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magazine!
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written by students who attend the Creative Writing Cliibe club meets every Monday

lunchtimefor half an hourand is an opportunity for pupils from a range of years to have

fun, improve their writing skills, and share and discuss their work. Each week we engage in
different activities and games to spark creativity and inspire new ideas for writing projects.
Also,members have regular opportunities to enter bothsohool and national

competitions.

As the outgoing creative writing prefects, we would like to thank Mrs Whittingham for

leading the club, bringing such enthusiasm to every meeting, and for providing helpful

advice and encouragement to all. Furthermore, we are grateful to everyone who has

contributed to the magazine and shown such commitment to the club throughout the year.

We are delighted to welcome Laurend Florencé & y SEG &SI NRa ONBIF GAGS
and wish them every success in their new roles.

We hope you enjoy reading the wide range of works that students have written and hope
that it inspires you to try out writing yoursedindto join the club if you are a student. The
Creative Writing Club is open to everyone, and there is a very relaxed atmosphere, making it
accessible for both novice and experienced writers alike.

From all of us in the creative writing team, we wish you a wonderful summer holiday and
happy readingand writing!

Erin, Oliviaand EllieU6

A special thank you

Sincethe Creative Writing Club beg&our years agoit has
had staunchsupportfrom AlicePhillips The club and would
like to thank her forll of her interest and involvement.

We wish her a very happgtirement and hope that she will
continue to read our magazine in years to come.

Vanessa Whittingham
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Creative Writing Competion Winners 205

TKA& &SIFNRa ¢gK2fS aOK 2 2tiad dor&tion ds @SherheNA ( A y 3

Entrantscould submit a poem, short story, screenplay or plegt was inspired by
connection.

First Prize andavinner of the Creative Writing Cup

In Orbit

I melt into you, sharing gravity,
Pulled together instead of down. &
Orbiting each other as if we are all that exists. o

Our blood rushing parallel as we touch,
Along your arms, | see my veins, my children's too
Connected in ways | did not know were possible.

Did you know you pull me

In ways | did not know | could be pulled?
You move us together.

In ways | did not know existed.

I'm always watching you, through space
Across time.

| see nebula when you blink.

And | become lost in our universe.

The stars never blinked for me,

But they light up just for you.

You ignite them, illuminating them as you walk
As if Angels were aware of your presence.

| ache when | am away from you,

A magnetic force, screaming(i dzNJ/ . | NP dz
You are my compass, my needle, my north star
You are my love, my heart that beats from afar.

My soul will find yours when we die.

Summeru6e
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Second Prize

The hread of Us

Beneath the stars, where silence hums,
An unseen thread between us runs.
Through lifetimes lived and yet to be,
It bindsyour heart, your soul, to me.
No matter the distance, the years, the space,
No matter the changes etched on our face,
This thread may stretch, it may twist, may fray,
But never will it break or drift away.

For when two souls are meant to be,
They find each other, inevitably.
Even if oceans rise, or mountains divide,
¢CKA& UKNBIFIR gAftf Lzt dza

If I ever lose you, | will not rest;
LQftf &Sk NOK F2NJ &2dzNJ a2 dz
Each glance, each voice, a fleeting chance

| aKFIR2g 2F @2dz Ay GKS é2%¢
And when | close my eyes at night,

LGiQa @&2dz 6K2 {1SSLBA Y& RNB

The sun and moon, forever apart, o

Carry the weight of a shared heart. )

They reach through time in an endless dance,
90f ALIASA LINRYS UGUKSAN t20S
You are the echo of a love once known,
The face of the past my heart calls home.
When our eyes meet, the earth holds its breath,
Time blows low, life forgets death.
In that moment, the world fades away,
Nothing exists but the bond we replay.

If someday you feel you've lost it all,

When the leaves of your life begin to fall,
Remember the trees in winter's frost,
Standing firm, though their leaves are lost.
They know that spring will come again, J
CKFEG €tAFS NBGdzZNYyaE FFOESNI ap
So too, this thread will weather the storm,
Through love reborn and heat transformed.

Tabithal6
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Third Prize

The Wildflower Meadow

Throughout my life, many have spoken fondly of the loving relationship that sisters can
share. | have always been grateful Faving a relationship such as this, as my sister and |
have created many memories together. Our similarity in age has served us well. We were
able to experience life under roofs of similar protection, the coctka security we felt

inside our teepee tert at age five being my favourite. There were also times when we felt
as if there were no boundaries at all, we pranced through meadows of thriving wildflowers
and danced outside when the rain came pelting down.

Those are some of the fondest recollections | can find from inside my photo album of a

memory. Back when life was more simple, in our days of daisy chains and shared bedrooms,

we had arinseverabd ¥ A SNOS O2yySOGA2yT AdQa & AT 6S &
together. My childhood self was innocent. My childhood self was adventurous. But my

OKAf RK22R aStF¥ KIR y2 1y2¢ftSR3IS 2F OF yOSNDa
hands of thigliness.

Today, in my days of paperwork and piles of laundry, | feel the loss of mystigtdrom

FAYEtSaa GSFENR (G2 || RS@2d2NAy3I @2AR 6KAOK az 2
Y& aAadSNRa RSFOUKEZ &SG GKS STFFSOG A4 KFa 3IAL
yesterday when | was weeping by her death bed. This new andiefchgs sought me out,

reoccurring with painful reality. Now that life is more complex, the loss of my sister has

become more complex as well. But the worst part about all of this is that nothing hdo

therapy, no distraction, no cryingcan bringh&J 6 01 ® C2NJ a4dz0K | f 2y 3
able to move on from the fact that she is gone, and so is our connection.

But right now, it is summer, and my sister loved summer. Her favourite part about it was
watching the sun sink into the wildflower meadow near where we grew up. Suddenly, |
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somehow consideg from deep down within me that visiting the place she loved so dearly
might fill the empty void inside my heart.

It is a long drive to reach my hometown, a drive so far from where 1 live now. While | am

here, seeing people from my childhood, | keep a feigned smile on my face. If someone were

to give me their condolences, | have planned to simply accept and moverthringave not

come here to intensify my yearning for the life | once had. | have come here to visit the

wildflower meadow where | hope to find solace and a connection to my sister.

Afternoon has turned to early evening, and | walk through awashed woodland to my
RSAGAYIFGA2Yyd ¢KAA LI GKIZ RIFLILI SR gA0GK LI G§OKSa
favourite place. By the time | reach it, the sun has nestled itself low in thesskn to be

dipping into the trees in the distance. The sky has melted into warm pinks and oranges, and

the clouds are painted smudges, like candy floss. That comparison makes me remember

how my sister used to adore the sweet fluffiness of this sweeidttvéhen we would go to

GKS &adzYYSNJ FFANY ¢KAA YSY2NE YI1Sa YS avaitsSd
mouth, but it is a smile nonetheless.

| take a deep breath of fresh air, and breath out slowly. Being here in a place flooding with
memories of my sister provides me with a strange sensation. | am missing her, but not quite
like I normally do; instead of being consumed by mountains of sadhassstrangely

contented. At once | find a part of me being pulled towards the memory of my sister. Out of
the silence, a comfortingly familiar voice breaks my reverie.
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Gl Sez¢ GKS @2A0S aleéea az2Faftexs yR L GdzNy (2
none other than my sister. | am struck with disbelief, and seeing; loetthis vision of her, |
begintoconsidecY { Sa Y& KSI NI f dzNSEK dK | dalytcxtia AoiSSS ya Ala K
0SSy KSNB Ay | 3Saopé

Gl 26 XK ¢CKAA Ydzad o0S Yeé AYFAAYyFGA2yd | 2dz OF yC
2dza i OF y QU Dead\¥u arekd€ad.¢g 2 NRa ®

G5SIRKEE fA1S aKSLAI ya SNESER YK GY AR R2 Say Qi
not sure which statement she is referring to, being dead or reading my mind. It could be
either, or both, | realise.

