
 



 

 

²ŜƭŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ нлнр ŜŘƛǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {ǘ /ŀǘƘŜǊƛƴŜΩǎ /ǊŜŀǘƛǾŜ ²ǊƛǘƛƴƎ 
magazine! 
 
¢Ƙƛǎ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ ƳŀƎŀȊƛƴŜ ǎƘƻǿŎŀǎŜǎ ŀƴ ŜȄŎƛǘƛƴƎ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǎƘƻǊǘ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎΣ ǇƻŜƳǎ ŀƴŘ extracts 
written by students who attend the Creative Writing Club. The club meets every Monday 
lunchtime for half an hour and 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 both in-school 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 Lauren and Florence ŀǎ ƴŜȄǘ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ ŎǊŜŀǘƛǾŜ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ǇǊŜŦŜŎǘǎ 
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 yourself and to 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 reading and writing!  
 

Erin, Olivia and Ellie U6  
 
 

A special thank you  
 
Since the Creative Writing Club began four years ago, it has 
had staunch support from Alice Phillips. The club and I would 
like to thank her for all of her interest and involvement.  
 
We wish her a very happy retirement and hope that she will 
continue to read our magazine in years to come.  
 

Vanessa Whittingham  
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
Creative Writing Competition Winners 2025  

 
TƘƛǎ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ /ǊŜŀǘƛǾŜ ²ǊƛǘƛƴƎ /ƻƳǇŜǘƛǘƛƻƴ had connection as its theme.  
Entrants could submit a poem, short story, screenplay or play that was inspired by 
connection.  
 
 

First Prize and winner 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. 
  
Our blood rushing parallel as we touch,  
Along your arms, I see my veins, my children's too.  
Connected in ways I did not know were possible. 
  
Did you know you pull me 
In ways I did not know I could be pulled? 
You move us together. 
In ways I did not know existed.  
  
I'm always watching you, through space 
Across time.  
I see nebula when you blink. 
And I 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.  
  
I ache when I am away from you,  
A magnetic force, screaming ΨǘǳǊƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΩ.  
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. 
 

Summer U6 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Second Prize 
 
The Thread of Us 
 
Beneath the stars, where silence hums,  

An unseen thread between us runs. 
Through lifetimes lived and yet to be, 
It binds your 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, 
¢Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊŜŀŘ ǿƛƭƭ Ǉǳƭƭ ǳǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎƛŘŜΦ 

 
If I ever lose you, I will not rest;  

LΩƭƭ ǎŜŀǊŎƘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƻǳƭ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘΦ 
Each glance, each voice, a fleeting chanceτ 
! ǎƘŀŘƻǿ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ ŜȄǇŀƴǎŜΦ 
And when I close my eyes at night, 
LǘΩǎ ȅƻǳ ǿƘƻ ƪŜŜǇǎ Ƴȅ ŘǊŜŀƳǎ ŀƭƛƎƘǘΦ 
The sun and moon, forever apart, 
Carry the weight of a shared heart. 

 
They reach through time in an endless dance,  

9ŎƭƛǇǎŜǎ ǇǊƻǾŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƻǾŜΩǎ ŜȄǇŀƴǎŜΦ 
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, 
¢Ƙŀǘ ƭƛŦŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǎƻǊǊƻǿΩǎ ǊŜƛƎƴΦ 
So too, this thread will weather the storm, 
Through love reborn and heat transformed. 

  
 

Tabitha L6 



 

 

 
Third Prize 
 
The Wildflower Meadow 
 
Throughout my life, many have spoken fondly of the loving relationship that sisters can 
share. I have always been grateful for having a relationship such as this, as my sister and I 
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 cocoon-like security we felt 
inside our tee-pee tent 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 I 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 an inseverable ŦƛŜǊŎŜ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴΤ ƛǘΩǎ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƻƴŜ ǎƻǳƭΣ ŜȄǇƭƻǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ 
together. My childhood self was innocent. My childhood self was adventurous. But my 
ŎƘƛƭŘƘƻƻŘ ǎŜƭŦ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜ ƻŦ ŎŀƴŎŜǊΩǎ ŜȄƛǎǘŜƴŎŜ ƻǊ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ŦŀǘŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƛǇǇƛƴƎ 
hands of this illness. 
 

 
 

Today, in my days of paperwork and piles of laundry, I feel the loss of my sister shift from 
ŀƛƳƭŜǎǎ ǘŜŀǊǎ ǘƻ ŀ ŘŜǾƻǳǊƛƴƎ ǾƻƛŘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎƻ ƻŦǘŜƴ ŎƻƴǎǳƳŜǎ ƳŜΦ LǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀƴ ŜǘŜǊƴƛǘȅ ǎƛƴŎŜ 
Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘΣ ȅŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŜŦŦŜŎǘ ƛǘ Ƙŀǎ ƎƛǾŜƴ Ƙŀǎ ƭŀǎǘŜŘ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƻƴƭȅ 
yesterday when I was weeping by her death bed. This new and old grief has 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 I do ς no 
therapy, no distraction, no crying ς can bring heǊ ōŀŎƪΦ CƻǊ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ 
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, I 



 

 

somehow consider ς from deep down within me ς 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 I live now. While I am 
here, seeing people from my childhood, I keep a feigned smile on my face. If someone were 
to give me their condolences, I have planned to simply accept and move forward. I have not 
come here to intensify my yearning for the life I once had. I have come here to visit the 
wildflower meadow where I hope to find solace and a connection to my sister. 
Afternoon has turned to early evening, and I walk through a sun-washed woodland to my 
ŘŜǎǘƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǇŀǘƘΣ ŘŀǇǇƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŀǘŎƘŜǎ ƻŦ ƎƻƭŘΣ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƻǇŜƴǎ ǳǇ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ 
favourite place. By the time I reach it, the sun has nestled itself low in the sky, soon 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 sweet treat when we would go to 
ǘƘŜ ǎǳƳƳŜǊ ŦŀƛǊΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƳŜƳƻǊȅ ƳŀƪŜǎ ƳŜ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ƳŜǊŜ ƭƛŦǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊǎ ƻŦ Ƴȅ 
mouth, but it is a smile nonetheless. 
 
I 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. I am missing her, but not quite 
like I normally do; instead of being consumed by mountains of sadness, I am strangely 
contented. At once I find a part of me being pulled towards the memory of my sister. Out of 
the silence, a comfortingly familiar voice breaks my reverie. 
 

 



 

 

άIŜȅΣέ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎŀȅǎ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ ŀƴŘ L ǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛǘǎ ƻǿƴŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻǿƴŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊƛƴƎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƛǎ 
none other than my sister. I am struck with disbelief, and seeing her ς or this vision of her, I 
begin to consider ς ƳŀƪŜǎ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƭǳǊŎƘΦ άLǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜΣ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΣ ǎƛǎΚ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ 
ōŜŜƴ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ŀƎŜǎΦέ 
 
άIƻǿΧΚ ¢Ƙƛǎ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ Ƴȅ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜΧ ȅƻǳΩǊŜΣ ǿŜƭƭΧέ L 
Ƨǳǎǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŦƻǊƳ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎΦ Dead. You are dead.  
 
ά5ŜŀŘΚέ LǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ǊŜŀŘ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘΣ άLǘ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅΣ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚέ Lƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ LΩƳ 
not sure which statement she is referring to, being dead or reading my mind. It could be 
either, or both, I realise. 
 
