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Introduction

We are proud to present the winning poems and stories for the 
2013 Tower Hamlets Creative Writing Competition. 

The 44 works collected here are from students aged nine years 
to sixteen and written from a single starting point; the word 
“Wonder”, and all that this word brings to mind.

A record number of schools entered the competition this year and 
our judge, author Josh Lacey, had a supremely challenging task 
choosing the winners given the exceptionally high standard of 
entries. Commenting on the work, he highlighted how the writers 
had used their words to explore the world around them, to better 
understand it, or to re-imagine it and turn it on its head. With 
stories travelling from birth, through life, to death, we hope that 
you enjoy reading them as much as we have.

The Tower Hamlets Schools Library Service

The Tower Hamlets Creative Writing Competition is an annual event for 
schools in the London Borough of Tower Hamlets. Conceived in 2004 by Tower 
Hamlets Gifted and Talented strand of the Excellence in Cities programme, it 
has been run by Tower Hamlets Schools Library Service since 2011 with the 
aims of promoting wider reading and literacy, and to encourage young people 
to express themselves through the written word.

For more information about the library service and the competition, visit; 
www.towerhamlets-sls.org.uk
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Both Of Us
by Caitlin Finnerty  
(Bishop Challoner Catholic Collegiate School)

It wasn’t my plan. I didn’t know it was going to happen, 
neither did he. We didn’t know that I was going to get 
pregnant, and definitely not at fifteen. 
My whole class was going on a school trip, to see how people 
from different places learn in schools. Mrs Jacobson decided 
to take us to Westmeath, Ireland. Not too far away, I thought. 
Not too far to get home quickly if I needed to, but far enough 
away from my parents, once I was gone, I would be free... 
We arrived early in the town, around 11am on Sunday 20th 
February and the first thing we saw once we stepped off the 
coach was a big group of people, about our age. There were 
3 girls and about 5 or 6 boys. One boy caught my attention 
straight away, and I seemed to have caught his... 
He was staring. Just staring, but smiling... He had an amazing 
smile, I couldn’t help but stare back. We stayed there for 
about 2 minutes, just staring into each others’ eyes, until 
his friends pushed him, and he lost all concentration. I 
quickly ran up the road after my friends, trying to escape the 
embarrassment...
We had been separated into different schools, so we wouldn’t 
be distracted by our friends. I’d been put into Ard Scoil 
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Mhuire, an all boys school... All boys, maybe he’d be there, 
I thought. That boy, with the blonde hair, blue eyes. I didn’t 
think so, it seemed too good to be true... 
My first day of school arrived, and I had to wear their 
uniform (they’d designed it specially for me); black pleated 
skirt, white shirt and a red & black striped tie. I left the 
house we were staying in at 7:56am, and walked towards the 
school. The journey wasn’t long, only about 10 minutes. 
I’d been put into Mrs McConnell’s classroom, and I got there 
pretty easily. The first classroom to the left, I still remember. 
I knocked and walked in... 
“Well hello! You must be Jessica? I’m Mrs Mc’Connell, 
welcome to Ireland!” There he was, the boy from yesterday. 
He looked up and smiled, a cheesy grin.I could feel my heart 
beginning to melt. 
“Maybe you could take a seat next to James?” 
I slowly walked towards the chair, everyone staring at me. 
His name was James. James and Jessica. Jessica and James. 
“Hi, I’m James. You’re the girl from the coach yesterday?” 
“Yeah, that’s me” I said, smiling. 
“Yeah, urm... Are you enjoying it so far?” 
“I like it, haven’t really seen much though” 
“I can take you around! I’ll be your personal tourist, giving 
you all the best treatment, at a small price” he said. He was 
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smiling, in a sort of flirty way. 
“Oh yeah? And how much is that then? £20? £30?” 
“A date with me tonight?” 
I could feel myself blushing, but tried to hide it, so he 
wouldn’t notice. 
“Sure, that’d be good” I smiled, shyly. 
We had no time to talk anymore because we had work to do. 
I could feel his eyes on me, and every time I looked up, he’d 
look away, thinking I hadn’t noticed. He was so cute, trying 
to hide away from me, I could already tell tonight would be a 
night I’d always remember... 

He was waiting outside the cinema. Simple, but effective 
date we both thought. I still remember what he was wearing. 
Dark black jeans, grey high tops, black jacket and a black 
t-shirt. It looked good on him, he suited the laid back sort of 
look. 
The movie was ok, but I could feel him slowly putting his 
arm round me. It felt nice, I felt like he wanted me... We took 
a walk in the park afterwards, and he bet I wouldn’t be able 
to climb a tree. I knew I couldn’t, but I wasn’t telling him 
that. I tried, but my foot slipped, and I fell. He caught me, 
and we fell over. With both of us laughing, I could feel him 
starting to tickle my sides, It felt nice, the way a guy does it 
to his girlfriend on TV. That’s where it happened. That was 
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the night, when I got pregnant. 

I didn’t know I was pregnant until two weeks after it 
happened. I began to get sick every morning, and I thought it 
could’ve been some sort of bug going round. I kept insisting 
it was that, until my friend joked that I could be pregnant. 
No one knew what had happened between me and James. 
Only his dad. I decided to take a test, just in case. I thought I 
wasn’t, I really hoped I wasn’t. 
I took it in the teacher’s bathroom. Waited the two minutes 
specified, and there it was. The result. I was two weeks 
pregnant. I didn’t know what I was supposed to do. I was 
only fifteen, too young and stupid to raise a baby! I was 
wrong in thinking that though... 
James was even more shocked than I was. He just looked at 
me, his eyes wide. Tears began to fall down my face, and I 
couldn’t stop them. He got up, pulled me into his arms and 
held me. 
“Its all going to be ok.” He promised. “I’ll look after you, I’ll 
look after both of us, don’t worry” 

Time went by slowly, and my bump began to grow. 
My parents were disgraced by me, they saw me as an 
embarrassment. They disowned me when I was two months 
pregnant, and that’s when I realised, this was it. This was my 
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new home. This was my new life. A fifteen year old girl, and 
a fifteen year old boy, going to be parents in seven months 
time. 
I lived at James’ house, with his family. They accepted the 
baby, and were going to help us raise it. Best of all, I got to 
spend every hour of every day with James. I could already 
tell that he’d be an amazing dad, he’s so gentle, so kind. He 
kept his promise about looking after me... 

