate with more people and can 

form a relationship with deaf people.  
 

     What happens when deaf 

babies are born and grow up? 

It is referred to as ‘the great 

irony’ and is actually 

happening world-wide.  
 

     Two parents are happily expecting the 

birth of their beautiful baby. They give 

birth to the child and have a range of 

dreams and aspirations for that child’s 

future. When babies are born, they go 

through lots of tests, including a hearing 

test. The doctors then meet the parents 

and say, “Your baby has failed their 

hearing test.” Failed? They use the word 

‘failed’. The first test in this child’s life 

and they’ve failed it. Wonderful.  

     Imagine what it’s like for the parents. 

They’re overwhelmed, they’re grieving, 

they’re shocked and this happens 

because many people have never 

encountered a deaf person in their lives. 

This child, this baby, is the first deaf 

person they’ve met in their entire life 

and that’s quite profound. The process is 

then that doctors will come and talk to 

the parents: this is referred to as an 

‘intervention’. They tell the parents they 

need a number of tools like a hearing aid 

and that “your child must learn to speak 

and hear. That is the only way they can 

fit into society and if they don’t, they just 

won’t be successful. Sign language is an 

option but it’s really not something we’d 

encourage.” Doctors see the child as 

something that’s broken and needs to be 

fixed and repaired. And when the 
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problem is solved, they can re-join 

society.  

     But parents don’t have the 

opportunity to meet deaf adults that they 

can ask questions to and the 

consequences of that is dreadful. Deaf 

children need sign language. They need 

to acquire a language to be successful. It’s 

common sense. You’d expect that all 

children, regardless of whether they’re 

deaf or hearing, would have the chance 

to be able to communicate. Statistics say 

that 95% of deaf babies are born to 

parents who can hear. Those children 

don’t have access to language acquisition, 

a culture or a community. It’s not their 

fault, but it’s our role then to be part of 

the advocacy and support for deaf 

parents, to reassure them that everything 

is going to be alright.  

     Parents avoid BSL for two main 

reasons: the first is that they don’t really 

want to accept that their child is actually 

deaf. They say, “Well, he or she isn’t 

really deaf, they’re just hard of hearing.” 

The second is that they want to change 

the child to become ‘normal’. And in 

their mind, ‘normal’ means hearing. But 

their child will always be deaf.  

 

     We need to educate people. 

I believe we should teach sign 

language in schools. It should 

be considered as a ‘normal’ 

language for children to learn, 

just like Spanish, French and 

German. We need to create a 

community where deaf people 

can feel like they belong, so 

they’re not isolated and 

detached from society and the 

rest of the world.  
 

They obviously don’t need to be fluent in 

sign language - I’m not. Just simple 

phrases like, “Hello, how are you?” Or 

even the alphabet. These simple things 

can help a deaf person so much and it is 

incredibly important that more of the 

world started communicating with each 

other.  
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Social Media and Body Image     MADISON CUSWORTH 

 

Have you ever been scrolling through 

your news feed on social media and 

envied the appearance of a model or 

celebrity online? Have you ever 

wondered why you simply cannot look 

as good as the next fitness fanatic or 

clothing model? Alternatively, have you 

ever received an abusive message or 

comment online which outlines your 

insecurities and imperfections? For 

Australian Instagram Model Kimberry 

Behets, this occurs daily.  

     Kim is followed by over 150,000 

people on the social media platform 

Instagram. The vast majority of these 

followers are there to support her and 

browse through her artistic photographs 

and also compliment her on her body art, 

figure and unique makeup. However, 

Kim grew increasingly concerned when 

she started noticing that some of her 

followers were criticising themselves 

because they weren’t as ‘skinny’ or 

‘gorgeous’ or ‘amazing’ as her. In 

response, she uploaded a photograph in 

order to show how fashion models are 

not ‘flawless’ and nobody should ever 

allow themselves to be upset for not 

looking like their online idols. 

     Although many of her supporters 

were appreciative of this, a fraction of 

her audience decided to post the most 

vile, repulsive, appalling comments 

underneath the post.  

 

After seeing these comments, 

my heart sank: I realised that 

some people on this earth 

believed that telling her that 

her face without makeup is an 

‘inner humiliation’ is 

acceptable; that looking like a 

‘rubbish bin’ is acceptable.  
 

These are just a couple of the thousands 

of hateful comments she receives on a 

daily basis, yet so many girls consider 

Kim’s appearance to be ‘perfect’. 

However, if Kim is told by so many 

people that she is far from ‘perfect’, then 
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who is ‘perfect’ in the world of social 

media? 

     With millions of people across the 

globe using social media on a daily basis, 

there are countless concerns regarding 

the kindness and good nature of others. 

In the modern world, online bullying is 

unbelievably common.  

     Bullying has caused major issues 

around body image for decades and 

many kind-hearted people question the 

horrific wrong-doings of bullies. Could 

you ever imagine yourself telling 

someone that they are too ugly or fat or 

skinny? Shockingly, so many people find 

the appalling motive to do so.  