Then, she reaches over and holds my hand, but | feel no physical connection. Feeling this
absence of touch leads me to understand that my sister standing here is a mere figment of
Y& AYFIAYLGA2yd 1§t GKS alyYSs | IsaySalodd NBf & R
G¢KAA Aa 2dzad Y& INARST LIXFeAy3a GNRAOlaA 2y YSd

Gal@6S Al Aad .dzi YI@0S (GKAA QOAaAizylimap KSNB
not be real, but never forget that our love always will be. Remember, despite the pain grief

Oty AYyFEAOGZ O2yySOiGA2Y YR t20S gAGK FASNDS
It 6l &8a KSNB gAGK &2dzp D22R0&8SZ &AadeE

GD22RXé L AGFNIOZXZ odzi L Odzi 2FF 6KSy L &aSS &k
GKS AT RTFE26SNED . 8Sdé L FAYAAKD . dzi O2y aAR
profound truth, I remind myself that this is not goodbye forever. | will car to live with a

RATFSNBYG @OASg 2F Y& araitSNna ftAFS FyR RSIFGK

ours has remained unsevered, and her death made no difference to it.

We are in different worlds, physically separated by the transition from life to death, but our
connection, our love, will travel through any dimensional plane and keep us together at
heart. That, | think, is beautiful.

IsabellaU4
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Specidy Commended

That Little Girl

My dad still calls me little girl,

And | always tell him to stop,

GLQ@S INBgyYy dzZLJ y2¢ 51 RZE
But the truth is | have not.

L ¢A&K L O2dzZ R 32 o601 ol O1 2
When | wore a princess dress all the time,
When my mum still cut my hair;

¢KS 3IANI dGKIG RARYQG OFNB |0 2dz
Nor if the colours matched just right.

A little girl that slept with all her teddies,

So none felt left out at night.

LQY y20G GKIFIG €tAGGHE S
Yet my love is as hot as a flame.

The connection | have with that little girl,
Will always remain the same.

EmiliaL4

' 6AYS L RAR
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Commended

My final acceptance

Another day pretending,

Pretending that you care.

You can never imagine the pain,

Let alone the despair,

How I struggle while you celebrate,

And our connection no longer elates.

For my heart swells and chokes at your name,
While my life to you is only a game.

But you would not know and

You would not care.

You are beyond my dreams,

My goals and my liberty.

Never again will you have to bleed,

In order to give me what | need.

| know you despise but please hear my call,
FormyO2yySOilAzy (2 &2dz A4

Let us waltz, your hand in mine.

To return to the linear and above the divine.
But before you let go,

To send me from woe,

Tell me you know and tell me you care.

| used to dream of a saviour like you,

To pull me into your arms like you used to do.
But | fail to see the wicked beyond your own lies,
Of course, | am no match for your anger nor your disguise.
Surely, | am content that | am only a whisper,
Or a shadowed thought in your twisted truth?

| cannot make you understand,

But look and see we stand on common ground.

When you look to her eyes do you think of me too?
Or is that just my wish to not see the clues.
Perhaps you dismiss but you still sliced my heart,
But it is not like | can leave and forget that we are
apart.

So, | will put our connection away and behind,

So now and never will | again be led blind.

Oliviau5s
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The Invisible Thread
Violet

Jolting awake from my thunderous dream, | struggle to untangle the threads of reality.

Fighting between the possible and inevitable, | pry my eyes open, as the fog unmasks my
vision. Thefeel of my cotton blanket grounds me, and the comforting warmth of the sun

dapples on my face. | look out the window and there it is agthe faint outine of Sun Tale

[ AN NE® ¢K2dzZAK LQ@OS ySOSNI 6SSys Al a2YSK2g

| clutch my hand close to my chest as my heart beats erratically. | look further again as vision
comes racing to me. | see tleats of the wooden tabourets anainding sconces and a

dashing dimple from a genuine smile.

Who is he?

Xander

Screams.
Horrible screams echo inside my head.

G{ANE IINBX &2dz 'f NAIKGIKeé LREtAGSEE® (GKS YIy I 4&aj

GhK 8S38X &d2NNEB lFo2dzi GKIFIdd L& GKSNB FyeikKAyS3
books.

Gb2> odzi GKIFYy]l €2dz OSNE YdzOKHE
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back of my mind. Haunting my day as well as night.

| rub my temples, the library is quiet and looming. So unlike the roaminty head are her
AYyaraiaSyid 6KAALISNE YR FlLAYy(d az2dzyRa 3yl gAy3

Salt air tingles through my nose as | make my way through the town. | hear the distant cries

of the seagulls and the harsh sound of the water as it crashes against theTdwmdanake

YS O2yiGSyid 2y Y& ¢l & G2 GKA& &SI NDRa C2dzy RSNI
No. Am | still going though because | want to flee the monstrosity that lurks in my head?

Yes.

Violet

Still, his laugh playing like a

melody in my head. I link arms

with my best friend through the

fair. Ever since | wdstle this

time of the year was always the

most ecstatictime6 dzi L R2y Qi
know if | will say the same this

year.

The smell of chocolate and

caramel dipped apples waft

through the air, trying to hold me

together while | flee away. Lights

twinkle overhead and the sound

of laughter twirls in my ears, but

none of it feels quite the same. |

3t yO0S G Ye o0Sad TN
grinning ear to ear, tugging me

toward the merry-go-round.

G/ 2YS 2y> e2dz dzaSR
she says, her voice light and full of

the excitement | wish | could

Ydza G SN W!' aSR (2Q o6S
now.

'l don't know how | feel about this
Steph,' | say, my stomach turning.
| lookat herbeside me and see
her sparking blue eyes glittering
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in the hue of greenThen | realise that sacrificing my fear is better than watching her flicker
fade away.

As we get orour horses her whimsical laugh I§tmy heart slightly.

The hairs on the back of my neck start to rise and that's when | feel it. Feel him. He is here.

He is definitely here. | snap my head around in all directions trying to find the face of my
imagination. In my peripheral, | see him and he's staring righk bame.

Oh god. Oh god. Oh gods.

| SQa S@PSy Y2NB Fffdz2NAy3a (GKIy GKS simpiytheél yOS Y
devil incarnate. His jeiblack hair is gelled back in thin lines down to his sharp jaw which is

finer than blades. His menacing dark eyes bore into mine.

Xander

She is a mirage, a naturally occurring optical phenomenon that bends light rays to produce
the image of a girl who is a familiar face but is unknown beneath the surface.

I St Catherine’s School
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KS 0 NHzi K A & Ndt ready2Notvirat rhayed ler l&u§hNokther favourite colour.

K2 a4KS gl yGSR G2 0SS 6KSY shekiSheXKNB D adzld K2 N AYF |
GKAAX2RR FT2NJ YSD | F @Ay (KA & |hethdvonerkiey ¢ A G K
way most do, but | know her in a way no one else ever would. Two strangers in a woven

path, forced to sharelt hummed between utke asecretL & 1 Aff a KSNJ GKFG &K
the scissors and cut iit kills me that | want more of it.