I gave birth to an amazing baby boy. He was so beautiful, so 
small. All the time I was pregnant, I thought I’d regret it, but 
out of this tiny mistake, I got my baby, and my James. For 
then everything was perfect... 
On Tuesday 29th December, there was a knock at the door. 
Only me, James and the baby were home. so James answered 
it. I could hear murmering in the hallway, so went out to 
check who it was, bringing the baby with me. My body froze. 
I couldn’t move anything, and had no sense of words. My 
mum and sister were at the door, stern looks on both their 
faces. 
They weren’t interested in the baby, they saw him as a 
‘mistake’ and acted as if he was an animal. I could see James 
was getting angry, so sent him upstairs to feed the baby. 
“That’s him them?! Is he the one who took your life away? 
The one who gave you that embarrassment of a child?” 
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“He’s not an embarrassment, he’s beautiful!” 
My blood began to boil, who did they think they were, 
calling MY baby an embarrassment?! 
They wanted me to sign some paper, about me no longer 
being their responsibility. I happily signed it, I wasn’t going 
back to them, no way... 
I ran upstair, opened the door, and James looked up at 
me, blinking his big blue eyes. The baby was sleeping, so 
peacefully. James walked towards me, and put his hands 
round my waist. 
“Its all going to be ok” he promised, “I’ll look after you, I’ll 
look after both of us.” 
I smiled, and felt his lips touch mine. That moment was so 
quiet, so amazing. I knew he’d look after me, I knew he’d 
protect us all. This was it, this was me. Sixteen year old girl, 
with a baby and a man who she couldn’t help but melt for.
 To be honest, this is the best life I could ever wish for, and I 
wouldn’t change a single bit of it.
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And He Shut His Eyes  
by Daniel Fisher 
(Bow School of Maths and Computing)

RING RING!  
RING RING!  
Isaac, only half awake from his slumber, swiped blindly at 
the clock by his bed. 

CRASH!  
He sat up as quickly as a man who had realised he was lying 
on a bed of nails would, as opposed to a man that was just 
enjoying the most wondrous of dreams lying on a bed of 
warmth and comfort. He peeked over the side of the bed to 
look at the source of his awakening. There lay an assortment 
of springs and gears, bits and pieces, odds and ends. The 
destroyed clock almost looked smug looking up at him. Isaac 
sighed to himself, massaged the wrinkles on his forehead and 
went to fetch the broom. He found solace in the fact that at 
least he hadn’t knocked over the picture of his son, Charlie. 

Once done with disposing the debris, Isaac got ready for 
work; Isaac went to leave his dingy small flat,but he stared 
probably a bit too long at the beauty he was leaving behind: 
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amass all the dirty clothes and empty plates stood a beacon 
of glory and escapism. His bed. He then glanced at his son’s 
picture for a while. Isaac blinked and shook his head out of 
it’s stupor and left.  
He missed the bus. He fell over in a puddle while running for 
it for good measure. 

Isaac eventually got to work an hour late. He sat down at his 
cubicle,but was interrupted by a shadow looming over his 
keyboard. A small podgy shadow. He turned to his boss who 
was staring at Isaac sympathetically. He had his pity face on.  
“Isaac, could I have a word with you in my office?”  
“Uhm sure of course, let me just log in.”  
“I’d rather you didn’t.”  
“Oh. Oh okay, sure.. .alright I’ll come now”  
Before Isaac had finished talking Mr Humphreys had already 
began walking to his office. Isaac followed him and noticed 
the stares and hushed voices of his co-workers in their 
cubicles. 
 “He was late for the 3rd time this week”  
“Look at the mud on his trousers. What a tramp”  
“I heard he is a recovering heroin addict. Recovering ,my 
arse”  
Isaac felt himself blush and kept his head down.
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“Isaac please,Take a seat”  
“Oh ok Mr Humphreys, is that a new tie? I really like the 
colour. Colours. Its multi coloured isn’t it haha I like your 
new tie sir, is it new?” Mr Humphreys cut him off.  
“You were late for the 3 time this week, Isaac”  
“Oh was I ? Time sure does fly doesn’t it haha! Well I- I was 
late because I missed the bus and I fell while running for it 
, that’s why my trousers are like this, I’m not a tramp haha I 
really am not a tramp I swear haha so that’s why I was late 
hah funny story, but anyway, I like your tie, did you get it 
any where fancy like Zara? My son buys his ties at Zara. He 
told me that a few years ago before he died. Remember I told 
you my son died ? That’s why I take those pills because I get 
sad because of it,remember I told you Mr Humphreys?...”  
An awkward stillness enveloped the room. Mr Humphrey’s 
had that pity face on again. Like the first time Isaac told him 
about his pills or his son or his sadness.  
“Anyway, that tie is really nice, I was going to buy a tie like 
that a couple of weeks ago but I saw the price and it was £15! 
£15 for a tie! That’s--”  
“Stop it Isaac.”  
“Stop what sir? I’m just saying that the tie is--”  
“You’re fired. Clear your desk by this afternoon, you cant 
work here any more Isaac , I’m sorry.” 
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 “Oh. ..ok sir. ..But its not really ok because I have no where 
else to go really sir, I’m behind on my rent and I -”  
“Isaac, go.”  
“Oh. ok. bye sir. Thanks.”  
Isaac got up to leave and as he got to the door he turned to 
Mr Humphrey’s.  
“I still like your tie sir.”  
And he left.  

3 weeks later 

PROD PROD.  
PROD PROD.  
“Come on mate, wake up”  
The policemen helped Isaac to his feet and walked with him 
out of the block of flats. Isaac felt the frost hit him instantly. 
Thank god he has his beard, it really does keep him warm. 
Even if it does smell.  
Isaac found his way to a secluded alley where another drifter 
had left his belongings. Not much obviously, but a mattress 
and some cardboard as a cover was all Isaac needed. It 
wasn’t as comfortable as his old bed of course but it would 
do. Ever since Isaac had ran out of his medication, he 
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couldn’t stay awake for long because the sadness was too 
much. He preferred the numbness of sleep and the wonders 
his dreams used to entail . Now, his dreams are nightmares. 
He blames himself for his sons car crash. He DID teach 
Charlie how to drive after all. If he had taught him better, 
perhaps he wouldn’t have been hit by that truck. He really 
wished he wasn’t such a f**k up of a father.  
But those were sad thoughts and his psychiatrist told him not 
to think like that. So to banish the sad thoughts Isaac pulled 
out his needle from his rucksack, tied his shoe lace around 
his arm, made it tight, and stuck the needle into his veins. 
He knew Heroin was bad but he welcomed the numbness it 
allowed him. The numbness and the wonders. Isaac sat back, 
turned to his side gripping the warmth the cardboard and 
heroin gave. 
 He let out a long breath, felt his body go cold. And he shut 
his eyes.
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Grandads
by Thomas Dowden
(Guardian Angels Primary School)

Granddads can be boring and old,  
Hand bags are mistaken for man bags, in their view,  
They eat lame out of date gloopy stew,  
And if you don’t think that’s boring you should look at this 
too  
They may have a snooze and say “see you later,”  
and when they wake up they will be reading the newspaper.  
BUT MY GRANDAD...  
He sings the blues and plays the bongos,  
But he sometimes forgets how the song goes,  
I always look forward to Christmas because he looks like 
Santa Claus,  
He can answer any quiz without a pause.  
He dances to music like he’s a lunatic.  My Granddad is not 
like any other in the world.  