     Social media boosts the numbers of 

incidents of bullying by providing a 

lethal tool for those who wish to destroy 

the self-esteem of others. If these vile 

people dare not say such malicious 

comments to other people in real life, 

they have the power to do so through a 

lifeless screen. The cowardice of these 

bullies shows no weakness because social 

media allows them to hide away from 

the consequences of their actions. 

 

     Major social networking 

platforms have crushed self-

esteem and positive body 

image for millions of users. 

Theodore Roosevelt’s famous 

quotation “comparison is the 

thief of joy” is so relevant 

around 100 years after his 

death: social media forces 

people to unrealistically 

compare themselves to famous 

reality stars, athletes and 

models online.  
 

This comparison wrenches happiness 

from its rightful place of being – inside 

the mind of everyone who wishes that 

they looked as ‘perfect’ as their online 

idols.  

     The idea of appearance versus reality 

is has significant impacts on self-esteem. 

The use of appearance-enhancing ‘tools’ 

such as photoshop, snapchat filters and 

even slight lighting adjustments in 

photographs build structures made from 
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unrealistic expectations, negative body 

image and envy of online stars. These 

structures will eventually collapse and 

overwhelm the mental health of millions 

of people. Is it fair to say that the ‘tools’ 

used to build these mental structures are 

the cause of heart-breaking impacts on 

self-confidence and mental health? 

 

Kimberry would agree with 

the idea that the 

deceptiveness of 

photography editing plays a 

significant part in the 

destruction of positive body 

image (with the aid of online 

bullying). Kim uploaded a 

video onto Youtube entitled 

“One Hour in the Bathroom” 

in order to allow her  

followers to realise that 

natural beauty really is not 

skin deep and she also 

mentions that she is not 

“naturally stunning by the 

public’s ridiculous standards” 

but she has learnt that she 

should “not have to beat 

herself up about it”.  
 

Her efforts to boost the self-esteem of 

many teenage girls is highly appreciated 

by so many people, but 60% of women 

still have recently admitted that social 

media has negatively impacted their self-

esteem. Is it really coincidental that since 

Social Media Platforms emerged in 2008, 

cosmetic surgery rates have increased by 

20%? Have you ever been scrolling 

through your news feed on social media, 

seen a photograph of yourself and 

complimented yourself in comparison to 

the next fitness fanatic or clothing 

model? The answer is most likely no, 

because online bullying and comparisons 

with online stars limits self-esteem from 

reaching an optimum level. 
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Viking Raid     RHYS WICKHAM 

 

The sounding of the war horn. The rush 

of battle. The axe buried in the poor 

soul’s skull. The spear thrust through his 

thigh. His mangled corpse at the bottom 

of the boat tells of the Viking raid. Under 

the early morning sun they glide towards 

their target. The shallow waters lead up 

to the shore. The residents in early 

prayer. The kindling heaped against the 

doors. The golden ember burning 

through the solid oak doors. Heads 

turning, ignoring the smell of burning 

flesh.  

     One brave soul stands armed, ready to 

face the horde. His fighting vigour 

shining through his cracked leather 

breastplate. He has not seen combat for 

many years. The old fire reignites within 

him and spills out in the form of a war 

cry. His sword bites into the neck of the 

first Viking heathen. He quickly wheels 

around towards the next one hatred 

fuelling his suicidal last stand. He does 

not feel the life drain through the slot in 

the back of his head. He does not feel the 

axe sinking in, nor does he feel the spear 

lodged in his thigh.  

     He died at the hands of the Viking 

heathen, he dies a hero. The Vikings loot 

the village of all that it’s worth. They 

take his body. They take it as a remark of 

respect. He showed more bravery than is 

normally possible. They burn the village, 

wiping the lifeless buildings out of 

existence.  

     The journey back does not go as 

planned. Several of the men sit sickened 

at what they have done. This was a test. 

The battle hardened warriors who feel 

no remorse were kept alive. They had no 

use for the rest. Their bodies were sent to 

feed the fishes. They keep the body of 

the brave villager who stood against 

them. They give him an honourable send 

off in an old unused boat. He lay at the 

bottom of the ocean for many years.  

     Water levels have changed and now 

his coffin is land ridden. No one knows 

how he died. His existence was 

forgotten. His death a waste.  
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Miss Rotsworth    NEVE CLAYTON 
 

Back in the day, Annabel was a young, 

striking lady like a rosy, red apple. She 

lived in a house next door to me. 

Annabel would always smile generously 

and genuinely. As time passed by, her 

smile began to fade, and so did her 

house. It looked as if a giant had sat on 

top of the roof, as it sagged terribly. The 

windows were gaping holes for the wind 

to rush in and out, and the door hung on 

its hinges at a jaunty angle. She now has 

the name Miss Rotsworth. 

      

Livid black clouds reared up 

like a cobra readying itself 

for attack. Lightning spat 

mercilessly onto the pitiful 

scene below, which cut 

through the sky like burning 

venom. For a moment, 

everything stopped. Even the 

wind held its breath.  
 

A streak of hot silver spat into the sky, 

and a shadowy, blurred figure 

approached the narrow, rotted driveway. 