N

Violet

| jJump offmy horseneeding to leave the wrath of his stare. Turning towards the exit, | grab
{GSLKQa FINY 3AAQAYy3d y2 SELIIYlIGA2y® ¢KSY L al
o0& | KFENR gltfttd 2FrAG | glfftK b2y y24 | gl ffx
'Who are you?' his voice like a slap, sharp and lethal.

'Who are you?' | retort trying to maintain my composure though my nerves are hard to

conceal with my shaky hands. Realising, | put my hands behind my back discreetly. But | do

know him, he's the face of my drearrm should | say nightmareshis hair, hieyes, his

body. All too familiar.

'l asked first," he says tone laced with malice.

'My name is....yyou um hold no significance to me, | am in no position to tell you,' | say my
chin high, indicating a confidence | don't feel.

g, 6 2dzQNBE GKS IANI = (1SLIWG Ay G4KS ol O] 2F Yeé 0NY
front.'

His words seem like a jab to the stomach, though | don't know why. He doesn't know me,
and | don't know him. But is that really true? Do | know him?

U, 2dzQNBE KAYZY L albé Yeé KFyRa FLfftAy3a fAYLX &
'Who's him?'
WY, 2dz0Q

| focus on thenails, | claw into my palm as something solid to keep my intrigue masked.

Xander

"Me?" | echo, a slow smirk tugging at my lips as I tilt my head, still trying to piece her
together. "Please, do enlighten mevho exactly am 1?" Sarcasm drips from wogrds, but
beneath it, something else lingers. Curiosity. Recognition.

2% St Catherine’s School
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Her delicate fingers rise to her temples, rubbing slow circles as if trying to wipe me from her
GAaAAZ2Y® 1 a AF aKS OFyQid ljdAdS 6StASPS LQY ai

"l see you everywhere," she murmurs, her voice barely above a whisper. "In my slumber, in
my wake... in my darkness." The last word falters, almost as if she aches to say it. She
shakes her head and presses her palm against it twice, as if trying todgheuself.

"Dreams?" | ask.

She hesitates, her expression unreadable. "l guess."

A short, hollow laugh escapes me. "While you've been tucked away in dreams," | say, voice
dropping lower, "I've been drowning in chaos."

G2 1S dzLX¥é
G2gKIFG L FY |61 1S2¢é aKS O2dzyi SNA®
G2 1 1S dzldoé

BrindaU5
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Connection

-Orange, honey, grapes and tea...
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2 KlIG | y2yaSyasS e2dzQ@S 2dzai
-Dionysus; god of wine besides fertility.

And ancient priceless gifteom gods.

We are connected to the past in every single action and in every single thing.
So, same as our descendants will receive, whatever we may bring ,

We will be learning from our past,

From past since the beginning.

And telling our children and their children about the foundations and creations

We might as well explore some new beginnings and new endings.

lf K2dz3KX L R2y Qi (GKAy]l GKSNB gAftt oS
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How many times did humans fight?
A dozen? A Hundred? A Thousand?

b2y GKSNBQ& lo62dzi F2dz2NIISSy GK2dzal yR Yl &aaiags
timeline.

These are the ones that were written down, yet still many remain uncounted.
How many times it will take for us to get that wars are barbaric and useless?

| hope it will happen, late better than never,

Because people, who died were not worthless.

| can be seen as soft and mindless,

.dzi L R2yQl ¢yl (2 0S RSFSyOStSaao
Yes, | am young and | am terrified to live in the society,

Where people judge : by race, by colour and even by the length of a skirt or the everyday
hairstyle,

And only thing | am able to do is just smile,
While walking the mile in their shoes,
{2 = LQff KIFE@S GKSANI aK2Sa FyR ¢SQff KI@S

between us the distance of a mile .

Humans should be
empathetic!

LAy Qi GKAA oKL

Well, then those truths are
told,

.dzi GKS tASa

Same plot and same script,
Exact same ideas.

Like second andr&t world
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And all wars before,
Same goals and results,
Same losers and winners

And history loops once more.

Connection between the today and tomorrow,
And all of those days that had past,
Is like the alignment of tiles in domino,

Or cards in the large house of cards.

| know thatmy poem had escalated quickly

From oranges straight into wars,

.dzi KAadG2NEBQa tA1S GKIFQ

Like ants in death spiral, till the end there it goes.

SofiilaU5
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The Calls

Love can come in many formscln be a dozen red roses and expensive gifts or grand
gestures and public displays of affection. But | think the best form love can take is in simply
being seen a silent understanding, a connection.

May 30th was when the first phone call came. It was late in the evening. The air was thick

and warm, laced with the faint smell of pollen from the flowers beneath me. | was sitting on

the fire escape, looking over the city that had seen me grow up. Thevdsyglow, perhaps
GKFiQa ¢Keé GKS OFrfft OFYS ¢KSYy AG RAR® LG g1t &
reluctantly walked back into the apartment and answered. | spoke into the phone but got

no response for a few seconds before a voice answered.

G+SNIKé AdG OFffSR®
Gb2 2yS o0& GKIGO ylIYS tA@Sa KSNBZI LQY FFNI ARG

| could hear light breathing on the other side of the phone, like someone was mustering up
the courage to speak again. | waited to see what they would say.

Jatia St Catherine’s School
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ALQY GSNNRAofeée a2NNEO® L (K2dAaAK{G SN} fAOSR KS
old, tired,andwearyt A1 S AG 61 ayQid NBlIffeé GKSNBI odzi Al

¢tKS aSO2yR OF ff RJumRLN I haust&turfiedl Ndmla haiday ands
was mourning the loss of freedom and the absence of responsibilities. Once again, | was out
on the fire escape, this time not looking out onto the city but the otwagt onto my
neighbourhood and the street below me. Children home from school played in the streets,
chalk patterns covered the tarmac, and their laughter echoed through the breeze.

The conversation started off the same as it did before. The voice asked for a woman named
Vera, and | reminded it that no one by that name lived here anymore. The voice apologised
just like it did before. But this time, before hanging up, it asked me ateure

Ge¢Stf YSZé GKS @2A0S o0S3lys aAa GKSNB aidAtf

w»

ar (K

(@p))

a 0Sad Ay DbSg . 2NJ] Pé

GD22RZ¢ (KS @2A0S 6KAALISNBRO
G2 KeKé¢ L ljdzSatAz2ySR®

GL 2dzad NBYSYOSNI a2YS FT2yYR YSY2NRS&a (GKSNBXE
up. How did they know about the deli?

After the second one, the calls started weighing heavily on my mind. No one used the

landline anymore, so | knew that whenever the phone rang, it was the voice calling. | started

to hate leaving the house in fear thatthe voige2 dzf R Ol t f gKSy L ¢l ayQi
sleeping in case | missed the sharp ringing of the phone. All | wanted to do was sit under the
LIK2ySs NBFRe (2 FyasgSNI 0KS Y2YSyld GKS @2A0S
later that the third call came.

August 24 | had just returned from grocery shopping. | had various pots, bottles, and

punnets scattered across my kitchen counters as | moved in and out of the fridge and

pantry. Once again, the conversation started the same way as it always did. | had to once

aglhy (USff GKS @2A0S GKIFIG GKSNB ¢l a y2 +£SNI 3 |
apology. This time, however, the voice asked me another question.

tt

0 A (2L tSTG 6AYR26
ANB S

G/ Ly @2dz
TNRY (KS

H o

| told the voice to wait for a moment as | went to check. | ran to the fire escape, climbed out
onto it, and looked directly into the top left window of the house the voice had described.
Yes, yes, you could.