15

Who was she?
by Syeda Zisha
(Hague Primary School)

I never knew who my mother was or whether she had loved 
me or not. My Dad said she died a few days after I was born. 
Sometimes I think he’s not telling me something but I don’t 
ask. However, not asking was a mistake because I found out 
that my mum is alive... 
Someone was calling my dad; I didn’t know who was 
calling at the time but I answered and without saying hello 
someone’s voice said “Give her back! She’s mine. I know 
you did it for her. Tell her to stay away from my girl. I’m 
coming t....” I quickly hung up I couldn’t take it in my heart 
was pounding like a drum in my chest. Every word about my 
mother was a lie. I wondered who was ‘she’ but at the time 
I was thinking about what she was talking about. Thoughts 
raced around in my head, I couldn’t think. All I wanted to do 
was find my mum. 

The next day I had gotten my passport and was ready to do 
anything for my mother. When usually my dad goes to work 
and my friends mom comes over I stopped her today and told 
her how I have to meet someone at the airport. I had a way to 
get there. 
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When we arrived I told them that she is inside and that I 
could see her (I really wish that was true) and went in. There 
were so many people inside that it was easy to squeeze in and 
out of them and to get on the plane without any suspicion. 
When I got on to the plane I thought about how easy it was 
to get on and as I was sitting down someone asked me who 
was I with? I got scared and mumbled and knew that my 
journey was done but then some lady quickly cried “She’s 
my daughter” I was shocked. However, I knew that she was 
my only way to stay on the plane so I went to sit near her. 

I asked her who she was and she said that she was a friend of 
someone called Charlotte McCann. The name was familiar; 
however, I couldn’t make out who it was. I didn’t say 
anything but all I did was listen.
 
As we were getting off the plane I secretly grabbed my bag 
and ran. I didn’t know where I was but I just kept on tracking 
down the phone call with one of dad tracking devices. I felt 
as if I was being watched and followed but I kept on going. 

When the appliance said that this was where the phone call 
came from I was confused because I was in the middle of 
nowhere. I didn’t know where I was or what to do so I just 
looked around and as I turned I saw that the lady from the 
plane had followed me and before I could say anything she 
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shouted “You know who Charlotte McCann is?” I shook my 
head “she’s your mother” shocked and scared I shouted back 
“WHAT how do you know about that who are you tell me 
where is she please” 
Desperate I ran towards her and FELL to the ground 
puzzled to why I was unable to move I saw that my foot was 
paralysed. 
Slowly my eyes closed and I heard someone say “I knew you 
would come” and someone scream; “EMILY”. My name.
She never really found out who her mother was and she died 
trying.
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Breathe 
by Tania Begum  
(Oaklands Secondary School)

You sit up, clutching your head, groaning against the pain. 
Your head pounds, thumping like the bass of the music you 
like to listen to: th-thump-th-thump-th-thump. Your vision 
blurs, your head spinning as you get a head rush. 

Liquid trickles down your scalp, twisting through your hair. 
It’s slightly warm. Your mouth is dry, and the taste of iron 
is the strongest taste. The only other taste you can tell is 
the horrible tang of acidity vomit. You can feel something 
wet soaking up in your jeans, smell the acrid stench of new 
vomit, and guess that’s where it is. You must’ve have puked 
while unconscious, just lucky you happened to be on your 
side instead of your back. 

Looking around, you start to panic. All you can see is 
blackness, total blackness. You don’t know where you are 
and you don’t know how to get out. But this was just a joke; 
you’d be let out soon, right? You hold a hand right in front 
of your face, and can barely make out the outline of it. You 
might even start to think that you haven’t got a hand or even 
a body, and that you are just a tiny consciousness at the 
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bottom of a bottomless hole — the only thing comforting you 
is that you can feel the presence of your body. Or are you just 
imagining it?

The darkness scrabbles over your skin, crawling across it 
and pinching at it, causing the hair on it to stand up on end. 
It consumes you, holding you in its ambiguous embrace, 
as Death would before he claims his victims. You can feel 
the darkness creeping its way into you, infecting your 
mind, somehow finding a way into your body and settling 
underneath your skin. You rub clammy hands over your arms 
in irritation, not liking the feeling of the darkness dominating 
your body. You can feel the darkness grab hold of your cells, 
and it won’t let go, demanding your attention. It roots itself 
in your mind, encouraging the panic to take over. 

The panic in cohorts with Death, tries to steal your soul.

Your breath starts to hitch as you try to breathe, try to breathe 
slowly like you were taught, but it doesn’t help; you feel 
the walls compressing around you. You curl up into a ball to 
protect yourself from the walls, and from whatever monster 
waits in the shadows for you to move. Inhale, exhale, inhale, 
exhale, inhale, inhale, inhale. You can’t breathe! Your fingers 
claw at your throat, which has tightened up. You swallow 
in an attempt to clear the lump from your throat, and wince 
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as you feel the pain from the rawness of your throat. It feels 
as if you have swallowed glass shards, they sit embedded 
in your trachea. You pant and try to breathe in the suddenly 
non-existent air, trying to ignore the pain. 

You pull at your top, trying to rip it away from your neck. If 
there is nothing constricting your throat, then maybe you’ll 
be able to breathe again, maybe the air will come back. You 
shudder, as all you can hear in the darkness is the sound of 
your laboured breathing. You sound like a chain smoker, your 
breaths sounding like train speeding through the country. You 
need to calm down. 

You press your hand to your chest, to feel the staccato 
rhythm of your heart. It beats erratically in place, pounding 
against your ribs, frantically seeming to try and escape your 
chest. It pounds against your hand faster now, anxious to get 
out quicker now that it has been noticed. Faster and faster 
and faster, it keeps getting faster. You’re not calming down. 
You need to calm down. 

You breathe harder, your heart speeding up again, the 
sounds competing and racing against each other. Clenching 
your fists, your nails bite into your palms, leaving crescent 
imprints on your palm.  
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You put your head between your legs, to try and breathe, but 
you must feel more suffocated. You need to get out! You need 
to leave! You can’t breathe. Tears roll down your cheeks, 
alerting you to the fact that you are crying. The deprivation 
of sight is scaring you. You want to leave. You need to leave! 