Then, she reaches over and holds my hand, but I feel no physical connection. Feeling this 
absence of touch leads me to understand that my sister standing here is a mere figment of 
Ƴȅ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΣ ŀ ǘŜŀǊ Ǌƻƭƭǎ Řƻǿƴ Ƴȅ ŎƘŜŜƪΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭΣέ I say aloud. 
ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ Ƴȅ ƎǊƛŜŦ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ǘǊƛŎƪǎ ƻƴ ƳŜΦέ 
 
άaŀȅōŜ ƛǘ ƛǎΦ .ǳǘ ƳŀȅōŜ ǘƘƛǎ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴ ƛǎ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ L ŀƳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŜǊŜΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƴŜΦ I may 
not be real, but never forget that our love always will be. Remember, despite the pain grief 
Ŏŀƴ ƛƴŦƭƛŎǘΣ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŦƛŜǊŎŜ ƛƴǘŜƎǊƛǘȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǘƻ ƻǳǘƭŀǎǘ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ LΩƳ 
ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦ DƻƻŘōȅŜΣ ǎƛǎΦέ 
 
άDƻƻŘΧέ L ǎǘŀǊǘΣ ōǳǘ L Ŏǳǘ ƻŦŦ ǿƘŜƴ L ǎŜŜ ǎƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘΤ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƻƴƭȅ ƳŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴǎŜǘ ŀƴŘ 
ǘƘŜ ǿƛƭŘŦƭƻǿŜǊǎΦ ά.ȅŜΦέ L ŦƛƴƛǎƘΦ .ǳǘ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ Ƙŀǎ ǊŜǾŜŀƭŜŘ ŀ 
profound truth, I remind myself that this is not goodbye forever. I will continue to live with a 
ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǾƛŜǿ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ƭƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŀǘƘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ! ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƭƛƪŜ 
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, I think, is beautiful. 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Isabella U4 



 

 

Specially Commended  
 
 

That Little Girl 
 
My dad still calls me little girl,  
And I always tell him to stop, 
άLΩǾŜ ƎǊƻǿƴ ǳǇ ƴƻǿ 5ŀŘΣέ  
But the truth is I have not. 
 
L ǿƛǎƘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪΣ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ŀ ǘƛƳŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜΣ  
When I wore a princess dress all the time,  
When my mum still cut my hair; 
 
¢ƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΣ  
Nor if the colours matched just right. 
A little girl that slept with all her teddies, 
So none felt left out at night. 
 
LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΣ  
Yet my love is as hot as a flame. 
The connection I have with that little girl,  
Will always remain the same. 

 

 
Emilia L4  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

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 I need. 
I know you despise but please hear my call, 
For my ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ƛǎ ƎǊŜŀǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƻǳǊ ōǊŀǿƭΧ 

 
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. 
 
I used to dream of a saviour like you, 
To pull me into your arms like you used to do.  
But I fail to see the wicked beyond your own lies, 
Of course, I am no match for your anger nor your disguise. 
Surely, I am content that I am only a whisper, 
Or a shadowed thought in your twisted truth? 
I 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 I can leave and forget that we are 
apart.  
So, I will put our connection away and behind, 
So now and never will I again be led blind. 

 
Olivia U5 



 

 

The Invisible Thread  
  
Violet 
  
Jolting awake from my thunderous dream, I struggle to untangle the threads of reality. 
Fighting between the possible and inevitable, I pry my eyes open, as the fog unmasks my 
vision. The  feel of my cotton blanket grounds me, and the comforting warmth of the sun 
dapples on my face. I look out the window and there it is again - the faint outline of Sun Tale 
[ƛōǊŀǊȅΦ ¢ƘƻǳƎƘ LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴΣ ƛǘ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ŦŜŜƭǎ ƛƴŜȄǇƭƛŎŀōƭȅ ŘŜŀǊΦ 
 

 
  
I clutch my hand close to my chest as my heart beats erratically. I look further again as vision 
comes racing to me. I see the cuts of the wooden tabourets and blinding sconces and a 
dashing dimple from a genuine smile. 
  
Who is he? 
  
Xander 
  
Screams. 
Horrible screams echo inside my head. 
  
ά{ƛǊΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΚέ ǇƻƭƛǘŜƭȅ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀǎƪǎΦ 
 
άhƘ ȅŜǎΣ ǎƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΦ Lǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜΚέ L ǎŀȅ ǇŀǎǎƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŜ 
books. 
 
άbƻΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ǾŜǊȅ ƳǳŎƘΗέ 



 

 

  
L ƎƛǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀ ǎƛƳǇƭŜ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜ ƎǳƭǇ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ !ƎŀƛƴΦ !ǘ ǘƘŜ 
back of my mind. Haunting my day as well as night. 
  
I rub my temples, the library is quiet and looming. So unlike the roaring in my head are her 
ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜƴǘ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ Ŧŀƛƴǘ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƎƴŀǿƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΣ ƘŜǊ ǎƘŀǊǇ ƴŀƛƭǎ ŎƭŀǿƛƴƎ ŀǘ Χ 
  
Salt air tingles through my nose as I make my way through the town. I hear the distant cries  
 
 
of the seagulls and the harsh sound of the water as it crashes against the dock. These make  
ƳŜ ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ CƻǳƴŘŜǊΩǎ 5ŀȅ /ŜƭŜōǊŀǘƛƻƴΦ ²ŀǎ L ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƻǿƴΚ 
No. Am I still going though because I 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 I was little this 
time of the year was always the 
most ecstatic time - ōǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ 
know if I will say the same this 
year. 
  
The smell of chocolate and 
caramel dipped apples wafts 
through the air, trying to hold me 
together while I flee away. Lights 
twinkle overhead and the sound 
of laughter twirls in my ears, but 
none of it feels quite the same. I 
ƎƭŀƴŎŜ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ōŜǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ ǿƘƻΩǎ 
grinning ear to ear, tugging me 
toward the merry-go-round. 
  
ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ ȅƻǳ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻǾŜ ǘƘƛǎΗέ 
she says, her voice light and full of 
the excitement I wish I could 
ƳǳǎǘŜǊΦ Ψ¦ǎŜŘ ǘƻΩ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀ ƪŜȅǿƻǊŘ 
now.  
  
'I don't know how I feel about this 
Steph,' I say, my stomach turning. 
I look at her beside me and see 
her sparkling blue eyes glittering 



 

 

in the hue of green. Then I realise that sacrificing my fear is better than watching her flicker 
fade away. 
  
As we get on our horses, her whimsical laugh lifts my heart slightly. 
  
The hairs on the back of my neck start to rise and that's when I feel it. Feel him. He is here. 
He is definitely here. I snap my head around in all directions trying to find the face of my 
imagination. In my peripheral, I see him and he's staring right back at me. 
 
Oh god. Oh god. Oh gods. 
 
IŜΩǎ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ŀƭƭǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƭƭƻǿŀƴŎŜ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘ ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ƻŦ ƘƛƳΦ IŜ ƛǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ simply the 
devil incarnate. His jet-black 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. 
  



 

 

 
 
¢ƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ƛǎ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƘŜǊΦ Not really. Not what makes her laugh or her favourite colour. 
²Ƙƻ ǎƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ƎǊŜǿ ǳǇ ƻǊ ƛŦ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŀƭƭŜǊƎƛŎ ǘƻ shellfish. ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ 
ǘƘƛǎΧƻŘŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦ IŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ L ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ƪƴƻǿΦ I do not know her the 
way most do, but I know her in a way no one else ever would. Two strangers in a woven 
path, forced to share. It hummed between us like a secret. Lǘ ƪƛƭƭǎ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǇƛŎƪ ǳǇ 
the scissors and cut it. It kills me that I want more of it.  
 
Violet  
 
I jump off my horse, needing to leave the wrath of his stare. Turning towards the exit, I grab 
{ǘŜǇƘΩǎ ŀǊƳ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƴƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƴŀǘƛƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜƴ L ǎŀǳƴǘŜǊ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ ŜȄƛǘΦ {ǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ L ŀƳ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ 
ōȅ ŀ ƘŀǊŘ ǿŀƭƭΦ ²ŀƛǘ ŀ ǿŀƭƭΚ bƻΣ ƴƻǘ ŀ ǿŀƭƭΣ ƛǘΩǎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀǊŘ ǊƛƎƛŘ ŎƘŜǎǘΦ  
 
'Who are you?' his voice like a slap, sharp and lethal.  
 
'Who are you?' I retort trying to maintain my composure though my nerves are hard to 
conceal with my shaky hands. Realising, I put my hands behind my back discreetly. But I do 
know him, he's the face of my dreams -or should I say nightmares - his hair, his eyes, his 
body. All too familiar.  
 