L NIy o6F0O]1 G2 GKS LK2yS G2 IyasSNI 0KS @2A0SC
the voice had hung up.

e
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Weeks and months passed, but | never got a fourth call. | began to forget all about the
voice, Vera, the deli, and the top left windowike it was all part of a dream that |

happened to share with the voice. On October 3rd, | received my first letteredde Iwas
ending soon, and | needed to find a new home. As | started house hunting and packing up
my belongings, the only thing | longed for was one last call. A call to explain all the ones
before. Who was the voice? But more importantly, who was Vera? wéhng there fond
memories at the deli? And what was so special about the top left window of the
brownstone townhouse across the street?

Two nights before | was due to leave, | took a risk. For the first time ever, | called the voice.
It felt so wrong to do like | was invading the privacy of this mysterious entity who

somehow knew too much about where | lived. The voice answered my io&ited the

voice to tea the following day, even though my tea set was deep in a cardboard box
somewhere, and | had not a single pastry in the fridge. The voice agreed, and | anxiously
waited the following day for it to come so | could put a face to it, sould ask who Vera

was, so | could be told about the fond memories of the deli.

The voice never came, though. That evening, or maybe it was the early hours of the
morning, the phone rang for the fourth and final time.

Stft23 Lt!lfyo SIS @eiicssSé Ad o0S3IFyed aL OFy (St
LINPOFOf& Y2NB OdzNA2dza | 62dzi +SNI o¢

¢tKS @2A0Ss y2¢6 !'fo0SNI CAGT S O2y(iAydzsSR® &+ SNI

G2 KSNBE A& a4KS y24KE L FaiSRe® IS KSaAdlrGaSR Y2
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odzi y24 Ay | &aFR gleéx tA1S KS (yS¢ KS O2dz Ry

GL YySOSNI KSINR KSNJI g2A0S 0STF2NBE akKS fSTlo ¢K
G.dzi 6Ke& y20GKé L LINASRO®
It was after this that Albert Fitz, the voice, told me the truth about Vera.

Vera was born and raised in New York, while Albert only moved to the brownstone

townhouse opposite her when he was fifteen. The top left window belonged to his

bedroom, where he would sit and gaze out at her every morning before school and every
eveningbhd§ 2 NE 60 SR® | S yS@OSNI 1ySs o6Ke aKS RARyQil |
from peers in his class.

G{KS OFryQil KSINE¢ alFAR (GKS RStA 2¢gySNRa azy
followed him around. The boy told them the story of how she had gone into the deli and
tried to get a job, but without being able to hear or talk particularly effectivetg was

A~ 4 A X A

GdZNYy SR R2¢6yd {KS g1 a NB2SOGSR 0S0FdzaS akKS O2

Albert knew the feeling very wellhe had felt it too. Vera was trapped in a glass box. She

gl & aSSy o& SOSNER2yS> o6dzi KSINR o6& y2 2ySo |
because he was new to the school and partially because of his very basicoded
gyt AaKd ! f K2dzZAK KS 0O2dz RyQi aLlsSriz KS O
Ay GKS g2NIR FNRBdzyR KAYX o6dzi ¢KSy KS (N
resorted to reading, learning about worlds outside of his own ttrais$ himself from the
loneliness he faced.

I FTOSNI KSINAY3I GKS RStEtA 2gySNRa azys !''foSNI o
and left it on her doorstep, along with a short list of fasouritebooks. Once Vera had

received his gifts, she smiled at him from her fire escape, and a friendship began. They

RARY QU ySSR G2 GlFrf1 F2NJ K2dzZNA 2y GKS LK2yS 2
each other well enough not to have to exchange many wauall. All they needed were

their words about theineighbourhood the deli, and the fire espe that could be seen

from the top left window of the brownstone townhouse across the street. For them, it was

enough. It was all they needed.

Ge¢KFyYyl @2dzx !''fo0SNI CAGT @ L K2LJS &2dz FAYR @&2d

| hung up the call. I will miss the voice as | move, but its lesson will forever stay with me: You
R2y Qi ySSR ¢2NRAa 1oyfedlihgs.S | O2yySOGAZ2Y
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Red String

There is this theory, that my mother used to tell me when | was little. She used to tell me
that when someone is born, an invisible red thread is tied around the fingers of people who
are destined to meet each other.

When | first met Markus in year two of
school, we clicked instantly and | was sure
that our red strings would never loosen. |
remember being so insanely addicted to
making sure our red strings never snappe _
2N) f22aSySRxE S@Sy ¥ _— 0zNB
whenit begart when the first slight fraying ‘
of our strings occurred, unnoticed but
inevitable, or perhaps it was a slow,
imperceptible erosion that took years to
make itself visible. But | do know that it wa
during a moment like any other, one of
those briefexchanges that used to carry sc
much weight, that | first felt the distance
between us. It was a Monday, or perhaps .

Tuesday; | can never quite remember the
exact day, because time had begun to fee
indistinct, a vague collection of moments
GKFd O2dZ RQOS 0SSy
without anyone noticing.

We were sitting in our usual caféhe one
with the half worn wooden tables,
comfortable velvet chairs and the flickerin
fluorescent lights that buzzed softly in the
corners, the air always tinged with the
smell of burnt coffee. It was the same café
GSQR fgl&da YSSG Ay 6KSYy 6S gSNB @&2dzy3as GKS
everything and nothing, ignoring all the other kids that invited us to play football. Now, it

felt like we were sitting there because we were too tired to find anywhere ¢leeked

over at Markus, across from me, and watched him stir his coffee absently. His eyes were

fixed on the steam rising from the mug, and his expression was distant. | could tell that
something was bothering him, but like always, | was too afraid to askidAdf the silence

that might follow, the awkwardness that would seep in if | dared to acknowledge that things

were no longer the way they once were.

G, 2dz SOSNJ GKAY]l 6SQONB 3ISGGAYy3a 2f RKE |
guestion hung there, like an unexpected weight lingering in the air, and for a momt/\/@
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L RARYQUO (y286 K2g G2 |
one of those questions that sounded

so simple but felt impossible to

dzy LJ O1® L f I dZAKSRX 0 dz
laugh, more of a reflex, something
automatic, like a protective barrier. It
gl a + fl1dAaAK GKIFaG RA
SeSax GKFG RARYQG KI

GL R2yQil 1y2¢x¢é L al Al
little too light, a little too forced.

Gale@oS® .dzi 3ISHGAy3T 21
LI NI 2F A0 NRIKGK | 2«
RARY QUi NBaLRyR NARIK(G |
;3 kept stirring his coffee, his fingers

| tight around the handle, as ihe act

| of stirring was the only thing keeping

' him anchored to this world. |

watched him, trying to understand,

trying to grasp whatever had shifted

in his mood, in his presence. There

was something hollow about him

now, as though the person | had

known, he Markus who was once so

full of life and energy, had begun to

wither away under some invisible

weight.

GL 3IdzSaazée KS &FAR [ FGSNIF ¢gKAEST KAa ©@2A0S
what he meant. This. What was this? The silence that had started to fill the spaces between

us? The way our conversations had grown thin and fragmented?athénkt, despite all

GKS @SIFNER 6SQR alLlSyd G23SGKSNE L O02dzZ RyQi NBFB
anything with the excited tone we used to have?