You jump up to your feet, and stumble around blindly; sobs 
are ripping their way out of your throat despite your efforts to 
hold them in. 
You feel a door knob in front of you. Yes! You twist it, and 
push, but the door doesn’t budge. You’re locked in. You 
fall to your knees, head spinning, panic finally completely 
commandeering your body. 

“HELP! HELP ME! LET ME OUT!!! PLEASE!!!” you 
scream, but to no avail. You scratch at the door, clawing 
and scratching at it like the desperate animal that you 
are. You feel your nail tear away, feel blood slowly drip 
down your hands; you’re past caring. You need to get out! 
Your breathing gets faster, your panting sounding worse 
than a pack of dogs now, your heart beating faster than a 
hummingbirds wing as it’s in flight. You gasp in pain, and 
grab at your heart, as a shooting pain stabs through it. 

You feel your consciousness bleed away. A dull whooshing 
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sound in your ear welcomes you, as the black in your vision 
turns to ebony. As you fall to the floor, your hand trails over 
the doorknob, twisting it again before trailing over the door. 
The only thing you can feel left from your existence being 
the scratches you made in the wood. 

Darkness is evident in the small room. A hand lies by the 
door, the nails with chipped blue nail polish, red patterns 
cobwebbing and intertwining over the hand. A beetle scuttles 
over the mound of dirt that has trickled into the room through 
the crack of the inwardly swung door. The beetle shuffles 
under the girl, the body already forgotten; unlike the others 
that are also six feet under.
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The Heartless And The Oppressed   
by Hamza Uddin 
(Bow School of Maths and Computing)

The people of Gaza feel oppressed 
Because of the ones that are heartless 
The people of Gaza feel depressed 
Because of the ones that assume they’re fearless 

The oppressed have nothing to lose 
The offenders risk protecting their wealth 
The oppressed have nothing to prove 
The offenders proving nothing by losing their health 

Bodies of the lifeless lay among the dead 
Predators of the dead stand with pride 
The results of war is always mass bloodshed 
Where rotten bodies of the dead collide 

When the oppressed die as martyrs 
They find their souls fly among freedom 
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When offenders die as killers 
They realize they’ve lost their kingdom 

The oppressed still living, survive 
Because they’re still full of confidence 
Into their graves, the killers dive 
Bleeding and dying, they lose their sense of violence 

The bloodthirsty live only to inflict pain 
They’re too stubborn to show any forgiveness 
They will rob wealth without leaving a single grain 
Rob so clean, that the state is left spotless 

What the killers deserve, is what the poor get 
Who the poor serve, is the one they’ll never forget
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The Boy from a Fire
by Sonny Bissessar 
(St Paul with St Luke Primary School)

The thunder crashed like cymbals with a deafening roar. 
Suddenly a bolt of lightning struck the tree of life which 
stood higher than any of the other stubby trees. Its flowers 
shrivelled and the burning tree sank down in a ball of black 
fire and smoke. As it burned a small figure came into shape 
and formed from the flames. Out it stood, its eyes shone 
bright with rage but as it started raining he slowly shrunk. 
He became a small boy, short for his age with strange blank 
eyes. He looked sad and lonely. 

He heard a noise from the darkness then suddenly out of 
the shadows came all sorts of creepy alien-like creatures. 
The eldest but ugliest finally spoke in a rasping voice “You 
are sad, we can see that. You are lonely and are somewhat 
different from us; as well you are very short. To fix your 
problem i advise you to go to the clock tower in the north 
of Nowhere, in the Centre of Nothing. You shall climb up 
the tower and attach your arms to one clock hand and your 
legs to the other. On the sixth hour of the day that does not 
exist lightning will strike the tower and you’ll be just like us. 
EASY!” 
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Without reply the boy vanished. He had vanished into 
nowhere. The only trace of him was a line of burnt trees. 
While the others wondered where he was, the boy was 
running to the centre of absolutely nothing. He left a line 
of smoke behind him as he ran ahead. Suddenly he saw the 
most miniature clock tower. He laughed and jumped over 
it but tripped and bumped his head. He looked up and saw 
the tallest clock tower ever; the boy was bewildered but 
just started climbing. After a few long minutes he looked 
down at the ground but it was only a few centimetres away, 
he reached his foot down to touch it but it didn’t touch the 
ground. That was strange? He turned back and this time he 
was face to face with the clock. 

“Oh well” he thought and took out a strip of rope from 
nowhere and began tying his legs to one clock hand, then 
his hands to the other. His body started stretching and his 
muscles felt like they would tear apart. As it started to rain 
his eyes shone purple and he burst into a ball of burning fire. 
Smoke and ashes drifted around, the sky became dark. His 
ribcage felt like it would explode then just as he was about 
to give in a loud crash of thunder roared, lightning struck the 
clock tower. The next thing he knew there was a blackout.

He felt a twitch of electricity spark and he sprung back 
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up feeling different. His body was ablaze, but that wasn’t 
different. Looking down the boy saw that he had grown, 
his legs were longer and his body taller. He was happy. He 
smiled.
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The Other Half of Me
by Tahira Chowdhury
(Central Foundation Girls’ School)
This poem is dedicated to my sisters. 
 
Side by side we stuck together, 
Inseperable to those who tried to pull us apart. 
Both entwined in mischief, 
Theose times were the best, 
I was lively and she was calm, 
But when united we were perfect. 
There was never a time where we weren’t having fun, 
Stronger our friendship grew, burning with life, 
we cherished each other’s presence, 
From morning ‘till night blossoming ideas like fruit during 
spring. 
We spent best of times under the shade of a grand oak tree, 
Protected from the illumination of the golden sun, 
Lying on the green grass, we gazed up at the clouds, 
Making up stories about princesses and dragons, 
Our faces glowing bright with pleasure. 
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Every time either of us mentioned something amusing, 
Deep inside I wondered whether we would be together 
forever. 
I looked at her. She looked at me. 
Her hazel eyes bore into mine and I knew we shared the 
same thought, 
In time we would know where life would take us, 
But for now we would treasure the moment.
Closing my eyes, I listened to the unity of our heart beat. 
The sighs of our breath. 
I felt peaceful and happy, 
We smiled. Halves to one coin.
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Patient 10 
by Shaun Odili 
(Bishop Challoner Catholic Collegiate School)

As I observed the moon gradually become visible again, my 
mother placed a reassuring hand around my shoulder. Yet 
I could not forget the beatific glow of the fire. Although a 
catalyst of great panic I only had admiration for the way it 
flickered in the night sky. The ambulance had now arrived to 
treat the injured which included myself. You would expect 
that I would bear nothing but hatred for the fire but you’re 
wrong. All I could think of was the enchanting flame, its 
serenity: perfection! 