The house was like the woman who 

lived there – abandoned and alone.  

      If anyone was to cross her path, her 

small malignant pig-eyes shot daggers 

and her face would scrunch up like an 

old crisp packet. It was unusual for her to 

come out of her horrid house, but when 

she did, her spindly, arthritic legs would 

move rapidly, like an old spider. She had 

a wheezy, crackling voice and muttered 

to herself, as if she was casting a spell. 

     Sometimes you would hear her 

chuckle and crow to herself. A row of 

teeth, blackened and broken into stubs, 

like old tombstones, lay below her fire-

worshipper black eyebrows.  

      Under her hawkish and hooked nose 

sprang the most preposterous wart and 

thin bloodless lips. She had hair that was 

lank and lustreless, falling around her 

like strings of rotting straw. She was 

always wearing the same night gown 
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that was made out of awful flannel 

material. 

     The most terrible thing about Miss 

Rotsworth is her stench. Each morning 

she would come out of her house and 

say, “Good morning, young child,” in a 

witchy voice. She would never receive a 

reply as everyone would run as fast as 

their legs would carry them. Her aroma 

was as if she has been sat in the sewers 

for most of her life which make me sick 

to the stomach.  

         Miss Rotsworth was a very odd, 

disgusting person as it seems like she had 

never been or even seen a shower before. 

Miss Rotsworth lives with her pet snake 

that slithers and slimes around her neck 

like a scarf. She is like her snake, 

venomous and always ready to kill.   

” 

Miss Rotsworth was a very odd, disgusting person as it 

seems like she had never been or even seen a shower 

before. Miss Rotsworth lives with her pet snake that slithers 

and slimes around her neck like a scarf. She is like her 

snake, venomous and always ready to kill. 
 

“ 
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Mr Snaith     MAX COOPER 
 

Oh dear, where do I start… 

     Mr Smith, or more commonly known 

as Mr Snaith, worked for the local post 

office. Out of the tens or even hundreds 

of jobs he could have could have chosen 

to do, this was the worst! We saw him 

every Monday, Wednesday and Saturday 

of the week, delivering his parcels and 

letters to the unfortunate person who 

had to receive them. These three days of 

hell are the week’s most dreaded times; 

what also seemed as quite a coincidence 

was the fact that on these days it always 

rained. It was as though when Mr Snaith 

walked around the corner onto our street 

somebody would flick a switch triggering 

the rain to fall. “Pitter, patter” was the 

sound that we would hear as the rain fell 

and hit the ground. It acted as an alarm 

for me, warning me that the feared Mr 

Snaith was coming, warning me that I 

need to get inside to avoid him. One 

minute the sky would be the ocean, clear 

and blue, then the next minute, like a 

mine, so cold, dark and eerie, the sight 

would be frightening. I would watch him 

walk suspiciously up the road looking for 

his next victim’s house to hand them 

their parcel, and for some reason – even 

in summer – it would always rain but 

only when he was here. 

 

     He was a lanky looking 

man, with skinny but 

abnormally long arms. When 

compared to his legs, it made 

them look stupendously short 

and stubby. Although his full-

time job was to walk around 

for a day three times a week, 

his body still was made up of 

absolutely zero muscle.  
 

On cold days - which in the UK is not 

uncommon - he wore a rather bulky red 

coat with a fur-like hood but due to his 

hunched-over posture you could still see 

his bones protruding out of his body like 
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a dinosaur even with this huge padded 

coat on. This was a sore sight to witness. 

 

     His hair was dirt blonde 

which looped around his 

head like a race track leaving 

a boiled egg-like scalp on 

show. This scalp was shiny 

and greasy which caused it 

to reflect like a mirror. The 

eyebrows soon took your 

attention away from the 

hair, but really, I wouldn’t 

call them eyebrows because 

it was more like one large 

eyebrow, dividing his 

hideous, frightening face 

into two separate, 

unbearably disgusting 

sections.  
 

Just below the one large bushy eyebrow 

lived his long skinny nose, which made 

his already short stubby legs seem even 

shorter and stubbier. It was always red 

and covered in disgusting, oozing spots 

making the already obscure-looking nose 

stick out of his face like a sore, swollen 

thumb. Once your eyes had departed 

from the horrific view of his nose, they 

ventured to his beard. I know you think 

it couldn’t get worse, but it really, really 

could. This beard of his would always 

have pieces of food from that day 

intertwined into the grey, greasy hairs 

that were also so unbelievably knotted 

together I couldn’t even see his mouth! 

This really made me gag.  It was though I 

was looking into a monsters’ beady little 

eyes that were staring straight into my 

soul.  