'I asked first,' he says tone laced with malice.  
 
'My name is....y- you um hold no significance to me, I am in no position to tell you,' I say my 
chin high, indicating a confidence I don't feel.  
 
ϥ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΣ ƪŜǇǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ōǊŀƛƴΣ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƻǎ ƭƻƻƳƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 
front.'  
 
His words seem like a jab to the stomach, though I don't know why. He doesn't know me, 
and I don't know him. But is that really true? Do I know him?  
 
ϥ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƘƛƳΣϥ L ǎŀȅ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƭƛƳǇƭȅ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƳŜΦ  
 
'Who's him?'  
 
Ψ¸ƻǳΦΩ 
 
I focus on the nails, I claw into my palm as something solid to keep my intrigue masked.  
 
  
Xander  

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



 

 

{ƘŜ ŜȄƘŀƭŜǎ ǎƘŀǊǇƭȅΣ ϦŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ Ƴȅ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦϦ 

Her delicate fingers rise to her temples, rubbing slow circles as if trying to wipe me from her 
ǾƛǎƛƻƴΦ !ǎ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ LΩƳ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΦ 

"I 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 to ground herself. 

"Dreams?" I ask. 

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

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

ά²ŀƪŜ ǳǇέ 

ά²-ǿƘŀǘ L ŀƳ ŀǿŀƪŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘŜǊǎΦ 

ά²ŀƪŜ ǳǇΦέ  

Brinda U5 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Connection 

 

-Orange, honey, grapes and tea... 

-²Ƙŀǘ ŀ ƴƻƴǎŜƴǎŜ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴΚ 

-Dionysus ς god of wine besides fertility. 

And ancient priceless gifts from 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. 

!ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƴŜǿ ƛƴŎŜǇǘƛƻƴǎΦ 

.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΩǎ ǊŜǇŜŀǘƛƴƎΣ ǊŜŎƛǘƛƴƎΣ ǊŜǎǘŀǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƛǘǎ ƻǊƛƎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΦ 

 

 

 



 

 

How many times did humans fight? 

A dozen? A Hundred? A Thousand? 

bƻΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŦƻǳǊǘŜŜƴ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ƳŀǎǎƛǾŜ ƘƻǎǘƛƭƛǘƛŜǎ Σ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜǊŜ ǊŜŎƻǊŘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ 
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? 

I hope it will happen, late better than never, 

Because people, who died were not worthless. 

I can be seen as soft and mindless, 

.ǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŘŜŦŜƴŎŜƭŜǎǎΦ 

Yes, I am young and I 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 I am able to do is just smile, 

While walking the mile in their shoes, 

{ƻ Σ LΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƘƻŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ  

between us the distance of a mile . 

 

Humans should be 
empathetic! 

LǎƴΩǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅΚ 

Well, then those truths are 
told,  

.ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛŜǎ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŦŀŘŜ ŀǿŀȅΦ 

 

Same plot and same script, 

Exact same ideas. 

Like second and first world 



 

 

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. 

 

I know that my poem had escalated quickly 

From oranges straight into wars, 

.ǳǘ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀǎǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ 

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

Love can come in many forms. It can be a dozen red roses and expensive gifts or grand 
gestures and public displays of affection. But I think the best form love can take is in simply 
being seenτa 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. I was sitting on 
the fire escape, looking over the city that had seen me grow up. The day was slow, perhaps 
ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŜ Ŏŀƭƭ ŎŀƳŜ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ŘƛŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƴȅ ƳƻōƛƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŀƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘƭƛƴŜΦ L 
reluctantly walked back into the apartment and answered. I spoke into the phone but got 
no response for a few seconds before a voice answered. 
 
ά±ŜǊŀΚέ ƛǘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ 
 
άbƻ ƻƴŜ ōȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƴŀƳŜ ƭƛǾŜǎ ƘŜǊŜΣ LΩƳ ŀŦǊŀƛŘΦέ 
 
I could hear light breathing on the other side of the phone, like someone was mustering up 
the courage to speak again. I waited to see what they would say. 



 

 

 
άLΩƳ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭȅ ǎƻǊǊȅΦ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ±ŜǊŀ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƘŜǊŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ 
old, tired, and wearyτƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΦ 
 
¢ƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ Ŏŀƭƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜτJune 11th. I had just returned from a holiday and 
was mourning the loss of freedom and the absence of responsibilities. Once again, I was out 
on the fire escape, this time not looking out onto the city but the other wayτonto 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 I 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 a question. 
 
ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ōŜƎŀƴΣ άƛǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀ ŘŜƭƛ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘƛǎ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎΚέ 
 
ά¸ŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ƛƴ bŜǿ ¸ƻǊƪΦέ 
 
άDƻƻŘΣέ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ 
 
ά²ƘȅΚέ L ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴŜŘΦ 
 
άL Ƨǳǎǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǎƻƳŜ ŦƻƴŘ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀōǊǳǇǘƭȅ ƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ 
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 I knew that whenever the phone rang, it was the voice calling. I started 
to hate leaving the house in fear that the voice ǿƻǳƭŘ Ŏŀƭƭ ǿƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ L ƘŀǘŜŘ 
sleeping in case I missed the sharp ringing of the phone. All I wanted to do was sit under the 
ǇƘƻƴŜΣ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘǿƻ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ 
later that the third call came. 
 
August 24th. I had just returned from grocery shopping. I had various pots, bottles, and 
punnets scattered across my kitchen counters as I moved in and out of the fridge and 
pantry. Once again, the conversation started the same way as it always did. I had to once 
agaƛƴ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ±ŜǊŀΣ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜΩǎ 
apology. This time, however, the voice asked me another question. 
 
ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎŜŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ƭŜŦǘ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōǊƻǿƴǎǘƻƴŜ ǘƻǿƴƘƻǳǎŜ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘ 
ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜ ŜǎŎŀǇŜΚέ ƛǘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  
 
I told the voice to wait for a moment as I went to check. I 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 Ǌŀƴ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǘƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜΩǎ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ hƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ 
the voice had hung up. 



 

 

 
Weeks and months passed, but I never got a fourth call. I began to forget all about the 
voice, Vera, the deli, and the top left windowτlike it was all part of a dream that I 
happened to share with the voice. On October 3rd, I received my first letter. My lease was 
ending soon, and I needed to find a new home. As I started house hunting and packing up 
my belongings, the only thing I longed for was one last call. A call to explain all the ones 
before. Who was the voice? But more importantly, who was Vera? Why were 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 I was due to leave, I took a risk. For the first time ever, I called the voice. 
It felt so wrong to doτlike I was invading the privacy of this mysterious entity who 
somehow knew too much about where I lived. The voice answered my call. I invited the 
voice to tea the following day, even though my tea set was deep in a cardboard box 
somewhere, and I had not a single pastry in the fridge. The voice agreed, and I anxiously 
waited the following day for it to come so I could put a face to it, so I could ask who Vera 
was, so I 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. 
 
άIŜƭƭƻΣ L ŀƳ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜτ!ƭōŜǊǘ CƛǘȊΣέ ƛǘ ōŜƎŀƴΦ άL Ŏŀƴ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳŜΣ ōǳǘ 
ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƳƻǊŜ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ±ŜǊŀΦέ 
 
¢ƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ ƴƻǿ !ƭōŜǊǘ CƛǘȊΣ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ ά±ŜǊŀ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƘŜǊŜ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƎƻΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦέ 
 
ά²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎƘŜ ƴƻǿΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ IŜ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘ ƳƻƳŜƴǘŀǊƛƭȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊƛƴƎΦ 
 

 



 

 

 άL ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŀ ŎƭǳŜΦ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ƘŜǊ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎŜǾŜƴǘŜŜƴΣ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƛȄǘƛŜǎΦ {ƘŜ 
moved houseτǇǊŜǎǳƳŀōƭȅ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅΦέ !ƭōŜǊǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ƴƻǎǘŀƭƎƛŎ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊΣ 
ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ƛƴ ŀ ǎŀŘ ǿŀȅΣ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ƘŜǊ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƳƻǾŜŘΦ 
 
άL ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ ƭŜŦǘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ Ƙŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜŜƴ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ōƛƎƎŜǎǘ ǊŜƎǊŜǘǎΦέ 
 
ά.ǳǘ ǿƘȅ ƴƻǘΚέ L ǇǊƛŜŘΦ  
 
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 
evening beŦƻǊŜ ōŜŘΦ IŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘȅ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀǘǘŜƴŘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΤ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƻǾŜǊƘŜŀǊ ƛǘ 
from peers in his class.  
 