Having been expertly treated by the doctors at Homerton 
Hospital it seemed as though all recollection of the previous 
night had vanished. At last I had overcome the fire, the 
flame, the light. Feeling like had been struck by a mild case 
of insomnia I still attempted to catch some needed sleep. 
My eyes clasped shut and suddenly re-opened. Once more I 
closed them. Yet they re-opened again. In a final attempt to 
close my eyes at last I succeeded in doing so. I endeavoured 
to keep them shut to extent in which my eye lids shivered. 
But sleep never came. Only something darker. 
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3 more days had passed and due to my injuries I was forced 
to remain in hospital. 3 more days had passed and the 
darkness grew. The repercussions of that fire were greater 
than I anticipated. Initially it gave me life, it invigorated my 
spirit and I was filled with powerful sensations. The nurses 
had informed me of my condition frequently and as required 
several pictures were taken of myself as each day passed. 
A vivid paleness was more than recognisable in each photo 
which contrasted with my tanned Mediterranean skin. 

Unable to stand or even walk all I could do was think. To 
think of the devastating fire that occurred 4 weeks ago. Well 
I think it did. To think of when I could be detained from 
hospital to finally return home. Even to sleep was an almost 
insurmountable task. Only the occasional inspection of a 
nurse kept me from believing I was the only human left on 
Earth. The four white walls encased my worthless existence. 
Transfixed onto what was merely a compact room, the ceiling 
gradually began to enclose my surroundings. The world had 
never seemed so small. And I had never felt so isolated. 

The summer had now turned into winter and my world had 
never seemed so bleak. I was now attached to a drip due to 
the drastic decrease in my bodily fluids. The wind outside 
aggressively manifested into a storm that engulfed the entire 
hospital with an arctic cold. Midnight had struck and for the 
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first time in long time sleep came with such ease. I closed 
my eyes to be greeted by a familiar darkness. An unusual 
darkness. A darkness that enabled me to see the light, the 
flame, the fire. The inferno still lingered in my mind, it still 
haunted me. I was not able to close my eyes without seeing 
the ever-blazing flame. It simply would not leave me; it 
latched itself onto me like a blood-seeking parasite. Slowly 
draining every bit of energy that I withheld. Then a familiar 
object emerged from the brooding fire. A hand. My mother’s 
hand. Her tulip touch sent a gentle warmth through my 
skin. Her tranquil demeanour was all too dissimilar to her 
usually boisterous state. Her rigid facial expressions meant 
that I could faintly make out what she was saying. I’m sorry. 
But what was she sorry for? A single tear trickled down her 
pale face which fell to form pool encircling her feet. The 
silhouette from her figure vanished and shortly after so did 
she. 

A marriage of doom was formed. The fire wanted me. I had 
realised that despite all efforts to dispense of its vipers grip 
it could not die. It only grew to corrupt my mind my for 
reasons unknown. It festooned within me and like a virus it 
needed a host to thrive. Integrated with my very soul, such 
a bond stronger than any metallic alloy was now seemingly 
unbreakable. 
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The fire returned stronger than its previous appearance. The 
heat coursed through my body to the extent in which I began 
to sweat profusely. Drowned by my own sweat and on the 
brink of no return a nurse dashed into the room. My chances 
of revival were restored. Hope was restored. Expecting a 
reassuring voice of comfort I only heard what seemed like a 
distant echo. “Help for patient 9!” She exclaimed.
I was patient 10. 
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Fostered
by Jadie Phillips 
(Sir John Cass Foundation and Redcoat School)
 

The rain is pouring, the wind is howling. 
And I can hear my stomach growling, 
soaked to the bone, without a raincoat, 
no one on the streets, it’s so remote. 
I shiver, and I quicken my pace. 
To reach my home, such a gloomy place. 
As usual mum’s in a sombre mood, 
and once again, there is no food. 
And then mum turns to me and says, 
very soon my darling, you are going away. 
She apologised for letting me down, 
and said I’m going to a new family in town. 
Since then my life’s never been the same, 
I even carry a different name. 
I often cry and think of my mum, 
and wonder if she’ll ever come. 
I wonder if she remembers I’m thirteen today, 
three years since I was given away.
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The Bright Light
by Priya Begum
(John Scurr Primary School)

In Thailand there was a little brown cottage.  This cottage has 
a small family, a mother, a father and their son named Jack.  
Jack was a four year old boy.   He lived in a very unhappy 
life as his mother and father left him alone with a babysitter.  
His mother and father had a very busy life, they both worked 
full time.

The babysitter Lilly, made Jack do all the house while she sat 
back and watched TV.  The boy used to cry and pray to God 
for some help.

And suddenly a flash of light lit his eyes from the garden, 
it was shining so bright.  Then suddenly there appeared a 
fairy godmother.  She had red curly hair, eyes sparkling  like 
marble.  The fairy godmother looked Jack in the eye and said 
“Oh, what’s the matter?”  Hearing her friendly voice,  Jack 
began to cry.  The fairy godmother said “don’t worry, I know 
your problem.  Have faith in the one that will make your life 
better.”
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The fairy godmother spared his wish and gave happiness to 
his life.

That day, when Jack’s mum returned from work, Jack was 
upstairs in his room crying.  As soon as she heard him, she 
rushed into the room.  Jack hugged her tightly.  His mum said 
“What’s the matter?  Did you have a bad day?”

Jack did not answer.  He just looked at his mum.  Jack said “I 
don’t like Lilly  -she is not nice.”  His mother looked shocked 
and asked “Why, honey?  What did she do?” Jack mumbled 
“she watches TV all day and shouts at me too and I have to 
sweep the floor, do the washing up. She does not let me play.
His mum was very cross and said to Jack “Don’t worry, Mum 
will fix it.”
Lilly knew mother would be coming to check up on them.  
Jack’s life was much better now that his mother comes to see 
him once during the day.

But Jack’s happiness did not last after three weeks his mum 
became very busy in her work that she did not have time to 
come and see Jack.  Lilly took advantage of this and went 
back to her old tricks.  Jack was doing the chores again.
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Two weeks passes.  Jack’s mum realises something is up 
because he seems very quiet and very tired.  After dinner he 
goes straight to bed.

The next day Jack’s mum said “Lilly, we don’t need you 
anymore, you can leave.” And she closed the door in her face
Jack’s mother found a new nanny called Jessie.  She was a 
much better nanny that Lilly.
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I Wonder
by Niamh Bush
(Guardian Angels Primary School)
 
I wonder what would happen if the sea forgot to roll.  
If the fish forgot to swim  
If the flowers forgot to grow   

I wonder what would happen then?   