     Finally, his fingernails were so long, 

they looked as though they were 

teetering on the edge of long nobbily 

fingers. You would only ever see this if 

you were the unlucky person receiving 

mail that day. You could only pray that it 

wasn’t you. They also were amazingly-

but-unusually yellow coloured. The only 

excuse that would come to mind when 

seeing yellow nails is smoking. What 

backs up my assumption of smoking is 
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the horrific and foul smell that lingered 

in the air around him, and what stuck to 

his clothes like super-glue. This attracted 

flies like vultures to rotting flesh: in and 

out the flies would go, so close to him 

that they realised that the smell was so 

unbearable that not even they could 

handle it! The smell wasn’t like cigarette 

smoke either: it was more like strong 

cigar smoke which made me splutter and 

cough every time I saw him or if I was 

even in the same vicinity as him! Could 

you even begin to imagine the smell that 

came out of his mouth every time he said 

things like, “Sign ‘ere, ‘ere and ‘ere,”? 

Along with this, mouthfuls of spit would 

land directly on my face making my hair 

and face so wet it had looked as though I 

had just bathed. If I was lucky - or 

should I say, if my whole street lucky – 

he would leave, and yes, just like magic, 

the rain would stop, bringing the 

gorgeous sunny day back to us. Then, the 

children would flood out of their houses, 

including me, wishing Mr Snaith would 

never  come back.  

” 

If I was lucky - or should I say if my whole street lucky – he 

would leave, and yes, just like magic, the rain would stop, 

bringing the gorgeous sunny day back to us. Then, the children 

would flood out of their houses, including me, wishing Mr 

Snaith would never  come back. 
 

“ 
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Alone     NATHAN CHARLESWORTH 

 

Once again, I am lying here on my bed, 

staring aimlessly up at the ceiling.  My 

ears are focused on the air conditioner’s 

hum as they have been so many nights 

before.   

 

The covers are pulled tightly 

to my throat, cloaking my 

body as armour.  I wonder to 

myself why this is, all of a 

sudden, my life.  Nobody 

ever told me, or at least I 

never thought living could 

be so lonely, joyless and 

bland. 
 

     It seems like only yesterday that I was 

playing, smiling, and basking in the love 

and adoration of my family and friends.  

I was always laughing, joking and 

enjoying every detail of life.  It seems 

there were no bad days back then.  

      I wish that I had seized my happy 

memories more carefully instead of 

letting them flee from my mind like a 

thief in the night.  Suddenly, I realise 

and am awakened to the fact that I am 

fourteen years old, alone and lonely.  

Sometimes I am overcome and fear the 

coming of tomorrow. “Is this all there 

is?” I quietly ask myself. 

     I ask myself why this lifestyle has 

chosen me. Am I not a good person? 

Have I wronged someone? Have I maybe 

hurt someone and this is my 

punishment? Never in all my life have I 

felt like this.   

 

The harder I try to answer my 

questions, the further away 

the answer seems to run and 

hide from me, like when I 

used to play tig or hide and 

seek.  This lifestyle is not of 

my liking or my choosing. 
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     In the not too distant past, my life was 

that of a perfect picture.  Let’s see, where 

to begin?  There was the family, the 

house and the entire fulfilment and 

responsibility of it all.  Then like a 

lightning flash, one cold and rainy 

November day, it disappeared, 

disintegrating before my very eyes.  A 

shattered life now replaces what was 

once a promising future for all 

concerned.  Sorting out, picking up and 

piece-making a new life together best 

describes my newfound existence.  A 

glorious and jovial existence, it is not. 

     Being defeated and broken by this test 

of life is not an option I consider or give 

place to.  There is a reason we, as human 

beings, face different trials in our lives.  

Quite possibly, there is a master plan for 

all of us.  We all face situations, events 

and circumstances in our lives that are 

not to our liking, choosing or 

understanding.  But why should we be 

alone? 

There was the family, the house and the entire fulfilment 

and responsibility of it all.  Then like a lightning flash, one 

cold and rainy November day, it disappeared, disintegrating 

before my very eyes.  A shattered life now replaces what 

was once a promising future for all concerned. 

“ 

” 
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I am Alive, a Survivor, a Hero     HARRIET METCALFE 

 
I am alive, a survivor, a hero. 

I don’t feel like it, and would rather be dead. 

I have two arms, but one leg. 

I have a voice, but memories that say what words can’t. 

 

I am alive, a survivor, a hero. 

I get congratulated, but those congratulations shouldn’t be for me. 

I have a medal, but what is a medal worth? 

I have a suit, but a suit that holds just as many horrible memories. 

 

I am alive, a survivor, a hero. 

I have heard silence, but even that was deafening. 

I have touched a gun, but that turned me into a murderer. 

I have seen rivers of blood running freely. 

 

I am alive, a survivor, a hero. 

I lasted six terrifying months, and seen the end. 

I have watched lives been taken by others, and themselves. 

I have fought for my country, and my country has fought for me. 
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A World of Despair      EVELYN SALTER 
 

It was dark. It was as if the sun had been 

swallowed up by the sky! The only 

source of light on the entire street was 

the dim, yellow-tinged streetlight which 

flickered eerily. The alley-way was 

walled with tall, terraced, towering, 

buildings which all looked long-

abandoned – they were closing in on me, 

encouraging the sense of claustrophobia. 