ά{ƘŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƭƛ ƻǿƴŜǊΩǎ ǎƻƴ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƎŀƎƎƭŜ ƻŦ ǘŜŜƴŀƎŜ ōƻȅŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΣ ǿƘƻ 
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 effectively, she was 
ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŘƻǿƴΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǊŜƧŜŎǘŜŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛŎŀǘŜΦ 
 
Albert knew the feeling very wellτhe had felt it too. Vera was trapped in a glass box. She 
ǿŀǎ ǎŜŜƴ ōȅ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ōȅ ƴƻ ƻƴŜΦ !ƭōŜǊǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǾŜǊȅ ǇƻǇǳƭŀǊ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΣ ǇŀǊǘƛŀƭƭȅ 
because he was new to the school and partially because of his very basic and broken 
9ƴƎƭƛǎƘΦ !ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǇŜŀƪΣ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǎǳǇŜǊōƭȅΦ IŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǎŀƛŘ 
ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘƛƳΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ƛƴΣ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΦ !ƭōŜǊǘ ƘŀŘ 
resorted to reading, learning about worlds outside of his own to distract himself from the 
loneliness he faced. 
 
!ŦǘŜǊ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƭƛ ƻǿƴŜǊΩǎ ǎƻƴΣ !ƭōŜǊǘ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ±ŜǊŀ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǎŀƴŘǿƛŎƘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǾŜǊȅ ŘŜƭƛ 
and left it on her doorstep, along with a short list of his favourite books. Once Vera had 
received his gifts, she smiled at him from her fire escape, and a friendship began. They 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ŦƻǊ ƘƻǳǊǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ƻǊ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎƭŜǎǎ ƎƻǎǎƛǇΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘ 
each other well enough not to have to exchange many words at all. All they needed were 
their words about their neighbourhood, the deli, and the fire escape 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. 
 
ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ !ƭōŜǊǘ CƛǘȊΦ L ƘƻǇŜ ȅƻǳ ŦƛƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ±ŜǊŀΣέ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŀƴŘ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΣ 
I hung up the call. I will miss the voice as I move, but its lesson will forever stay with me: You 
ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴτonly feelings. 
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Red String  
 
There is this theory, that my mother used to tell me when I 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 I first met Markus in year two of 
school, we clicked instantly and I was sure 
that our red strings would never loosen. I 
remember being so insanely addicted to 
making sure our red strings never snapped 
ƻǊ ƭƻƻǎŜƴŜŘΣ ŜǾŜƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ 
when it beganτwhen 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 I do know that it was 
during a moment like any other, one of 
those brief exchanges that used to carry so 
much weight, that I first felt the distance 
between us. It was a Monday, or perhaps a  
 
Tuesday; I can never quite remember the 
exact day, because time had begun to feel 
indistinct, a vague collection of moments 
ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘŜŘ ƻǊ ǎƘƻǊǘŜƴŜŘ 
without anyone noticing.  
 
We were sitting in our usual caféτthe one 
with the half worn wooden tables, 
comfortable velvet chairs and the flickering 
fluorescent lights that buzzed softly in the 
corners, the air always tinged with the 
smell of burnt coffee. It was the same café 
ǿŜΩŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƳŜŜǘ ƛƴ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ȅƻǳƴƎΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜΩŘ ǎǇŜƴǘ ƘƻǳǊǎ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎƛƴƎ 
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 else. I looked 
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. I could tell that 
something was bothering him, but like always, I was too afraid to ask. Afraid of the silence 
that might follow, the awkwardness that would seep in if I dared to acknowledge that things 
were no longer the way they once were.  
 
 
ά¸ƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƭŘΚέ aŀǊƪǳǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ 
question hung there, like an unexpected weight lingering in the air, and for a moment, 



 

 

L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ 
one of those questions that sounded 
so simple but felt impossible to 
ǳƴǇŀŎƪΦ L ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǊŜŀƭ 
laugh, more of a reflex, something  
automatic, like a protective barrier. It 
ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭŀǳƎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŎƘ Ƴȅ 
ŜȅŜǎΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ Ƨƻȅ ƛƴ ƛǘΦ  
 
άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ Ƴȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀ 
little too light, a little too forced. 
άaŀȅōŜΦ .ǳǘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƭŘŜǊ ƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ 
ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ƛǘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚ ¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ƛǘΦέ IŜ 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀǿŀȅΦ IŜ Ƨǳǎǘ 
kept stirring his coffee, his fingers 
tight around the handle, as if the act 
of stirring was the only thing keeping 
him anchored to this world. I 
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 I had 
known, the Markus who was once so 
full of life and energy, had begun to 
wither away under some invisible 
weight.  

 
άL ƎǳŜǎǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǉǳƛŜǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǳǎǳŀƭΦ ά.ǳǘ ƛǘΩǎΦΦΦ ǘƘƛǎΦέ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ 
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? The fact that, despite all 
ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǿŜΩŘ ǎǇŜƴǘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǿŜΩŘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ 
anything with the excited tone we used to have?  
 
άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ 
to understand. But his gaze remained distant, his eyes unfocused. It was as though he was 
ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ƳŜΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ōŜƎƛƴ ǘƻ ŦŀǘƘƻƳΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ 
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. I felt something shiftingτsomething I 
ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎǘƻǇΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ 
ǘƛƳŜΣ ǳƴǎŜŜƴ ōǳǘ ƛƴŜǾƛǘŀōƭŜΦ άaŀǊƪǳǎΣ ȅƻǳ ƻƪŀȅΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΣ Ƴȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜƴǘ 
this time. He looked at me then, his gaze meetinƎ ƳƛƴŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƘŜΩŘ ǎǇƻƪŜƴΣ 
ŀƴŘ L ǎŀǿ ƛǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴƎŜǊ ƻǊ ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘƛƻƴτit was something else. Something that was 
harder to name. A kind of weary sadness, the kind that settles into your bones after 
ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ ōŜŀǊƛƴƎ ŀ ōǳǊŘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ǉǳǘ down. His lips parted, like he was about to say 



 

 

something, but no words came. Instead, he just exhaled slowly, almost as if he had 
forgotten how to breathe properly.  
 
άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ LΩƳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ L 
ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎΦέ L ŦŜƭǘ ŀ ǎƘŀǊǇ ǇŀƴƎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŎƘŜǎǘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǊŘǎΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƪƛƴ 
to fear, but deeperτdarker. It was as if the ground beneath us had shifted, revealing a 
yawning chasm that neither of us knew how to bridge. I wanted to say somethingτto reach 
out, to pull him back from whatever place he had gone toτōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘΣ L 
just sat there, watching him, trying to understand, but finding that everything I had thought 
I knew about usτthe easy rhythm, the jokes, the storiesτwas slipping away from me like 
sand through my fingers.  
 
άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜΩǾŜΦΦΦ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘΣέ L ǎŀƛŘ ŦƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ Ƴȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ŀǳŘƛōƭŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΣ 
ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳ ƛǘΦ L ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƪƴŜǿΦ L ƘŀŘ ƪƴƻǿƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΦ  
ά¸ŜŀƘΣέ ƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά²ŜΩǾŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘΦ !ƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ Ƙƛǘ ƳŜ 
like a blow. I 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 as I thought it, I 
ƪƴŜǿ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘǊǳŜΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ŘŜŜǇ ŘƻǿƴΣ L ƘŀŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŦŜƭǘ ƛǘτthat pull, that distance 
ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ǿƛŘŜǊ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǳǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƛƎƴƻǊŜ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΣ ƴƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ Ƙƻǿ 
much I wanted to.  
 