I wonder what would happen,  
If the sun forgot to shine,  
Would the sky still be blue?  
And the clouds be fluffy and white.   

I wonder what would happen then?   

I wonder what would happen  
If the stars forgot to glow,  
If the moon was made of snow. 
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I wonder what would happen?   

I wonder what would happen  
If there were no teachers there to teach,  
If I never learned to read.   

I wonder what would happen then?   
I wonder what would happen  
If Ijust didn’t grow  
If Ijust stayed small.  
 
I wonder what would happen then?   

I wonder what would happen  
If all the fighting stopped.  
And children could no longer live in fear.   

I wonder what would happen then?   

I wonder what would happen  
If everyone had a home  
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Filled with love and happiness  
That they could call their own.   

I Wonder...
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Sempiternal 
by Sofia Heustice 
(Bishop Challoner Catholic Collegiate School)

The graves were barely visible in the grey mist that glided 
along the ground and into the distance. Of course it was 
unnerving, not being
able to see the floor. Visits to this place always seemed 
sempiternal. “It’ll end soon.” I hoped. Against hope. “Not 
today.”

Here’s the thing; I didn’t say that.

His - or her - knife glistened the moon’s light as it entered my 
body around five times. I counted five. The pain; immense, 
to say the least. Sharp and horrific. Yet I couldn’t help but 
realise the beautiful scenery, as I lay there dying. It made the 
perfect ending.

Then I woke up. The curtains were wide open, enough for the 
sun’s light, bright light to force my eyes closed again. After 
blinking, I had adjusted to the light of day.
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A sick feeling of disappointment and resentment crept into 
me as I edged my eyes towards my clock. 9am. Late for 
work.
“It should be illegal for me to be awake at such an hour,” I 
groaned to myself, slowly wobbling out of bed towards the 
shower. “To work in a mini-supermarket. Will I ever see the 
end?” But I knew, all I needed was that shower. Bliss. For 
now.

Dressed and ready to go, I was unusually perky in the 
mornings for an eighteen-year-old. Running straight from the 
stairs outside of the front door, I should’ve seen the sign. My 
parents couldn’t stand each other, yet they were sitting at a 
table together, looking through my baby photos. Weird.
I had better things to worry about, I thought. Like which 
direction the breeze would take my hair into, or whether the 
police had found the local missing person. I told the police 
that my boss, Frank, hadn’t been acting strangely at all. But 
the same day he disappeared. So did an inch of my hair and 
my favourite pair of jeans. also weird.

The day was clear and bright, as if I should have been 
drenched in sweat by now. I walked as slow as possible to 
avoid this. To look as though I’d just swam three lengths of 
a pool was out of the question. I wanted to look smart and 
prepared for work, no matter what local supermarket it was.
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Then I worried again. A stab of shock and dread, just like the 
dream. 
Police Line. Do Not Cross, the yellow tape read. The only 
thing that stood between me and a pay cheque. But why the 
place I worked at? What could possibly have happened?

After that, whipering. Just one voice, telling me to cross the 
tape. I felt that voice enter my skull an dseep into my brain, 
like a toxic thought refusing to leave. If I crossed the tape, I 
was sure it would leave, right? Wrong.

The voice was louder than ever, and was definitely Frank’s. 
Why him? Ignoring the broken glass - and blood - I marched 
towards the basement where he would let me stay if he 
caught onto my drunk of a father geting violent. Again.

Enough of that. I was on a mission. And this voice had to go.

I found the basement. In the basement was Frank. Standing 
over my dead body. With five stab sounds. He had the knife.

Now I watch as they clear away the shop and dispose of my 
body.
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I Wonder...
by Ellie Lowe 
(St Paul with St Luke Primary School)

I WONDER how much of space there is to explore, 
Or maybe how long it will go on for?  

I WONDER how deep is the ocean blue, 
Maybe no-one knows maybe no-one ever knew?  

I WONDER if it’s possible to sit on a cloud, 
Maybe you can maybe you’re not allowed?  

I WONDER why the grass is so green, 
And what insects lie between?  

I WONDER why the moon is not quite round, 
Where the missing piece could be found? 
 
I WONDER why the sun is so bright, 
And reflects on the moon in the night?  
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I WONDER why you don’t remember stuff as a baby, 
Maybe you lose your mind or maybe you go crazy?  

I WONDER when we die where do we go, 
Do you go to heaven or go with the flow?  

I WONDER where dreams are made, 
Is it from a seed in the deep depths or our brain?  

I WONDER I WONDER, 
How the world would be, 
If there was none of this, 
And just… 
Me
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The Girl with the Painted Face 
by Allegra Freeman
(Chisenhale Primary School)

As I walked down the corridor l bumped into another student 
who had long silky hair. 
“Oh, sorry, I really am sorry!’ I cried. 
The student looked up, she was a girl. In fact looked like she 
had hung her head in shame. 
Her face was painted with face paint. It wasn’t quite normal 
too. On her face she had cheese pictures and Chinese 
dragons. 
“I don’t see why cheese and Chinese dragons linked up 
together.” I thought. 
The girl gave a tiny little embarrassed chuckle then hurried 
off down the corridor. 

It was nine o’clock, my bedy-bug time. I was very tired from 
the day at school. When I was all tucked up in bed and ready 
to go to sleep I was fast asleep after counting three sheep.  
In my dream had dreamed about the girl and cheese and 
dragons.Maybe her parents were Chinese and French. 
Suddenly I had woken up. It was two in the morning. I could 
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her the fridge door creeking obviously Mum or Dad wanted 
to get something from the fridge but I was wrong. 
It wasn’t mum nor dad and it certainly wasn’t an ordinary 
thief...
I was shocked to see who and what it was. When I crept into 
the living room I saw the girl with the painted face. She was 
stealing some mature Cheddar cheese. She had already stolen 
the Chinese dragon which was once on the mantelpiece but 
now in the girl’s dark black bag. 

The girl stepped back.
Everything seemed to be frozen. Just at that moment the girl 
chuckled an embarrassed chuckle and finally she disappeared 
quickly into thin air. 
My hairs stood up on end. I had goose bumps and was 
shivering non-stop. 
“What just happened?” I wondered.
Was I imagining it? I slowly walked back to bed, frozen stff 
from what just happened. 
Maybe what I had seen was just a daydream or shall I say, a 
wonder?
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Wonderbread   
by Kobe Mendoza 
(Bishop Challoner Catholic Collegiate School)

The last time I saw you, you looked different. There was still 
life in your eyes, and you looked like you still had a reason to 
fight. They won’t remember you. Because they’ll forget to. 