     There was little to be heard, except 

the crash of a car soaring through a 

puddle in the distance now and again; 

and the drips of rain from the gutters far 

above my head. The silence screamed, 

deafening me. 

     Cigarette fumes filled the air with the 

unpleasant (yet familiar) smell of wet 

tarmac. But nothing could feel familiar 

in this place: so melancholy, so run-

down, so deserted. 

     I could taste death. I could taste 

blood. But it was all in my head. My 

heart raced, ready to leave my chest. My 

breathing became heavier as the street 

closed in on me. Eating me up, 

swallowing me whole… 

 

 

 

” 

The only source of light on the entire street was the dim, 

yellow-tinged streetlight which flickered eerily. The alley-way 

was walled with tall, terraced, towering, buildings which all 

looked long-abandoned – they were closing in on me, 

encouraging the sense of claustrophobia. 

“ 

” 
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Verucca Black     LAYLA JOHNSON 

 

She was the strange woman you avoided 

on the street, the one who caused your 

mother to tuck you under her arm when 

she passed you by on the pavement. Yes, 

that was Verruca Black. 

 

     Long charcoal hair trailed 

down to her toes, swallowing 

her bony body. It was like 

she had been in the pouring 

rain and lightning had struck 

her dishevelled self.  
 

Not a single care went into her 

appearance. Verruca had stopped caring 

about people’s unnecessary opinions and 

became full of malice and bitterness, 

inside and out.  

     No expression could be found within 

Verruca’s grey, lifeless complexion. Her 

presence created an eerie atmosphere 

wherever she went as her demeanour 

was like a living corpse. Her body jointed 

out in the strangest places, making her 

look hunched and crippled. The lady was 

worryingly skinny, due to the fact that 

she never wanted to endure any kind of 

pleasure - for example, a delightful meal.  

     Distinctive wrinkles surrounded her 

hooded eyes. They were fragments of 

coal and a gateway to her dark soul. 

Verruca used them to spread hatred to 

anything she laid her sight onto.  

     Her two eyebrows became one, 

untamed like a lions’ unruly mane. 

Thick, wiry nasal hair protruded out of 

her stunted nose. It was always upturned 

and filled with envy when her body 

filled up with jealousy like a hot air 

balloon. 

     Her thin frosted lips harboured her 

crooked, overhanging, yellow teeth, 

matching her snot-stained claws. On the 

rare occasion that she spoke, it was like 

nails painfully scraping down a 

chalkboard, her voice was so screechy 

and hollow. It was only used to insult 

poor, innocent people or for snarling in 

infuriation.  
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Hermia’s Letter     FAITH BUTTERFIELD 

To you daughter of a demon, 

 

     How low canst thou get? 

You’re as low as the prices at 

Lidl. How couldst thou steal 

my lover, you cheap rooting 

frog?  You are not even 

worth the air I breathe. I’d 

beat thee, but I would infect 

my hands. 
 

     I scorn you, scurvy companion. Why 

art thou playing this ghastly trick on me? 

Lysander is the apple to my pie, the 

straw to my berry, my other half… and 

you stole him from me, you evil toad! 

You may have Demetrius all to yourself 

but leave my darling Lysander. I do not 

wish to scorn you but scorn you I will if I 

have to.  

     Thou art like an evil serpent eating 

out my heart. I am happy thou slipped 

into the mud but I do not appreciate 

being dragged in as well. I would kill 

myself to be like we were before.    

     Before  our argument, we were like 

sisters. You have a bitter-sweet soul: I 

only like thee when thou art sweet. 

 

     By the way, why dost thine 

hair dance in the wind? It is 

like Elvis. Thou art a boil. 

Away you starveling,                   

you elf skin,                                       

you dried neat’s tongue,             

you bull’s pizzle,                            

you stock fish! 
 

     Thine regretfully,  

Hermia. 

 

P.S. Please remember you aren’t worth a 

carrier bag. 
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Be the Fool  MADELEINE EASTER 
 

Sounds crazy? A fool is, by definition, a 

person who lacks sense or judgement. 

But I’m here to tell you that good sense 

and judgement are highly over-rated. 

     Mistrust is often just a fancy word for 

cynicism; foolishness is a condescending 

word for joy, wonder and curiosity. 

 

     George Bernard Shaw 

said, “A man who learns to 

skate by staggering about 

and making a fool of himself 

indeed progresses in all 

things by resolutely making 

a fool of himself.” I couldn’t 

agree more. 

It turns out the world provides us with 

virtually infinite possibilities to be a fool. 

Let’s take a look at a couple. 

     Only a fool would risk failure – be 

that fool. The only way to build skills 

and life skills is by learning from your 

mistakes. 

     Only a fool would work hard when 

there is no clear objective – be that fool. 

Shouldn’t we wait before we have a 

direction before taking decisive action? 

Otherwise we risk wasting a lot of time 

and energy. But there are many times in 

life, leaving school for example, where 

we don’t have a clear goal. We’re 

overwhelmed by all the options, we’re 

scared, we don’t know enough to succeed 

at the thing we want. It doesn’t matter. 