We finished our coffee in silence. I left the café first, pretending not to notice the way he 
ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘΣ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ƳŜ ƻǊ ǎǘŀȅ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŀƛǊ 
outside was cool, the kind of evening chill that sinks into your bones and lingers, even when 
ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƛƴŘƻƻǊǎΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ŎƻƭŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǿŀȅ ƛǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻΦ Lǘ ŦŜƭǘΦΦΦ ŘƛǎǘŀƴǘΦ [ƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ 
world had suddenly become far away, a place I 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 other, of course. 
Unimportant things. Surface-level things. But we had stopped talking about anything that 
mattered, anything real. I tried to pretend like nothing had changed, like we were still the 
same. I talked about my day, about work, about the things I knew would pass 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 I spoke, like he was listening 
but not hearing. And I felt it too. That same sense of disconnect, as if we were two people 
trapped in the same room but incapable of reaching each other.  
 
And then there came a dayτŀ Řŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘΣ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƛƭŜƴǘƭȅ 
dreadingτ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƘƻǿ ǳǇΦ L ǿŀƛǘŜŘΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦ L ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǿŀƛǘŜŘΦ L ǘƻƭŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ 
just a late train, a last-minute change of plans, something trivial. But the minutes turned 
ƛƴǘƻ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƛƭƭΣ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀǇǇŜŀǊΦ L ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ Ƴȅ ǇƘƻƴŜτnothing. No text. No call. Not 
even an explanation.  
 
I left the café, feeling a strange emptiness in my chest, like something was missing, 
ōǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛǘΦ L ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎΣ ƴǳƳō ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ 
ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΣ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŘǊƛŦǘƛƴƎ Ŧor so 



 

 

long. This was just the natural end of something that had already begun to unravel. I called 
ƘƛƳ ƻƴŎŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǊŀƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǊŀƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǿŜƴǘ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǾƻƛŎŜƳŀƛƭΦ ϦL ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘŀƭƪ 
right now," he said, his voice flat, impersonal, as if the words had been recorded long ago 
ŀƴŘ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǿ ǊŜǇŜŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜ ŜƴŘƭŜǎǎ ƭƻƻǇΦ !ƴŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
ƭŜŀǾŜ ŀ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ǇƻƛƴǘΦ IŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦ  
 
¢ƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ŘŀȅΣ L ǎŀǿ ƘƛƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ 
significant. He was walking down the street, his face as unreadable as ever, his eyes fixed 
ahead as if he had forgotten that I was there. I stood there for a moment, waiting for him to 
ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ƳŜΣ ǘƻ ōǊŜŀƪ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ IŜ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ōȅ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀ ǿƻǊŘΣ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŀ 
glance. It was at this moment I started to realise, that no matter how strong my need was 
for our friendship back, no matter how desperate and eager I was to have that connection I 
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. I 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎǘop him. Because I knew, as he did, that there was 
nothing left to say. We had drifted so far apart that no amount of words, no amount of 
ŜŦŦƻǊǘΣ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜǊ ōǊƛƴƎ ǳǎ ōŀŎƪΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ōǊŜŀƪΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴ ŀǊƎǳƳŜƴǘ ƻǊ ŀ 
betrayal. It was just... the inevitable. A connection that had once been so strong had frayed 
and snapped without either of us really noticing until it was too late.  
 
I stood there for a moment longer, 
watching him disappear into the crowd. 
And then I turned away and walked in 
the other direction. The world felt cold, 
but it also felt empty. And I realised then 
ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛƳΦ 
I was walking away from fun game nights 
and late night talks. I was walking away 
from sleepovers that were filled with 
unforgettable inside jokes. I was walking 
away from the one person I could tell 
anything without fear of ever being 
judged. The red string had finally 
snapped. 
 
 

Ameera L5 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Our Connection 
 
From dawn Ψtil dusk we were never apart, 
Soulmates, we were told right from the start. 
The connection we shared grew, 
Into something big, bigger than me bigger than you. 
 

Our 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 ended in a great 
snowball fight. 
Steaming hot chocolate turned to iced 
latte, 
Adventures at night instead of the day. 
 
I used to be the one left playing catch 
with you 
Until the coaches took over as you 
grew. 
I still watched with ever growing pride, 
But by then it was not just me at your 
side. 

 
We thought we could beat fate. 
So naïve; everything has an expiry date. 
We ended in tragedy like Romeo and Juliet, 
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. 
 

Florence U4 
 
 



 

 

Connection I 
 
Having a connection is amazing, 
LǘΩǎ ŀ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜǎΣ 
When someone shows you their affection,  
Or they express and explain their cares. 
 
LǘΩǎ ŀ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƭƻƻŘǎ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ ƧƻȅΣ 
hƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƻŦǘŜƴ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭƻǊŜΣ 
Like to go on a journey, 
On a plane, on a boat, going away, ahoy! 
 
I love the connection I have, 
LǘΩǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōǳǘ ǎǿŜŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǇǳǊŜΣ 
I love the connection I have, 
I love it, for certain, for sure. 

 
Jasmine L4 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Connection II 
 
My mum asked me the other day what I would ask my future self, but to be honest, I had no 
ŎƭǳŜΦ L ƭƻǾŜŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘȅǇŜǎ ƻŦ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ Ǝƻǘ ƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƻŦǘŜƴ ŘƻΦ 
However, this question was different. It made me think about all the horrƛōƭŜ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎ LΩǾŜ 
ever had or are currently experiencing. My mum told me, because I was struggling, to sleep 
on it and come back to her with a paragraph or two.  
 
So I started writing. Nothing. Came. Out. It was quite frustrating really. However, soon 
enough I managed to come up with something. 
 
ΨLŦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀǎƪ Ƴȅ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ǎŜƭŦ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΣ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜΣ ŘƻŜǎ ƛǘ ƎŜǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊΚ ¢ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊǘōǊŜŀƪΣ ǘƘŜ 
hard times and all the things in life that made me feel like I was just a grain of sand in a vast 
beach that everyone just trod on. Does life beyond my childhood change and develop? Is 
ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ LΩƳ ǎƻ ǳƴƘŀǇǇȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΚ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ CONNECTIONΚΩ 
 
L ƘŀƴŘŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƳǳƳ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ǘŜŀǊΦ ΨIƻƴŜȅΣΩ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ΨL ƭƻǾŜ 
ȅƻǳΦΩ {ƘŜ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ƘǳƎƎŜŘ ƳŜΣ ǎǘǊƻƪƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƘŀƛǊ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜΦ 
 
ΨL ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƻ ƳǳƳΦΩ 
 
That night I went to sleep feeling better than ever. I had achieved the unachievable, I had 
found the lost. Understanding. I had found the connection. 

 
Jasmine L4 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Connections 
 
 
I always thought I had connections, 
²ƛǘƘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ  
.ǳǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘΣ  
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, 
¢ƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ΨƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜƳ ŎƭƻǎŜΩΦ  
5ƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƎƻΣ 
5ƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ōƻŀǎǘΦ  
 
¢ƘŜȅΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇΣ 
Sit back and think.  
But you have to be determined,  
5ƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ōƭƛƴƪΦ  
 
{ƻ L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǿƘŀǘ LΩƳ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ 
Is to just be yourself.  
Because at the end of the day, 
¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ǘƛǇǇƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜƭŦΦ  
 
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.  

 
Charlotte L4 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 

 

Meant To Be 
 
Sometimes the world can blow you away, 
{ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƛǘ ǇƛŎƪǎ ȅƻǳ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜǎ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜΦ 
LΩƳ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦ 
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. 
²ƘŜǘƘŜǊ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎƳŀǊǘ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŜŜǘ ƻǊ ǎƳŀǊǘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊŀƛƴΦ 
¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦ 
 

Amelie L4 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
Connection 
 
Connection  is something 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! 