When we met all those years ago, you came off as arrogant. 
Hopeless, pretentious - the type of guy I had no reason 
to be with. But as I got to know you better I realised you 
were strong. Respected, too. That’s what made you so 
extraordinary: your unconditional forgiveness - to anyone 
and everyone you met - is what made people think twice 
about you. That’s what changed my mind. 

I wonder if things happened differently; if it had worked and 
you were able to bring the columns down, where would we 
be? What if it worked and your hair grew back and we got 
back to where we were? But I guess even if we could, we’d 
probably never end up where we started. 
I remember hearing you get out of bed in the middle of the 
night. I heard you retch and hack and cough, but I didn’t get 
up. I didn’t get up because I knew you’d get mad. You’re 
a proud man, Samson. You don’t want people to see you 
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vulnerable. You believed that the Wonderbread would get 
you better because all you needed was “a slice and a good 
night’s sleep”. I never got what you meant by getting better. 
It never made sense to me. 
I remember you coming back into the room and seeing me 
awake. That’s when you asked me to do it. 
Cutting your hair... It was like depriving you of your security. 
I protested, but you said that seeing it go away piece by piece 
hurt too much. 

“It’s like, you know what’s going to happen and you know 
where you’re going to end up, so you try to accept it,” you 
said, staring into my tearing eyes. “You try to get used to the 
fact that you’re never going to see the people you love again 
and instead you’ll have to watch them live their lives without 
you. And you, in return, have to be without them. It sucks 
that that’s what happens. 

“This world - this life - manipulates you into thinking that 
happy endings exist and if everything isn’t resolved, it hasn’t 
ended yet. I don’t know. Maybe that’s the case, but what I 
do know is how much it hurts to know when it’s coming and 
how it’s going to end. People like me, we suffer. And I know 
I probably have it better than most people but that doesn’t 
mean it hurts less. It’s like you’re climbing a ladder with 
rungs breaking away at each step.” 
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Seeing you like this made me realise how hard you’ve tried 
to avoid this. You were on the verge of tears - something 
I’ve never seen in the years I’ve known you. So, without 
hesitation, I grabbed the first pair of scissors I could find and 
began removing the remaining fragments of your strength. 
My tears glimmered in the yellow light and seeing this, you 
smiled through the mirror and whispered, “thank you.”

The history books, they didn’t mention us. They said that 
a hero’s journey is from weakness to strength but they’re 
wrong. The real, triumphant journey, rather, is from strength 
to weakness. And that’s what you were. A hero. 

I woke up this morning and you were gone. I guess your 
ending came sooner. You’re an old symphony, Samson; 
timeless and hauntingly beautiful. 
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I can only wonder
by Inaya Zaman
(Hague Primary School)

I can only wonder
About the blood, sweat and tears of slaves
The tireless days and the huge burden
To create such a magnificent structure

To please who? I wonder

Cleverly disguised to orientate points on a compass
Stands this marvel

But who is it for?  I wonder

Believed to be a link between the living to the immortals, 
Between the earth and the heavens

Said who?  I wonder
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Inside, secret passages, doors and traps built to keep the 
thieves at bay, to keep the tomb and treasures locked away

A tomb for who?, I wonder

King Khufu, that’s who
A royal tomb with a missing priceless point touching the sky
And highly polished white limestone has lost its fame
Thousands of years have gone by

So how does it still stand?  I wonder

Beating all its six friends. It now survives
The last wonder of the ancient world
But whatever happened to King Khufu and his sacred gold?

I can only wonder.
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Wonder Life: 
Something New in my Life
by Emmanuel Lwanga 
(Our Lady Primary School)

I have experienced a very nice tiime in the UK. 
I used to find the weather so cold but am getting used to it. 

I started school and I am getting new friends at school, I 
am finding my new school very nice, there are such caring 
teachers and they teach really well. 

when I had just joined school, I used to feel really out of  
place but my teacher helped me out and made me feel 
welcome and that’s how I got my caring and loving friends. 
My teachers teach us (children) subjects like 
science, English, maths, R.E. and French. Every 
Friday, children from dIfferent classes get either a 
star award for helping others or for being a good person 
throughout the week or a child can get golden book for 
Improving in their studies in class. 
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Children from all primary classes do P.E. every Monday, 
Tuesday and Thursday. Year 6 does the Judo P.E.  
When I had just come to the UK I was really excited to meet 
my little sisters and I was very happy to see them.  
On one of the mornings I couldn’t believe my eyes when I 
realised that it had snowed. 
My first day in snow was great, I went out with my sisters 
and made a snowman and we also did the snowball fighting. 
It was such a beautiful day!

Every morning eccept Tuesdays at school, we sing praising 
songs from years 3-6. As we are singing the information in 
the songs tell us more about God, they mean that we have 
to think before we let any word come out of our mouths.
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How Much You’ve Grown 
by Jaydeen Lee Kusi 
(Sir John Cass Foundation and Redcoat School)

Small toes button nose  
Little fingers rosy cheeks  
That boisterous boy that bounces the room  
And that smell of rusk biscuits that loom  
His soft tender skin almost melts in my fingers  
As the smell of milk from his moistened lips lingers  
The baby’s heartbeat against my skin  
Always warms me from within  
How he raises my sprits  
I feel whole again!   

His giggles, like lyrics  
To my ears  
As I cuddle him softly  
I take away his fears  
Little devious, creature he was  
Changing pamper to pampered  
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As fast as he falls  
Controlling  
Controlling  
Controlling  
...With his calls...   

My how much you’ve grown  
My mother use to say  
That’s sadly before she passed away  
I’m twenty five now  
Tall eyes as black as night  
With a wife and two children, by my side  
For the memory of my mother shall remain  
I love you mummy  
And I shall think of you again  
Hope you look down on me protect me like you once did  
For I am still that little boy you rocked to sleep  
Still that little boy who gave you grief  
And still that little boy  
You loved so dearly  
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Gateways to Hell
by Maryam Akther Chowdhury 
(Sir John Cass Foundation and Redcoat School)

My body was shaken abruptly.  
‘Wake UP, WAKE UP”  
My head throbbed, my ears plunging with blood. What had 
happened? ‘Please, please I beg of you, wake up NOW’  
Who was talking? Were they talking to me? I fought an eye 
open, the other soon followed.  
“Oh, thank god your okay. Now, we need to go”  
I looked at her, confused, this auburn haired girl, with blue 
eyes - deep blue eyes. A scar on her upper lip, her face so 
pale yet unclean. ‘Can you get up? We need to hurry.’  
I tugged my legs... nothing. I shook my head. She picked me 
up, put my arm around her shoulder and started walking. 
I still couldn’t see properly. I tried to speak but my throat was 
as dry as the desert’s sand. My head though was filled with 
thoughts: ‘who was this girl?’, ‘How did she know me?’, 
‘Why is my ear bleeding and my legs not working?’ — but 
first of all, ‘Where’s my family?’ My heart skipped a beat. I 
turned to her, shook my head once again and passed out. 
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And that was the day, a girl saved my life.   