Be a fool and work hard at whatever is 

right in front of you. Try hard at 

everything you do, even if it feels utterly 

foolish to do so: you’re opening up future 

doors and possibilities that you might not 

be seeing in the moment. 

     Only a fool would deliberately scare 

themselves – be that fool. Scaring 

ourselves is, well, scary, and that’s not 

necessarily fun for anybody. But you 

have to do it because it’s the most potent 

catalyst for growth. Eleanor Roosevelt 

once said, “You should do one thing that 

scares you every day”.  
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     Here’s another one: only a fool would 

disregard their past and future – be that 

fool. We should learn from our past and 

plan for our future right? Well, sort of. 

The problem is we often take it too far 

and we undervalue the present.  

     I wish there was a way to know what 

happens in the ‘good old days’ before 

you’ve actually experienced them. (What 

exactly are the ‘good old days’? When 

did they happen? And why?) Here’s the 

thing: good old days are good because 

they are the times we look back on and 

we really like ourselves. And I bet that 

the good old days are marked by 

relatively high levels of foolishness.  

     For example, when we go to a party 

and make a fool out of ourselves for that 

one stupid thing we did as a dare, or 

when we look back on our high school 

memories. This time in our lives is 

almost always considered as the good old 

days, and for good reason. It’s one of the 

great incubators for foolishness. 

     You went out of your way to try to fit 

in. Over the next five years you probably 

worked hard but you also did that one 

weird thing in year 7 that no one will let 

you forget about, even now. You also 

probably skipped school once or twice 

because you weren’t feeling going in that 

day. 

 

The world will tell you that 

that’s all well and good but it’s 

time to grow up now and 

leave those foolish youthful 

habits behind. Don’t fall for 

that. I’m here to tell you that 

those foolish habits are the 

real nectar of life. Don’t let 

them sit in the good old days: 

take them with you whilst you 

create more good old days. 

 

Let me ask you something: have you ever 

heard a profound insight and thought, 

that is so true? Maybe in one of the many 

morning readings given by our teachers 

with more life experience than us, or 

maybe Shakespeare, or Aristotle.  
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     The only reason profound insight 

resonates is because it means that all of 

us are brilliant and profound. 

Somewhere deep inside, we all share the 

secrets of the world, the human 

condition, all of the arts and sciences. 

How you live your life determines how 

many of those secrets will be revealed to 

you. 

     Pursuing knowledge and 

responsibility means you’re halfway 

there. The other half can only be tapped 

by being a glorious and amazing fool. 

The world cultivates conformity and 

cynicism but you don’t have to. Take a 

stand, put up a fight, be a fool! Be the 

change that you are destined to be. Be 

the fool that changes everything.   

 

 

 

  
Pursuing knowledge and responsibility means you’re 

halfway there. The other half can only be tapped by being a 

glorious and amazing fool. The world cultivates conformity 

and cynicism but you don’t have to. Take a stand, put up a 

fight, be a fool! Be the change that you are destined to be. Be 

the fool that changes everything. 

 

“ 

” 
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Miss Boresham      MILLY MARTINEZ-TURNBULL 

 

Her name was Miss Boresham. She was 

the tiniest person I have ever met, but by 

far the biggest tempered. She was 

controlling, rude and just downright 

unpleasant. On the other hand, she could 

be extremely loving and supportive. 

Many people wouldn’t know this as you 

would be lucky to actually witness this. 

     Her clothes weren’t something you 

could call fashionable. The fact that she 

wore a different coloured pair of tights 

everyday was actually quite surprising. It 

was the only reasonable part of her 

outfit. She wore a ripped apart, black, 

mid-length t-shirt which finished just 

over her bony elbow. She wore the 

ugliest, beige skirt which also finished 

just over her knobbly knees. Over this 

horrific outfit, she wore the grossest, 

dirtiest, most revolting apron ever! It had 

all kinds of different food stains on there. 

You could probably scrape a meal off it if 

you tried. Despite many dirty looks 

towards it, it just never seemed to get 

washed.  

     She was quite frightening.  Despite 

the fact she looked like a skeleton, her 

face was scary too. Her eyes were like 

black holes, large with no emotion to 

them at all. Her nose was very pointed, 

almost like the sharpened tip of a knife. 

Just below that, she had the bushiest 

strip of hair I have ever seen: not that 

you would want to, but if you did, you 

could plait it. Her lips were very thin but 

could stretch remarkable amounts when 

she was screaming at you. 

     Her expressions made it seem like she 

was going to snap at any time, which she 

probably was. This, I tell you, was 

horrific. Firstly, it all felt as if it was in 

slow motion in the beginning. Her eyes 

would widen ten times bigger. She 

would take in a gigantic breath which 

felt like an eternity to end. Her mouth 

became tighter. But most importantly 

her huge, bushy, never-ending eyebrows 

raised. When you saw this, you knew to 

brace yourself.  
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I am the Wind     CERYS WATKINS 
 

October’s onslaught of 

loathsome winds wreathed 

around the boats that lay 

heavily on the shore of the 

desolate beach town that I 

used to call home.  