GL R2y Q0O 1y29¢ oKIFG €2dz YSIyZé L alFARI fSIFyAy
to understand. But his gaze remained distant, his eyes unfocused. It was as though he was
ASSAYy3a a2YSUKAY3 06Se2yR YS3I &a2YSRAKRWEAI L yoRads
Instead, he sat back in his chair, rubbing his temple with his fingers, like the weight of

whatever was on his mind was too much for him to bear. The silence between us stretched

longer than it had in years, thick and suffocating. | fethething shifting something |

gl ayQi adaNB L O2dzZ R ad2L) a2YSOKAYy3 GKIF GO KIR
GAYSZ dzyaSSy odzi AYyS@OAUGlIofSd Gal NJdzax &2dz 21
this time. He looked at me then, hisgaze megBtn YA Y S T2 NJ 6 KS FANRG GAY
FYR L alg Ad® LG witwaysOnethihngeBes Samethidg thatdas O NI G A 2 y
harder to name. A kind of weary sadness, the kind that settles into your bones after

eSS NE 27 oérNmyadWmmmmﬂﬁ%mwemw&mmmmxg/\fgp
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something, but no words came. Instead, he just exhaled slowly, almost as if he had
forgotten how to breathe properly.

GL R2y Qi (1y263z¢é KS &alAR ljdAaSdftes FfyYy2ad G2 K
R2Yy Qi 1y2¢ oKIG 6SQNB R2Ay3Idé L FStaG | aKF NL
to fear, but deeper darker. It was as if the ground beneath us had sHifrevealing a

yawning chasm that neither of us knew how to bridge. | wanted to say somethageach

out, to pull him back from whatever place he had gone®dzi L RARY Qi ® L O2 dz
just sat there, watching him, trying to understand, budiimg that everything | had thought

| knew about us the easy rhythm, the jokes, the storiesvas slipping away from me like

sand through my fingers.

GL GKAY]l ¢6SQ@Sdopd OKIFIyYy3ISRZ¢ L &FAR FAylLffex
0K2dzZaAK® L gl ayQid f221Ay3 F2NI KAY (G2 02y FANY
G, SFKZ¢ KS NBLI ASR® a2S5SQ@S OKIyaSRe ! yR L R
like a blow. | wanted to deny them, to insist that we were just going through a rough patch,

that everything would return to normal if we just kept trying. But even gémught it, |

1YySs Al sl ayQid GNHzS® . SOlwSulRiaSisiange2 6y > L Kl
IANRPoAYIT S6ARSNI 6S06SSy dzad LG 61 ayQi a2YSGKAY
much | wanted to.

We finished our coffee in silence. | left the café first, pretending not to notice the way he
KSaAdlriGSRY Fa (GK2dzZa3K KS 41 ayQi adaNBE gKSGKSNJ
outside was cool, the kind of evening chill that sinks into your bonediagers, even when
82dzOQNBE AYR22NBR® .dzi A0 RARYy QUG FSSt O2ftR Ay
world had suddenly become far away, a place | no longer recognised.

The days that followed were a blur. We continued meeting at the same café, sitting at the

same table, but everything had changed. Our conversations became shorter, more distant.

The silences grew longer, more oppressive. We still spoke to each othenyreéco

Unimportant things. Surfaekevel things. But we had stopped talking about anything that

mattered, anything real. | tried to pretend like nothing had changed, like we were still the

same. | talked about my day, about work, about the things | knewldvoass the time

without causing any discomfort. But each time, he seemed further away. His responses

were mechanical and empty. His eyes would glaze over when | spoke, like he was listening

but not hearing. And | felt it too. That same sense of disconrecif we were two people

trapped in the same room but incapable of reaching each other.

And then there came adayt Rl & G(KI G L KIFIRyQd SELISOGSR:I (K
dreading 6 KSy KS RARY QO &aK2g dzlJd L gl AGSRE 2F O2
just a late train, a lastninute change of plans, something trivial. But the masiturned

Ayia2 |y K2dz2NE yR atAff I t1k&hing. N&tgxQ o chllLBlaiS | NJ» L
even an explanation.

| left the café, feeling a strange emptiness in my chest, like something was missir~
odzi L O2dz Ry Qi 1ljdzA0S LX I OS Al L éerAVAgDZNE
YS YR GNASR (G2 O2y@AyOS YeaSt¥F ardo Y
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long. This was just the natural end of something that had already begun to unravel. | called
KAY 2y0Ss o6dzi GKS LIK2yS NIry3 YR Nry3z FyR 0
right now," he said, his voice flat, impersonal, as if the words had bemorded long ago

FYR 6SNB y2¢ NBLSIOGAYy3 GKSYaStgSa Ay a2vyS Sy
f SIS | YSaal3aSed ¢KSNB gl a y2 LRAyGe |S g2 dA
¢tKS ySEG RIFes L &l ¢ KAY FILAYyd LG 61 a | OKLy

significant. He was walking down the street, his face as unreadable as ever, his eyes fixed
ahead as if he had forgotten that | was there. | stood there for a monveaitjng for him to
y20A0S YSs (2 oNBI]l GKS aAfSyOSs o6dzi KS RARY
glance. It was at this moment | started to realise, that no matter how strong my need was

for our friendship back, no matter how desperate araber | was to have that connection |

had with him before, he was stuck in a place. A place where not even that sort of

desperation and eagerness could pull him out of the dreary and dull hole he willingly fell in. |
RARY QiU OF tt 2 dzi opihizn. Bédansedl kriew, RSAhR gidQthat tBe@Svss &
nothing left to say. We had drifted so far apart that no amount of words, no amount of
STF2NI =X O2dxZ R SHSNIONARY3I dza ol Ol @ LG 6l ayQi
betrayal. It was just... the ingtable. A connection that had once been so strong had frayed

and snapped without either of us really noticing until it was too late.

watching him disappear into the crowd.
And then | turned away and walked in
the other direction. The world felt cold,
but it also felt empty. And | realised then
GKFG L églayQid 2dzai
| was walking awafrom fun game nights
and late night talks. | was walking away
from sleepovers that were filled with :
unforgettable inside jokes. | was walking
away from the one person | could tell
anything without fear of ever being
judged. The red string had finally
snapped.

| stood there for a moment longer, /

Y O

Al

AmeeralL5

las% St Catherine's School

It et W

Al BRAMLEY

5



Our Connection

From dawn#l dusk we werenever apart,

Soulmates, we were told right from the start.

The connection we shared grew,

Into something big, bigger than me bigger than you.

Ouir first steps shared, tentative and
shy,

Back in the day when we reached for
the sky.

We thought the stars were aligned
Like we had been perfectly designed.

Hot summers filled with innocent
delight,

Frosty winters enddin a great
snowball fight.

Steaming hot chocolate turned to iced
latte,

Adventures at night instead of the day.

| used to be the one left playing catch
with you

Until the coaches took over as you
grew.

| still watched with ever growing pride,
But by then it was not just me at your
side.

We thought we could beat fate
Sonaive;everything has an expiry date
We ended in tragedy like Romeo addliet,
Now all we have is deep regret.

Connection takes years to evolve,

Before your eyes it can dissolve.

Fragile and dangerous like cracking glass,
Reduced into memories from the past.

FlorenceU4
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Connectionl

Having a connection is amazing,

LiQa | FSStAy3a (2 gKAOK y20KAy3 O2YLI NBax
When someone shows you their affection,

Or they express and explain their cares.

LGQa + FSStAy3a (GKIG Fft22Ra &2dz 6AGK 22832
hyS GKFG LIS2LX S R2y Qi 2FdSy 3ISG (2 SELX 2NB:
Like to go on a journey,

On a plane, on hoat, going away, ahoy!

| love the connection | have,
LGiQa fAGGES odzi ag$s
| love the connection | have,
| love it, for certain, for sure.

A

YR LJzNB =

c
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Connectionll

My mum asked me the other day what | would ask my future self, but to be honest, | had no

Ot dzS® L t2@SR (KSaS GeLlSa 27F ljdSadizya o60SOlId
However, this question was different. It made me think about all thehdrrf S YSY2 NR S &
ever had or are currently experiencing. My mum told me, because | was struggling, to sleep

on it and come back to her with a paragraph or two.