If you try ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ƛǘ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦ 

hƴƭȅ ƻƴŎŜ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ŦŜƭǘ ƛǘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƘƻƭŘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘΦ 

bŜǾŜǊ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƎǊŀƴǘŜŘΣ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŀȅ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘǊǳŜΦ  

Everyone feels connection. I hope you do too! 

 

Amelie L4 
 
 
 
 

 
 



 

 

 
DƛǊƭǎΩ {ŎƘƻƻƭǎ !ǎǎƻŎƛŀǘƛƻƴ Senior Writing Award 
 
Congratulations to Aurelia Pettifor L4 whose ŜƴǘǊȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ DƛǊƭǎΩ {ŎƘƻƻƭǎ !ǎǎƻŎƛŀǘƛƻƴ Senior 
Writing Award was one of the three entries shortlisted in the years 7-9 category. The 
competition was judged by Hannah Barnes, Associate Editor at the New Statesman, who 
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 you are. It was so brave to explain 
to adults how their behaviour made you feel, and extremely understanding of you to realise 
that they were trying to be kind. You certainly educated me! 

 
Do You See Me? 
 
A label ς ƛǘΩǎ ǳǎŜŦǳƭ ƻƴ ŀ ǇŀŎƪŜǘ ƻŦ ŦƻƻŘ ƻǊ ƳŜŘƛŎƛƴŜ ς but on a person ς LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ ǎǳǊŜΦ 
5ƻŜǎ ƛǘ ƛŘŜƴǘƛŦȅΣ ŘŜŦƛƴŜ ƻǊ ƘƛŘŜ ȅƻǳΚ Lǎ ƛǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƘŜƭǇŦǳƭΚ bƻǘ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƎƻ L ǿŀǎ άƭŀōŜƭƭŜŘέΧ ŀƴŘ 
L ƘŀǘŜŘ ƛǘΗ L ǿŀǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ά!ǳǘƛǎǘƛŎέΧ ǎƻ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ L ǿŀǎ ς associated with that stereotype 
of an autistic child, wearing oversized ear defenders, sitting and hugging their knees whilst 
rocking and repeating a singular, nonsensical phrase. No ς but I was still me ς only thanks to 
Ƴȅ άƭŀōŜƭέ L ǿŀǎ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŀ άǘȅǇŜέΦ 9Ƴōŀrrassed by this profile that I now had, I wanted 
more than ever to disappear, keen to be disassociated with this stereotype ς until one day I 
ǳƴŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘƭȅ ŦƻǳƴŘ Ƴȅ ǾƻƛŎŜΥ άL ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ŀ άƭŀōŜƭΣ ǇǊƻŦƛƭŜέ ƻǊ άǘȅǇŜέΧL ŀƳ aŜΗέ ŀƴŘΣ ƛƴ 
making my small but powerful stand, I 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. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Starting secondary school was hard enough ς so many things to remember ς classrooms, 
teachers, friends, homework ς in a brain like mine all this information comes across in 



 

 

extreme high definition ς vivid and detailed, maximum volume and no off switch to mute 
ǘƘŜ Ŏƻƴǎǘŀƴǘ ōŀǊǊŀƎŜΦ Lƴ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ ƭŜǎǎƻƴǎ ŦƻǊ ŜȄŀƳǇƭŜΣ ŀǎ L ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊΩǎ 
words, I can hear my own breathing as well as that of the girls either side of me, the voices 
ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǇŀǎǎƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊǊƛŘƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘǊƛŜƪǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƻǊǘǎ ŦƛŜƭŘΦ LǘΩǎ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ 
stay focused but the teachers try in various ways to keep my attention as all the other 
distractions compete for my brain space. After all, she knƻǿǎ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ άǇǊƻŦƛƭŜέ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ 
the positive side of that label. 
 
One teacher however ς ǿŜΩƭƭ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘŜǊ aǎ · ς ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƳŜΦ ¦ƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅΣ ǎƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ 
ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ άƭŀōŜƭέΦ {ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŘŜƭƛōŜǊŀǘŜƭȅ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŀǎ ƛŦ L ǿŀǎ ŀ ŦƻǊŜƛƎƴ 
language student ς requiring slow and simplistic words. I tried to ignore it as it came from 
ignorance rather than malice. The more she was like this however, the more stressed and 
flustered I became which meant my words would usually come out in muddle ς ǿƘƛŎƘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
help my case! 
 
One day, when seeking clarification, again she simply repeated herself loudly and slowly ς 
only for everyone to witness my apparent stupidity. At the end of the lesson I approached 
her and this time managed to get my words out in the right order. I realise now that this 
took real courage as I had previously always sought to avoid associating myself with my 
άǇǊƻŦƛƭŜέΤ L ǿŀǎ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ǿŀǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ǊǳŘŜ ŀƴŘ ŘƛǎǊŜǎǇŜŎǘŦǳƭ ς but I 
ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƳŜΧ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀōŜƭΧ 
 
She then asked how I learn best and was there anything that she could do to help. I 
explained what it felt like to be treated as though you are stupid and singled out in front of 
ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΦ {ƘŜ ƭƛǎǘŜƴŜŘΧ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƳŜΧ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΦ {ƘŜ ƴƻǿ ǘǊŜŀǘǎ ƳŜ άƴƻǊƳŀƭƭȅέ ƭƛƪŜ 
everyone else and when I ask questions she looks to find other ways of explaining her point. 
As a result I feel more relaxed in her presence to open up and voice my feelings. 
{ƘŜ ƴƻǿ ǎŜŜǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀōŜƭ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀǘǘŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΦ L 
ƘƻǇŜ ǎƘŜΩƭƭ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘΦ ¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎΧ ƻƴŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ 
difference. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Aurelia L4 
 



 

 

Hood of Sherwood Forest 
 
άDƻƻŘōȅŜΗέ {ƘƻǳǘŜŘ aǳƳ ŀǎ L ƭŜŦǘΣ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŘƛǎǘǊŀŎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΣ wŜŘΦ Dƻ 
ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ DǊŀƴƴȅΩǎΦέ  
 
 Mum always got anxious when I went out in the woods alone after the incident with the 
ǿƻƭŦΣ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΦ L ǿŀǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻƭŦΣ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ 
it. I turned around to give mum a smile and a hug before leaving. 
 
I started to walk along the path, through the forest. It was slippery with snow from last 
night. Little ice crystals had formed on the trees and they glistened in the sun like little, tiny 
mirrors. Carefully, I strode along the cobble stone path. It was usually uneven and 
uncomfortable underneath my feet but today it was smooth from the ice. I picked some 
snowdrops on the way to put on display ŀǘ DǊŀƴƴȅΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ 
the frost-bitten grass. I put about ten of them in my basket of blueberry muffins and 
continued to head along the frozen stream. 
 

Suddenly, I heard a twig snap. It echoed 
around the area, ringing around the forest. 
The sound came from somewhere just 
ahead of me in a holly bush. I slowly crept 
forward, wondering what had made that 
sound. I felt something being thrown over 
my head, then everything went black. 
 
I was conscious but trapped. Where was I?  
 
***  

 
I could feel my heels dragging along the icy path. The cold 
stung against my skin. After taking a few deep breaths, I 
listened, and I could hear someone breathing in and out 
quickly and loudly. The material trapping me was thick 
and rough against my skin, but I could just see a tall figure 
wearing green with a hood over his head through a hole 
in the fabric. He had a bag strapped onto his back with 
arrow ends poking out. He was carrying a large wooden 
bow with an engraved, colourful pattern on the handle. 
 