Autumn was lingering upon the shores, 

waiting for winter to take the last 

remaining shreds of its sandy soul. As the 

day descended into evening, a sense of 

relief whistled through the waves 

knowing that, in my presence, they now 

had a companion.  

     Isolated and so endlessly alone, I 

climbed onto the gnarly boat which 

pricked me with splinters of shame and 

guilt. I shouldn’t have run away. I know 

that now. But from the moment the 

water supported the weight of my vessel, 

relief surged through my body; it felt so 

good to drift off into the ocean. The 

water persuaded me to continue on my 

journey, despite some distant doubts, at 

the expense of its waves.  

 

     Glancing up at the 

captivating essence of the 

crimson-hued sunset, no one 

could describe the indulgent 

feeling of freedom that 

bubbled inside me, wiping the 

regret away from deep within 

my heart. As I allowed the 

sunset to aim its descending 

rays of light at my fragile 

body, I relished how the 

dusky shadows cast disguising 

patterns across the bruises 

tattooed upon my arms.  
 

I felt more alive than ever. The further I 

drifted away from the shore, the safer I 

felt as more distance was created 

between myself and... him.  
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     I’m left red raw. 

     Birds scream. 

     The wind howled and suddenly there 

was no more sunlight left to be seen, 

indicating the chilling ride ahead as the 

boat swayed in the fast rhythm of the 

waves.  

 

Golden and amber light was 

instantly replaced with onyx 

and opaque bleakness. The 

very air became dense with 

the weight of melancholy; it 

suffocated me with 

repentance and dread.  
 

     I screamed for my innocence: why 

was I still being punished by God; why 

wouldn’t he let me escape? But not a 

sound could be heard from me; instead, a 

coarse whisper escaped my lips as though 

I was enclosed in a world of darkness. 

The cold air prickled me with 

vulnerability. Night stormed in with the 

hands of thunder and the wings of 

lightening, stirring the ocean into a 

potion of malevolence and destruction.  

      

The arthritic panels of wood 

decayed instantly in the           

first invasion of waves.             

They showed no mercy.  

 

Water cascaded in with violence and 

fervour, surrounding me with pools of 

pulsating danger.  

     The shore was still in sight. I could 

have returned. But only at the expense of 

my own desolation.  

     Instead, I accepted my fate and 

greeted death with a judicious and 

bittersweet calm. My lungs inhaled the 

salty water. My eyes were blurred with 

the image of darkness. I realised that God 

was finally setting me free.  

     I now look down on the desolate 

beach town and upon the straggling 

remains of the boat that drifted back to 

the shore. I am the loathsome wind that 

October’s onslaught wreaths around the 

place that I used to call home.  
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Louisa Young. Acrylic on paper.  
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Armistice HARRY PEARCE 

 

As the soldiers return to those they honour, 

they emerge as outsiders to those they love, 

as intruders to those who laughed with them, 

and dead, to those that resent their lives. 

For reasons forgotten, they crawled back  

as only scraps of what they were. 

 

They kept quiet, with an ocean of secrets. 

Their family and friends grew further apart, 

as if a canyon appeared between them. 

Eventually after years of conflict in their mind, 

they left their war and returned to… nothing. 

 

And after countless questions, they find they 

are alone without a soul to comfort them, 

until they sleep in a coffin with those who laughed  

and cried with them by their side one last time. 

 

they emerge as outsiders to those they love, 

as intruders to those who laughed with them, 

and dead, to those that resent their lives. 

 

“ 
” 
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Escape     MAISIE MCMILLAN 
 

I’ve escaped! I’ve finally escaped. 

Escaped the feeling of being locked in a 

cage like an animal, with people 

watching my every move, treating me 

like a slave. I can hear them, screaming 

my name to go back, but I can’t: I’m free. 

I run through the rainforest as fast as 

lightning. I can see the outline of a 

volcano and get a tingling in my feet and 

just know I have to climb it.  

 

     But no matter how much 

further I run towards the 

volcano, it seems to be 

moving further away. The 

shouting of men follows me 

like a shadow. I run, faster 

and faster and faster. 
 

  Suddenly I feel a snake skidding across 

my shoes. Before, I felt as though I was 

in a cage; now, it is as though I am in a 

zoo, an environment that I can’t escape. 

The molten rock made the floor start to 

feel uneven. I have never seen anything 

as tall. 

     I begin to climb. As I get higher, I grip 

on for my life. Every step I take, a piece 

of rock falls, plummeting to the ground. I 

watch my every step, trying to avoid the 

magma, the sweat dripping off my head 

like water running out of a tap. My only 

goal: to get to the top. 

     I run, faster and faster and faster. 

    I look up: it feels as though I am in the 

clouds. I take a breath and look around 

me. I can see for miles. I don’t worry 

about where I am going to go or live; I 

am frozen in the moment. I stand there 

speechless. I had been locked up in the 

camp for over a year and now it has 

come to an end. 

     As the sun sets, I look across the 

whole forest. I am finally free and ready 

to fly far away. 
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Haunting Memories     JADE BASHALL 

 

Haunting memories morph the new day; 

sleepless nights wear me away. 