So | started writing. Nothing. Came. Out. It was quite frustrating really. However, soon
enough | managed to come up with something.

(et

WL L O2dz R Fal Yeé TFdzidz2NB aStF 2yS (KAy3IZ A
hard times and all the things in life that made me feel like | was just a grain of sand in a vast
beach that everyone just trod on. Does life beyond my childhdwahge anddevelop? Is

GKS NBlFazy LQY &2 dzy Kl LILJR COSNECHING 2F Y& FTNAS

7

(0KS ySEG Y2NYyAyYy3 | yR
| KdzZ33SR YSI aidnN

a 42 YvYeé vyvYdzy i
0SLIISR FT2N¥I NR YR

WL f2@S &2dz 122 YdzyoQ

That night | went to sleep feeling better than ever. | had achieved the unachievable, | had
found the lost. Understanding. | had found tbennection

Jasmind_4

Ja% St Catherine's School

N et

¥ BRAMLEY



Connections

| always thought | had connections,

2 A0K LIS2LX S L R2y Qi (y260
.dzi NBFffeé L RARYyQiU:X

Were they friend or foe?

Wind comes from the east,

And it comes from the west.

It may push you to be someone else,
But all you have to do is try your best.

The connections we have,

¢tKSe ale& WwWiSSLI GKSY
52y QG fS0i GKSY 32>
52y Qi S@Sy o2l ado

tKSeQff GStt e&2dz G2
Sit back and think.

But you have to be determined,

52y Qi S@Sy o0fAylo®

{2 L 3dzSaa oKIFId LQY
Is to just beyourself.

Because at the end of the day,

,2dzQf t 0SS GALIWMAY3 27
Sometimes is best to ignore the connections,
Just for once take a break.

Focus on your self reflections.

So take this as a note to self,
To be kind to others.

And most importantly,

Be kind to your self.

CharlotteL4
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Meant To Be

Sometimes the world can blow you away,
{2YSGAYSa Al LAO1a @&2dz dzLd |
LQY YSIydG G2 6S 6AGK Y& FIY
The sun and moon are meant to be in the sky.

The cars on the road and the boats in the sea.

These are where these things are meant to be.

2 KSGKSNJ 282dzQNB aYI NI 2y @2dzNJ FSSG 2NJ aYIl NI A
CKSNBQa |fglea a2yYS2yS F2NJ &2dzo

YR (1184 &d2dz G2 &
Ateo
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Connection

Connection isomething that every human seeks.

Once found people are at their peak.

Never take it for granted.

Never say it not true.

Every day all they think about is you!

Connection is word like so many are.

The love for each other is as big as a star!

lfyoutryi 2 SELX AY Al &2dz 2dzad 62y Qi dzy RSNAEGF YRO®
hyte 2y0S @&2dzQ@S FStd Ad &2dz Oy K2fR | KI YR
bSOHSNI GF1S AG F2NJ AN YGSRI yS@OSNI are AdGQa y?2
Everyone feels connection. | hope you do too!

AmelieL4
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DANI 4Q { OK 2Sehict WiitiigA&afdh | G A 2 v

Congratulations td\urelia Pettifor L4vhoseSy G NB T2 NJ 6§ KS DASEhiarQ { OK?2:
Writing Award wa®ne of the three entrieshortlistedin the years 7 category The

competition wagudged byHannah Barnes, Associate Editor at Mew Statesmajwho

gave Aurelia the following feedback:

Thank you so much for sharing your experience of the world with me. This was such powerful
writing. You are right to reject labels and be proud of who youlamas so brave to explain

to adults how their behaviour made you feel, and extremely understanding of yealise

that they weretrying to be kind. You certainly educated me!

Do You See Me?

AlabelcA 1 Qa4 dzaS¥Fdzt 2y | Igbubdn & pers@c OFY2 /R (i2 NU2Y SIRIANGE
52584 Al ARSY(UAFe:I RSTAYS 2NJ KARS @2dzK La A
L KFEGSR AGH L g+ a O ff SRcassotsi with that Qéreotype 2 a dzR R
of an autistic child, wearing oversized ear defenders, sitting and hugging their knees whilst

rocking and repeating a singular, nonsensical phrase; bid | was still me; only thanks to

Y& afloSté L o a radsRibpiyfig piofilé thatl icdvinidll want@dy o |

more than ever to disappear, keen to be disassociated with this stereatyéil one day |

dzy SELISOG SRt & FT2dzyR Y& @2A0SY aL FY y284 | aftl
making my small but powerfgtand, | have educated one more person in this world less

familiar with neurodiversity who will themselves go on and hopefully educate others

through their actions if not words.

A SRR

; v;,.x,,‘l"( L*d&ﬂiﬁﬂxxi4h;gm*-’ ISR

Starting secondary school was hard enoggto many things to remembeyclassrooms,
teachers, friends, homeworkin a brain like mine all this information comes across in
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extreme high definitiorg vivid and detailed, maximum volume and no off switch to mute

GKS O2yaidlyid o6FNN}Y3ISP® Ly fFy3dzr3S tSaazya T2
words, | can hear my own breathing as well as that of the girls either side ahevoices

2T GK2aS LI aaiayad Ay (GKS O2NNAR2NI FyR GKS akKN
stay focused but the teachers try in various ways to keep my attention as all the other

distractions compete for mgrain spaceAfter all, shekd g4 L KI @S | GLINRBFATL S
the positive side of that label.

One teacher however g S Qf f OlcfafA YHB NI R&A Ry Qi 3ISiG YSo !
al g GKS afloStéd {KS g2dz R RSt AOSNI GSte a
language student, requiring slow and simplistic words. | tried to ignatras it came from
ignorance rather than malice. The more she was like this however, the more stressed and
flustered | became which meant my words would usually come out in mupdl& A OK RA RY Q|
help my case!

One day, when seeking clarification, again she simply repeated herself loudly andgslowly
only for everyone to witness my apparent stupidity. At the end of the lesson | approached
her and this time managed to get my words out in the right order. | reabise that this

took real courage as | had previously always sought to avoid associating myself with my

GLINPFAESET L gFa&a 62NNASR GKF{G aK&buhl2 dz

A A ¥ oA o~

0 K
YySSRSR G2 3SG KSNJ G2 &a4SS YSX o06Seé2yR (K f

o >
N <

R
S

She then asked how | learn best and was there anything that she could do to help. |

explained what it felt like to be treated as though you are stupid and singled out in front of
SOSNE2YyS® {KS fAAGSYSRX YR KSINR £EYSXA {0SKS LIS
everyone else and when | ask questions she looks to find other ways of explaining her point.

As a result | feel more relaxed in her presence to open up and voice my feelings.

{KS y2¢ aSSa GKSNB Aa Y2NB YSIyAy3a (2 | LISNA
K2LJS aKSQff &aLINBIR (KS g2NR® ¢KIy]l €2dz F2N N
difference.

AurelialL4
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Hood of Sherwood Forest

GD22Ro&@SH¢ {K2dziSR adzy Fa L €SF¥idz a52y Qi 3Si
A0NFA3IKG (2 DNIyyeQaode

Mum always got anxious when | went out in the woods alone after the incident with the
g2t Fx odzi LQY y28i aOFNBR® L ¢l & ySOHSNI a0I NBR
it. | turned around to give mum a smile and a hug before leaving.

| started to walk along the path, through the forest. It was slippery with snow from last

night. Little ice crystals had formed on theesand they glistened in the sun like little, tiny

mirrors. Carefully, | strode along the cobble stone path. It was usually uneven and

uncomfortable underneath my feet but today it was smooth from the ice. | picked some

snowdrops on the way to puton displayi DNJ yy & Q& K2dzaSod ¢KSe& 22
the frost-bitten grass. | put about ten of them in my basket of blueberry muffins and

continued to head along the frozen stream.