 
I 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 I could finish, someone opened the bag. They stood in 
front of me and said: 
 
άLΩƳ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ ȅƻǳΦέ  
 



 

 

He was a man with a low and rugged voice. He had traces of a beard and a long, red cut 
ŀƭƻƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜŜƪΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ŦŀƪŜΣ ǿƘƛǘŜ ǘƻƻǘƘȅ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ άL ŀƳ wƻōƛƴ IƻƻŘΣ ǎŜƴƛƻǊ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘƻǊ 
in Sherwood Forest. My merry men work as my assistants. I saw you alone and saved you 
from all of the dangers of the wood. I am known to help helpless, pretty and desperate 
ȅƻǳƴƎ ƎƛǊƭǎ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǾƻƛŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ƘŀȊŀǊŘǎ ƘŜǊŜΦ [ƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭǎ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
woods alone. You need a strong man like me to look after you. I ŀƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ 
that I will like a reward for my troubles, you know, saving your life and all that. The wolf 
ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŜŀǘŜƴ ȅƻǳΦέ 
 
 
άL ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻƭŦ ǘǿƻ ǿŜŜƪǎ ŀƎƻΦέ L said plainly. 
 
Completely ignoring me he carried on,  
 
ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎƘƻǿ ȅƻǳǊ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ƳŜ ƛƴΧέ L ǇǳƴŎƘŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ L 
ŎƻǳƭŘ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ŜƎƻǘƛǎǘƛŎŀƭ ƳŜƴ ƭƛƪŜ ƘƛƳΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀƴȅ Ƴŀƴ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ ƳŜΦ 
 

***  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
²ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ LΚ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘǊŜŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻ ǘŀƭƭ L 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƘǳƎŜ ōƭŀȊƛƴƎ ŎŀƳǇŦƛǊŜΣ ŎƛǊŎƭŜŘ ōȅ ǎƳŀƭƭΣ ƻƴŜ Ƴŀƴ tents. 
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 I struck him, just under his eye. I 
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, 



 

 

 
άDƻƭŘΦέ 
 
 I was very tempted to punch him again, but I managed to refrain myself. I needed to work 
out what was going on. 
 
ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀƳ LΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
 
 You would have thought this to be a quite simple question, but no. Hood just kept rambling 
ƻƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŀŎƘƛŜǾŜƳŜƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ ƘƛǎΣ άǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ ƳŜǊǊȅ ƳŜƴέΦ  
 
Suddenly, there was a rustle in the bushes, then I saw the axe man I met while saving 
GǊŀƴƴȅΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ƪƛƴŘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƳǳŎƘΤ L ŘƛŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪΦ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ 
ǘƘŜ ǿƻƭŦΣ ƴƻǘ ƘƛƳΦ !ƭƭ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ǿŀǎ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŀǇƻƴΦ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ WƻƘƴ 
since that day. 
 
άIƛ WƻƘƴέ ǎŀƛŘ ƘƻƻŘΣ άǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ WƻƘƴΣ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƳŜǊǊȅ ƳŜƴΗέ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǇǊƻǳŘƭȅΣ ŀǎ 
if he was trying to show off about it. 
 
ά²ŜΩǾŜ ƳŜǘέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ άŀ ŦŜǿ ǿŜŜƪǎ ŀƎƻΦέ 
 

άwŜŘΗ Iƻǿ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎΚ 
LǘΩǎ ƴƛŎŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƎŀƛƴΧ 
ǿƘȅ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊŜΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ 
John.  
 
ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜΣέ L ǎǇƻƪŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ 
Ƴȅ ǘŜŜǘƘΣ άȅƻǳǊ ǎǘǳŎƪ-up 
little friend kidnapped me. 
To protect me or 
something. As if I, of all 
ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ ƴŜŜŘ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘƛƻƴΦέ 
 
ά{ƘŜΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊ ǿƘƻ 
saved that old lady from the 
ǿƻƭŦΦ bƻǘ ƳŜΣέ WƻƘƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
 
 
 
ά¸ƻǳϥǊŜ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ 
is capable and able to use a 
ǿŜŀǇƻƴΧέ ǎŀƛŘ wƻōƛƴΦ 
 
ά¸ŜǎΣέ {ŀƛŘ WƻƘƴ ŘŜŦƛŀƴǘƭȅΦ 
 
άhƪŀȅΧέ ǎƭǳǊǊŜŘ wƻōƛƴΣ άƛŦ 
ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎƻ ƎƻƻŘ ŀǘ 



 

 

ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ǘƘŜƴ LΩƳ sure you 
ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜŀǘ ƳŜ ƛƴ ŀ ŦƛƎƘǘΧŦƻǊ ƎƻƭŘΦ hŦ 
ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦέ ! ǎƳǳƎ ƭƻƻƪ ŎǊŜǇǘ ƛǘǎ ǿŀȅ ŀƭƻƴƎ 
his smarmy face. 
I replied, 
 
έ hƪŀȅΣ ȅƻǳϥǊŜ ƻƴΦέ 
 
I picked up a long wooden pole from the 
ground and got ready while he did the 
ǎŀƳŜΦ ά²ƛƴƴŜǊ ƎŜǘǎ ǘŜƴ ƎƻƭŘ ŎƻƛƴǎΦέ 
 
ά5ŜŀƭΣέ ƘŜ ǎƴƛƎƎŜǊŜŘΣέ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ 
ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǿŀƎŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƳǳŎƘΣ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎΚέ L 
snarled and rolled my eyes. 
 
***  
 
WƻƘƴ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŦŜǊŜŜΣ άwƻōƛƴΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ 
ǊŜŀŘȅΚέ wƻōƛƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣέ wŜŘΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ 
ǊŜŀŘȅΚέ L ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ άƭŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƎƘǘ ōŜƎƛƴ ƛƴ 
оΧнΧмΧΦ DhΗέ 
 
 
 
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. I nearly broke my pole with the force it went crashing 
Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΦ L Ƴƻǎǘƭȅ ŀƛƳŜŘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜƎǎ ǘƻ ǘǊƛǇ ƘƛƳ ǳǇΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎΦ aȅ 
arms tired quickly as the poles were very heavy, but I 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. I 
thought it was never going to end until finally I managed to knock him to the floor by hitting 
the back of his knees. He struggled but I pinned him down by holding the pole to his chest.  
Finally, the fight was over. Both breathing heavily, I let him stand up. 
 
άIŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜƴΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ  
 
ά²ƘŀǘΚέ !ǎƪŜŘ IƻƻŘΦ 
 
ά¢ƘŜ ŎƻƛƴǎΦέ L ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 
 
άL Ŏŀƴ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
 
έ [ƛƪŜ ǿƘŀǘΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ IŜ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ ǇǳŎƪŜǊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ toward me. Quickly, I 
backed away from him. He stumbled forward and landed flat on his face. 



 

 

 
ά²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƳƻǾŜΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
 
ά²Ƙŀǘ ƳŀŘŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƛǎǎ ȅƻǳΚέ L ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 
 
ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜΧέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣέ L ŀƳ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƘŀƴŘǎƻƳŜΣ ŦǳƴƴƛŜǎǘΣ Ƴƻǎǘ ŎƘŀǊƳƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ƻǾŜǊŀƭƭ ōŜǎǘ 
ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŜǾŜǊ ƳŜŜǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘΦέ 
 
ά²ƘŀǘΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
 
άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜΣ LΩƳ ƛƴ ŎƘŀǊƎŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ L ǎŀȅ ƎƻŜǎΦ 
WƻƘƴΣ ƎŜǘ ƘŜǊΦέ 
 
Hood turned his back, chuckling while John darted toward me. I started to run away, to get 
away from that selfish self-centred man, but after only a couple steps, I felt a strong hand 
grab my shoulder and forcefully pull me backwards. I did the only thing I could. I lifted my 
one free hand and made a fist. With all my might, I punched him, right on the nose. He let 
out a loud cry as his nose started to bleed. He stumbled backwards and I ran as far away as I 
could. Past the campsite, along the path, and all the way back home. 
 
 

 
 
 
Amelia U3 
 

 
 
 



 

 

National Poetry Day 
 
The ǘƘŜƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ bŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ tƻŜǘǊȅ 5ŀȅ ǿŀǎ Your Voice Counts. This 
inspired EvelynΩǎ poem:  
 
My Inky Crow 
 

L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǿŜ ƳŜǘ, 
LΩŘ ǎƛǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜΣ 
But the caged crow inside me kept 
Empty, mute, silenced and numb. 
I felt joy brighter than suns, pain deeper than 
oceans 
But mute I remained despite these emotions. 
When my fingers met pen, who introduced me 
to paper 
I realised then how the world could be greater. 
My voice erupted in a thousand drawings 
Silent yet screaming, ink is my calling. 