Figures of peace, no more than death.  

Deceit and deception: take your final breath. 

Figments of the past have become me.  

I’ll never know who I will ever be. 

A devoted and dedicated dad, 

Or a soldier who’s going mad? 

Lies of life, when will they end? 

Finished and done. “Your life will now mend.” 

 

 

Flashbacks     RUBY CHAN 
 

Parading down streets, overflowing with sunny excitement, 

I marched straight to my death hole. 

 

Treated like heroes, ate like kings: 

We weren’t human, we were pigs to the slaughter. 

 

Bright bunting in white and red, 

Red. Blood. 

 

Cheers of little girls and boys, women with faces beaming, 

Screaming in agony. Groaning. Dying. 
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Captive     YANIE CHOMSIN 
 

I am framed by an icy blanket of shadow 

that covers my world. We are all 

crowded together like a wave of an 

ocean. I open my eyes as wide as I could 

but I can see nothing, nothing at all. The 

feeling of suffering hits my brain. My 

instinct tells me to try and run away, but 

I can’t. There is barely any room to lay 

on one side. I strangle others that are 

next to me.  

 

The air is contaminated with 

animal flesh. Fears creep into 

my body: the fear of a 

destination that would never 

end, the fear of a loss that I 

could never bring back, the 

fear of a danger that is ahead 

of me. 
 

     The night sky keeps on rippling like it 

is alive. My body bumps to the left and 

to the right. This nightmare happens to 

me during the day, but it is the night that 

could turn into years. Until one night, 

the last night of fear, when light finally 

guides me to a completely new place. 

Somewhere that could either be a dream 

or a reality. 

 

       I am put into a place 

surrounded by wires: I am a 

prisoner. Grey stone and thick 

metal bars. Is this the end of 

my life? It is no brighter inside 

than the gathering gloom of 

dust. I scream and weep like a 

great shard of glass. I  wish 

that I could hear the voice of 

my son answering me. But I 

can only hear the echoing 

sound of myself, returning to 

me like a mirror.  
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I close my eyes and try to breathe calmly 

as I spend a night praying for my son. I 

hope that he is safe. 

     A light appears through the metal, a 

bright orange light that shines through 

the cracks of the wall into my face. I 

slowly open my eyes. I am pushed and 

shoved outside. All the others and I are 

forced to march in a line over to a big 

hall, striped with white and red. People 

make us do different tricks that we aren’t 

used to. They climb up my body and try 

to control what I must do and the 

direction I must go. Rules apply to us: 

whoever breaks them gets beaten. I try 

to find my boy, but there is no sign of 

him at all.  

      My rumbling stomach is calling out 

for food. Here, they only feed me with 

small portion of hay and water.  

 

Starvation turns into habit as 

I get weaker and weaker. I 

spend most of my life behind 

bars, chained for days. 

People ride on my back.  

They jab me with bullhooks 

and sink them into my 

sensitive skin and yank so 

hard that I squawk. They 

whip me in the face and ears 

and across my body. Wounds 

appear everywhere, all over 

my entire body. It hurts, like 

a knife blade stabbing right 

into my heart, and it is so 

painful that I am not able to 

stand. I am brimming over 

with rage. 

     Days gradually pass away in the 

blazing heat or the freezing cold.  I can’t 

spend the rest of my life here. My lovely 
son is still waiting for me to go back 
home. I always repeat this sentence to 

myself. I miss him like the flower misses 

the rain. I miss him like the sun misses 

its shine. I miss him like stars miss the 

sky.  



89 

 

     The time of the witching hour has 

finally come. I have decided to smash the 

barrier out of the way.  

     I am plunged into darkness. The air is 

saturated with prayers and dreams. 

     My feet are slowing down. There is 

now way that can be seen.  

     I am in the middle of nowhere.  

     The wind screams at me as it blows 

past. Leaves rustle in the wind. I stand 

still, and let my feeling lead me back to 

my son. 

        All of a sudden, a spot of light races 

swiftly towards me. I gaze at it. I see that 

it is getting bigger and bigger… Boom! I 

tumble down to the ground. 

       My body is damp with my blood that 

flows like a river down to the floor.  

     The last minute of my breath leads me 

to the picture of a beautiful forest with 

me and my dearest son playing with 

butterflies. I can still feel the warmth of 

him when he was around me. That 

feeling is never going to change. My 

body gets to rest but my soul will always 

be with him, forever. Oh dear, my little 

elephant, please stay alive with 

happiness. 

       Godspeed, my lovely son. Sweet 

dreams, my lovely son. My love will fly 

to you each night on angels’ wings. 

Godspeed. Sweet dreams. 

 

I can still feel the warmth of him when he was around me. That 

feeling is never going to change. My body gets to rest but my soul 

will always be with him, forever. Oh dear, my little elephant, please 

stay alive with happiness. Godspeed, my lovely son. Sweet dreams, 

my lovely son. My love will fly to you each night on angels’ wings. 

Godspeed. Sweet dreams. 

 

“ 

” 
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