' | Suddenly, | heard a twig snap. It echoed
’ ; around the area, ringing around the forest.
& i The sound came from somewhere just
' - | ’/‘ ahead of me in a holly bush. | slowly crept
h ; P ‘ forward, wondering what had made that
)ﬁ ¢ sound. | felt something being throwover

my head, then everything went black.

| was conscious but trapped. Where was |?

*kk

| could feel my heels dragging along the icy path. The cj
stung against my skin. After taking a few deep breaths, §&
listened, and | could hear someone breathing in and oufg
quickly and loudly. The material trapping me was thick
and rough against my skibut | could just see a tall figure
wearing green with a hood over his head through a holé
in the fabric. He had a bag strapped onto his back with
arrow ends poking out. He was carrying a large woode
bow with an engraved, colourful pattern on the handle.

| took out my pocketknife (mum had given it to me to protect myself a few weeks ago) and
started to cut a hole in the bottom of the bag. It took a lot of effort and breathing was hard
as the material was thick. Before | could finish, someone opened theTlbey stood in

front of me and said:

ALQY KSNB (2 LINRGSOG e2dzoé
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He was a man with a low and rugged voice. He had traces of a beard and a long, red cut
Ff2y3 KAda OKSS1a® IS KIFIR F @SNE FI1SzZ 6KAGS &
in Sherwood Forest. My merry men work as my assistants. | saw you alonaveudysu

from all of the dangers of the wood. | am known to help helpless, pretty and desperate

@2dzy3 IANI & fA1S @2dz  2AR GKS Ylye KIFTINRaA
woods alone. You need a strong man like me to look after o'l & dzNB @& 2 dzQf f dzy F
that | will like a reward for my troubles, you know, saving your life and all that. The wolf

O2dzZ R KI @S SIGSy &2dzpe

L (1AffSR (KIG saigdlamly.dg2 ¢6SS1a | 32dé L

Completely ignoring me he carried on,

G, 2dz Oy aK2g @2dzNJ | LILINBOALFGAZ2Y (26 NR
O2dzZA R LINRPGSOG vYeasSt¥ [3aFAyad S3z2GAaGA0

*k%k

2 KSNBE ¢l a LK LQR yS@OSNI 6SSy G2 0GKA& LI NI 27
O2dzZ RyQli aSS GKS (G2LJ yR GKSNB 41 & tentKkdza3S of
The fire was strong enough the fill the entire area with heat and warmth. A huge pile of
vegetables and tins of food piled up high in the corner, next to where Robin Hood lay,
unconscious. His face had a swelling red mark where | struck himndist bis eye. |

decided to wake him by prodding him with a long wooden pole on the shoulder. His eyes

slowly started to blink open. He took a breath then managed to speak the word,

I St Catherine’s School
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aD2f Rdé

| was very tempted to punch him again, but | managed to refrain myself. | needed to work
out what was going on.

G2 KSNBX Y LK L FaiSRo

You would have thought this to be a quite simple question, but no. Hood just kept rambling
2y Fo2dzi KAY YR KA& | OKAS@SYSyida yR KA&AXZ a

Suddenly, there was a rustle in the bushes, then | saw the axe man | met while saving

NI yyeod IS gla {AYRI o0dzi KS RARY QG KSf L) YdzOK
GKS ¢2tFx y204 KAY®D !'ff KS RAR gta 3IABS YS (K
since that day.

G1 A W2Kyé alFAR K22RX GUKAA Aa fAGGES W2Kys 2
if he was trying to show off about it.

423008 YSié L alARIT aF T8¢ 685814 | 32 ¢

. SOIdzaSz¢ L alLk]
Yé (SSOKZ-upge 2 dzNJ &
little friend kidnapped me.

To protect me or

something. As if I, of all
LIS2 L) ST ySSR LINER{ €

(N

G{ KSQa NAIKGP LG ¢
saved that old lady from the
g2t FTd b20 YSIé W2FK

G, 2dzdNB (St ftAy3a YS
is capable and able to use a
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his smarmy face.

| replied,

¢ hilleéeZ @2d2UNB 2y

| picked up a long wooden pole from the|
ground and got ready while he did the
alYSeo 42AyySNI 3Si as

a58Htsé KS ayAia3aasn
gryid G2 61 3ISNI OKI G
snarled and rolled my eyes.

*k%k

W2Ky gl a GKS NBTS

NEIFR&EKEé w20AYy yY2R

NSl REKé L Yy2RRSR:Z y
OXHXMX® DhHE

Sticks were hurled in every direction. Grunts of effort and groans of pain could be heard

from miles around. The poles made a loud whoosh! sound when they dived down. Every

swing took huge amounts of effort. | nearly broke my pole with the force it weaghing

R2gy (2 GKS Ft22NX» L Yz2adfeé FAYSR F2NJ KAa S
arms tired quickly as the poles were very heavy, but | could see his were too. The swings

became weak and less powerful.

The fight lasted for hours. Even John had lost interest and had started to make dinner. |

thought it was never going to end until finally | managed to knock him to the floor by hitting

the back of his knees. He struggled but | pinned him down by holdegdle to his chest.

Finally, the fight was over. Both breathing heavily, | let him stand up.

Gl FyR GKSY 20SNJ 0KSy>¢ L alAR®

G2 KIaGKég 1a1SR | 22Ro

G¢CKS O2Ayadéd L NBLI ASRO®

GL OFly 3IAGS &2dz a2YSIUKAY3a 60SGUSNEE KS &l ARO®

¢ [A1S 6KIFIGKE L a]1SR® | S Of 2tavaRk m& Quéickh5 S&a > L
backed away from him. He stumbled forward and landed flat on his face.
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Hood turned his back, chuckling while John darted toward me. | started to run away, to get
away from that selfish selfentred man, but after only a couple steps, | felt a strong hand

grab my shoulder and forcefully pull me backwards. | did the only theogld. I lifted my

one free hand and made a fist. With all my might, | punched him, right on the nose. He let
out a loud cry as his nose started to bleed. He stumbled backwards and | ran as far away as |
could. Past the campsite, along the path, andrelway back home.

AmeliaU3
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National Poetry Day

The0 KSYS 2F GKAA &SI NI aroub Voicteh Royntsths t 2 S |
inspiredEvely goem

My Inky Crow

L RARY QU KIF@S I @2A0S dzyia
LOR aAlG GKSNB OlFltftAy3a 2y ¢
But the caged crow inside me kept

Empty, mute silenced and numb.

| feltjoy brighter than suns, pain deeper than

oceans

But mute | remained despite these emotions.

When my fingersnet pen, who introduced me

to paper

| realised then how the world could be greater

My voice erupted in a thousand drawings

Silent yet screaming, ink is my calling.

EvelynL5

Orwell Youth Prize

Freedom Isvas the theme of the Orwell Youth Prites year. This was a
A0 NIAY3 LRAYOGD F2N {dzYYSNRa LR2SYY

Orwell investigated freedom, took a ballpoint pen and le§ignature,

He took on social power and ripped it apart in literature.