 
Evelyn L5 

 
 
Orwell Youth Prize 
 
Freedom Is was the theme of the Orwell Youth Prize this year. This was a 
ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ŦƻǊ {ǳƳƳŜǊΩǎ ǇƻŜƳΥ 
 
Orwell investigated freedom, took a ballpoint pen and left a signature, 
He took on social power and ripped it apart in literature. 
And Orwell, he knew, he had to write to articulate flaws 
To articulate ΨŦǊŜŜŘƻƳ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŦǊŜŜŘƻƳ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘǿƻ Ǉƭǳǎ ǘǿƻ ƳŀƪŜǎ ŦƻǳǊΩ 
  
Ψ!ƭƭ ŀƴƛƳŀƭǎ ŀǊŜ ŜǉǳŀƭΣ ōǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ ŀƴƛƳŀƭǎ ŀǊŜ ƳƻǊŜ Ŝǉǳŀƭ ǘƘŀƴ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΩ 
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.' 
  



 

 

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 mind-games - 
Tell us through stories that 
Freedom is not fixed, it bends. 
Tells us through quotations 
'Power is not a means, it is an end' 
 

Summer U6 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Writing Warm Ups 
 
At one of our meetings, as a warm up, we 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 bosoms beneath cool candlelit canopies. 
5ƻƴΩǘ ŘƛǎǊǳǇǘ ŘŜŀǊΣ ŜƻƴΩǎ ŜŦŦŜŎǘǎ ŜƴŎƻǳǊŀƎŜ ŦǳǘƛƭŜ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜǊǎ ǘƻ ŦǊƻƭƛŎ ŦǊǳƛǘƭŜǎǎƭȅ ŦƻǊ ŦƻǊǘƴƛƎƘǘǎΦ 
Graveley giraffes graze; homesick, hopeless, hardened. It is just juvenile to joke just 
knobbing knots. 
 
Loveless, lightless moons make night numb obsidian. 
  
tƻƛƴǘƭŜǎǎ ǇŜǊǎǇƛǊŀǘƛƻƴ ǇƛŜǊŎŜŘ vǳŜŜƴ vǳƛƴƭŀƴΩǎ rosy raspberry red robes.  
Somebody saw sights she tried to unsee, urgent ugly violent visions, vexing wartimes. 
·ƛǇƘƻƛŘǎ ȅƛŜƭŘƛƴƎ ȊƻŘƛŀŎΩǎ ȊŜƴƛǘƘ 

 
 
A Story In Six Words 
 
Writing a story in six words was another challenge that we set ourselves as a writing warm 
up. 
 

  
Sisi letter Max yes date happy  
 

Aurelia U3 
 
 
Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ōǳǘƭŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ  
 

Madeleine L5 
 
 
Lust rejection burned knife blood death 
 

Evelyn L5 
 
 

 
 

 



 

 

Fantastic Feast 
 

Using ¢ƘŜ /ŜƴǘƛǇŜŘŜΩǎ {ƻƴƎ by Roald Dahl as a starting point, the Club members 
wrote poems about delicious and or magical food. As we wait to have lunch after 
our meetings each week, food is never far from our thoughts!  
 
 

Food Thoughts From Abroad 
 

A spread of party jollof rice 
Will take your mind to all things nice. 
Top it off with plantain and chicken 
¢Ƙƛǎ ǿƛƭƭ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ǘƛƴƎƭƛƴΩΦ 

.ǳǘ ǿŀƛǘΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƛƴ ōƻŀǊŘƛƴƎ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ƛƴ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘ 
Where all these foods you dream of remain 

In your fantasy-land. 
 

You wait till the holiday 
And when you finally get home, 

Then you can, at last, 
Chew the chicken straight off the bone. 

 
¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǳƴǎŀǘƛǎŦƛŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜŘƛƻŎǊŜ .ǊƛǘƛǎƘ ŎǳƛǎƛƴŜΦ 

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. 

 
Jade L4 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
Magic Carrots 
 
Crunch of carrot so crisp and juicy. 
Piled high beyond our sight. 
One nibble, one bite. 
Some love, some hate 
But no matter the taste, the texture or time 
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 thought, sense and wonder, 
It will let you stray from blunder. 
This magic and its spark, 
Will let you fly in the park.  

 
Olivia U5 
 
 
 
 
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, 
TƘŜ ŦƭŀǾƻǳǊǎ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ƭƻǎt. 
r 

Anson L5 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Feast 
 
DǊŀƴΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ 
Oh.  
Here we go. 
We walk into the dining room, I peak upon the table 
The ghastly sight of broccoli makes me feel unstable, 
My mind wonders, horrified, at the unfamiliar smell 
!ǘƻǇ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΣ ŀǘ ŦƛǾŜΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ. 
  
A hundred jars of dying stars with chocolate sauce to dip, 
Seven ants who no longer dance shoved in a Cherry pip, 
Blue cheese of chickens from Charles Dickens atop a tortured rat, 
And toffee tarts with human hearts all poured into a vat. 
aȅ ƭƻǾŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ŝŀǘ ƛǘΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōǊŜŀƪ ȅƻǳǊ ƎǊŀƴƴȅΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ, 
!ƴŘ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ǉƭŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƻƻŘ ƻǊ ǇƛŎƪ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ŀǇŀǊǘ, 
{ƛǘ Řƻǿƴ ōŜ ǉǳƛŜǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳǳǘǘŜǊ ŀ ǇŜŜǇ, 
Or I shall take away your toys whilst you are asleep. 
 

Evelyn L5 
 

 
 



 

 

Feast 
 
A modern table with a fire. 
Towers of sushi like a byre.  
²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ǎŜŜΚ 
Pizza for free! 
Squid tentacles with sauce 
And wonton dumplings, the shape of 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. 
Mocha balls oozing chocolate lava. 
LΩƳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ guava. 
 

Amelie L4 
 
 
 
Fantastic Feast 
 
If I could wish for anything  
A meal fit for a king.  
I would wish for  
Some fried rice all the way 
 from Japan for sure. 
I would definitely say 
Some yummy noodles too, 
An enough iced tea to make me use the loo. 
Si, si some Italian pizza, 
More beautiful than the Mona Lisa. 
Everything I would eat in one day 
Not wait until may. 
My belly would be full, 
LΩŘ ōŜ ōƛƎƎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ōǳƭƭ. 
MY ONLY RULE IS 
No meat 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. 

 
Charlotte L4 
 



 

 

Fantastic Feast 
 
I gasp as I see our table of food,  
Which looks so delectable and good. 
Stuffing dumplings in my mouth, I give off a sigh of joy. 
The sauce bursts out from the pork in its wrap, 
The perfect food before a nap 
Transporting you to a world of wonder. 
 
Egg tarts lie on the right side of me, 
I tuck in (after the dumplings) with glee. 
My heart is hit by a warm fuzzy feeling. 
I recall kindergarten, my grandparents picking  
Me up holding egg tarts. 
LΩƳ leaning on a wall, 
I feel like I can fly.  
 
It shocks others when I gush milk into my tea. 
.ǳǘ ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ ƳŜΦ 
I miss swinging my legs off the ground, 
DƭŀƴŎƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ. 
.ŜƛƴƎ Ŏŀǳǘƛƻǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎǇƛƭƭΣ 
I carefully pour the milk, 
To imitate her.  
 
The greatest feast is  
The one you have to leave.  

 
Beatrice L5 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Food 
 
Standing right before me is a table full of food, 
Chocolates, sweets, exotic fruit, everything looks good, 
It all was gone quite quickly, I ate it up with haste, 
But there's more to this whole varied spread than just its luscious taste. 
  
The gumdrops 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, 
I 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. 
 

Isabelle U5  
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 