And Orwell, he knew, he had to write to articulate flaws

To articulateV TNESR2Y Aa GKS FNBSR2Y G2 aleée OGKFIG (6

WL Ef FYAYIFfa NBS SIv@NSs Sdzi t 4 2XKE yI A KISNA QF NB
All people are equal, but some sexualities more equal than some lovers.

Imagine, you live and subscribe in an age of egalitarian ideology,

Yet die instead of thrive in the age of government theology.

Juxtapositions, oxymorons, paradoxes

Orwell used confusion to conflate philosophical toxins.

Freedom is so fleeting, freedom cannot last.

'Who controls the past controls the future; who controls the present
- controls the past.'
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Orwell eats society, and digests its common themes

Orwell bites down on government, and chews on executive means.
He comes to a conclusion, after making us doubt our own,

Looks forward to 1984, and voices societies' collective moan.

All our fears of regression, placed in 'progressive’ chains,
All our fears of government and designed muames-

Tell us through stories that

Freedom is not fixed, it bends.

Tells us through quotations

'Power is not a means, it is an end'

Summeru6
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Writing Warm Ugs
At one of our meetings, as a warm wpe gave ourselves a few minutes to use all the letters
of the alphabet, in order, in a poem. Congratulations to Evelyn Lawford who managed it with
time to spare!

Alphabet Poem

An ambient alpine air blessed bruised bosdmseath cool candlelitanopies.

52y Q0 RAaANMYzZLIG RSFENE S2yQa STFFSOGa SyoO2dzNI 3S
Graveley giraffes graze; homesick, hopeless, hardened. It is just juvenile to joke just
knobbingknots.

Loveless, lightless moons make night numb obsidian.

t 2AY0f S&aa LISNELA NI § A@dyfasghrg dayé&es. v dzSSy vda yft |y

Somebody saw sights she tried to unsee, urgent ugly violent visions, vexing wartimes.
- ALK2ARa @AStRAY3 T 2RAIFI0Qa TSyAlK

A Story In Six Words

Writing a story in siwords was another challenge that we set ourselves as a writing warm
up.

Sisi letter Mayes date happy

AureliaU3 The betler did it.

LG ¢l ayQid GKS odzif SNJ (KA

MadeleinelL5

Lust rejection burned knife blood death

EvelynL5
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Fantastic Feast

Usingt KS / Sy G A hyReale Dahl ag e2siarfing poitite Club members
wrote poems aboutlelicious and or magicdod. Aswe wait to havelunch after
our meeting each week, food is never far froour thoughts!

FoodThoughts From Abroad

A spread of party jollof rice
Will take your mind to all things nice.
Top it off with plantain and chicken
CKAA gAff NBFfte 3ASG &2dzNJ G2y 3dzS
.dzil 6L AGY @2dzQNB Ay o02FNRAy3a aoOKz22
Where all these foods you dream of remain
In your fantasyland.

You wait till the holiday
And when you finally get home,
Then you can, at last,
Chew the chicken straight off the bone.

L 2dz2QNB dzyal GAaFASR 6AGK YSRA2ONB . N
When your school tries to make some,
You just want to scream,
And to lay down your head,
And to fall back into your dream,
Where the food you taste
Makes your face gleam.

JadelL 4
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Magic Carrots

Qrunch ofcarrot so crisp and juicy

Piled high beyond our sight.

One nibble, ondite.

Some love, some hate

But no matter the taste, the texture dime
Eat the carrots past the sky and over the moon,
It will help you from eternal gloom!

Past the savoury and next to the sweet
There is such a lovely treat

Beyond our thoughtsense and wonder
It will let you stray from blunder.

This magic and its spark

Will let you fly in the park.

OliviaU5

A Banquet

Entering the dining room,

full of delectable food.

Pan fried Norwegian salmon,
drizzled with tangy lemon.

Gamey rack of herby Lamb,

paired with the salty chowder clam.
Cheeses from around the world,
baked with bacon, curled.
Vegetables stir fried in soy sauce,
TKS Ftl @2dzNB 62y Qi
r

AnsonL5
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Feast

DN} yQa K2dza$s

Oh.

Here we go.

We walk intothe dining room, | peak upon the table

The ghastly sight of broccoli makes me feel unstable

My mind wonders, horrified, at the unfamiliar smell

2L GKS GrofS gKIFEG .AG glasx G FAOBSE

A hundred jars of dying stars with chocolate sauce to dip
Seven ants who no longer dance shoved in a Cherty pip
Blue cheese of chickens from Chaiiéskens atop a tortured rat
And toffee tarts with human hearts all poured into a vat

ae f20S AT @2dz R2y QG St G, Adz @&2dxQff
l'YR R2y QG LIX & gA0GK ,22dzNJ F22R 2NJ LA O
{A0 R2g¢6y 0S 1ljdaASd R2y QG YdzidSNI I LSS

Or | shall take away your toys whilst you are asleep

EvelynL5
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Feast

A mocern table with dfire.

Towers of susHike a byre

2 KFdQa GKFG L asSSKk
Pizza foffree!

Squid tentacles with sauce

Andwonton dumplings, the shapef a horse
Hot chocolate with marshmallows and cream
And enough Lipton to make you scream!
Waffles and pancakes in all shape and form,
And chewy cookies that make you feel warm
Mochaballs oozing chocolate lava.

LQY NBIffe Khadlle G§KSN

AmelieL4

Fantastic Feast

If I could wish for anything

A meal fit for a king.

| would wish for

Some fried riceall the way

from Japan for sure

| would defnitely say

Some yummy noodles tqo

An enough icdtea to make me use the loo
Si, si some lItalian pizza

More beautiful than the Mona Lisa
Everything | would eat in one day

Not wait until may

My belly would be full

LOR 6S O0A33ISNI GKIyYy |
MY ONLY RULE IS

Nomeat allowed

And no coke fizz

People that eat at this table have vowed
The best Food and the star

Is a giant chocolate bar.

People come from everywhere

CharlotteL4
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Fantastic Feds

| gasp as | sesur table of food

Which looks so delectable and good.

Stuffing dumplings in my mouth give off a sigh of joy.
The sauce burstout from thepork in its wrap,

The perfectfood before a nap

Transporting you to a world of wonder.

Egg tarts lie on thaght side of me

| tuck in (after thedumplings) with glee.

My heart is hit by a warm fuzzy feeling

| recallkindergartenmy grandparents picking
Me upholding egg tarts.

L QeéAning on a wall

| feel like | canly.

It shocks others whendush milk into my tea.

dzi G K2YS AilQa y2i 2yfée YS
I miss swinging my legs off the ground,

Df I yOAYy 3 dzLJ G Y& Y.20KSNJ ¢gKS
. SAYy3a OldziAzdza GKIFG Ad R2Say
| carefully pour the milk,

To imitate her.

The greatest feass
The one you have to leave.

BeatriceL5
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Food

Standing right before me is a table full of food,

Chocolates, sweets, exotic fruit, everything looks good,

It all was gone quite quickly, | ate it up with haste,

But there's more to this whole varied spread than just its luscious taste

Thegumdrops make you fly, try the toffee and disappear,

One bite of the tiramisu and people's thoughts become quite clear,
The apples are quite scrumptious, the blueberries are too,

| sank my teeth into a plum and wound up in Peru

But effects aren't always positive, your life might fall to shambles,
Rule the world or grow twelve toes, it can be quite the gamble,
Take to the skies and soon your sight you might lack,

Vanishing might be fun for a day, but not if you can't come back

So know that magic is never free, a price must always be paid,

In order to obtain something new, a sacrifice must be made,

So tread carefully if you choose to approach the table,

For using such things without consequence is certainly just a.fable

IsabelleU5
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