*** 
I sat beside my mother, her arms cradling me; holding 
me tight. Not letting me go, in a small shelter barely any 
space for three. We squeezed in tight using each other’s air. 
Cherishing every moment. For all we knew it could have 
been our last. She gazed at us, her only son and daughter 
amazed, scared and hopeful. 
‘My darlings know that life is nothing but a mere illusion. We 
have this blessing of life and should use it for good rather 
than bad. My son, look after your sister; she may seem 
strong but she is not. She needs you and you need your elder 
brother. ‘I examined her face, her beautiful red streaks of 
hair that fell from her weakly tied bun. Her smile that could 
light up a town, and her blue eyes which told us a story; the 
story of my mother losing her youngest child. Her longing 
for my father. Her struggle to beat cancer. I sat there amazed, 
listening carefully to every word. My mother was a wise 
women but thought herself to be a fool. Just then something 
hit our shelter, my mother’s arms wrapped securely around 
our arms. I wanted to pull away in pain, but my heart 
couldn’t let go - it wanted to die here.  

*** 



59

Light manipulated my face. We had a crack in our shelter.  
The sun bullied my eyes awake. My legs were bandaged with 
a piece of cloth, my clothes were black but I didn’t seem to 
remember them like that. There was no sign of the girl; I 
started to wonder if it was a dream. Tall and proud, the trees 
cheerfully swayed next to me. And I sat in the middle of 
them, small and useless. Waiting for this nightmare to end. 
Alone. 
‘Dad, please dad, don’t take her please.’ I pleaded my father 
as he dragged my seven year old sister away.  
‘It’s for her own safety.’  
But I refused to let go off her, I refused to listen. I didn’t want 
her to go; I didn’t want to be alone. But all he did was show 
me whose boss, as he shoved me to the ground. While Ijust 
waited for the ground to swallow me up.

My body felt heavier and my feet started sinking into the 
mud, my eyes tried to get a glimpse of any light, but what 
there was of little, rapidly became none. As the earth beneath 
my feet sucked me in, I struggled to push my legs but they 
were of no help. I gasped for air. But it was no use, I had 
nothing to live for, I loosened up, ready. And that’s when I 
felt it: A hand pulling on mine... Dragging me out. And it was 
her. Again. 
The excitement filled me I was officially now an older sister. 
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As I held her freakishly small hand, while laying in my 
mothers arms, I knew then that I would do what ever I could 
to protect her, love her and save her from all the evil in the 
world... As I whispered down into her ear, Welcome to the 
world Demona.’ 

***

Why? Like saving me once was not good enough. Why am I 
so important to her? Why didn’t she just let me die?  
I looked at her, avoiding her eyes.  
‘So the hero lives’ — HERO? How am I the hero when she 
has saved my life. Twice. The sweetness in her voice made 
me hate her more.  
‘I think nature’s telling us something. I’m not supposed to be 
alive.’ She smirked, and looked deeply at my face wondering 
if I was joking. ‘Well don’t we have an adventure ahead for 
us!’  
Adventure? I was not going anywhere with a complete 
stranger. She just stared at me, waiting for a reply but I 
hesitated.  
Her body turned to face me. Her eyes securely on mine, 
‘When one door closes. Two more open.’ She helped me up 
and said ‘there is a barn over there we can stay for a few days 
till your leg gets better.’  
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I gazed at her, unsure.  
‘You can trust me. What’s your name?’  
I forced out words ‘My name’s Eve. What’s your name?’ Not 
that I cared but she may have been the only way off reuniting 
with my family. 
As we walked, she said ‘My name is Demona.’ 

My heart stopped as a branch raced into my face, forcing 
my head into the earth. Death was out to get me. But I had 
found my sister and we were ready to escape through the two 
gateways of hell.
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The Waking Shadow : 
When there is nowhere to hide
by Tasrin Chowdhury  
(Oaklands Secondary School)

Drip. Drop. Thud. I could hear the steady rhythm of 
something leaking. My eyes fluttered open, adjusting to the 
dim light that filled the room. Where am I? 

I looked around, hoping to find clues which would help 
trigger my memory and remind me of how I got here. But I 
found nothing. I remembered nothing.

There were four sickly yellow stained walls and a dim light 
which helped vaguely illuminate the otherwise dark room. 

I cautiously stood up and began to take in my surroundings, 
but I already knew that this was an unfamiliarly dangerous 
place; I needed to get out of here and back into Serena’s 
warmth. Serena. 

She was beautiful: a real goddess, the way her auburn tresses 
flowed whenever I inhaled her jasmine scent and her piercing 
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blue eyes which always spoke volumes of love and promises, 
making me feel content. 

As I came out of my blissful reverie, I realised there was 
a door at the far end of the room. Maybe an escape? My 
excitement began to build the closer I got to the door, but 
soon disappeared as I realised the door knob had been broken 
off. I began frantically trying to pry the door open with my 
nails, but to no avail. There was no way out. I was trapped. 
But why? 

What’s going on? How did I get here? Why am I here? Have 
I been kidnapped? For what? Ransom? My family aren’t 
rich; we’ve barely got a penny to our name. Is someone 
playing a prank... no one has the brainpower to come up with 
something this elaborate. I wonder how long I’ve been here.  
Fear began to take over my body like a cancer. 

“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!” I heard a piercing 
scream somewhere in the distance that only seemed to 
intensify the fear slowly building in the pit of my stomach. I 
searched the walls, studied the ceiling and tried to pry open 
the door with all my might hoping for a way out but nothing. 
I dropped to the ground, looking for solace. What the hell 
was that? Who was screaming? It sounded familiar. Too 
familiar. Oh god — Serena. 
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I launched myself at the portal and began to pound my 
sweaty hands against the heavy, musty hatchway. The thick 
wood barely shook under my barrage and I couldn’t help but 
scream and cry out. 
“Serena is that you? Where are you? Oh god. “ I dropped 
dejectedly to the floor, blood oozing from the painfully deep 
gashes on my hands. 

“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!” I opened my eyes 
alarmingly. No I need to get me and Serena out of here. 

I looked around the edges of the door for cracks or rot so 
I could break it down. Give it a good kicking and it would 
come out of the frame and lend to my escape, but I found 
nothing. I closed my eyes and clenched my hands, the blood 
now seeping onto the rugged carpet. Another scream. Rage 
now building within me, I ran and kicked the door as hard 
as I could, repeating the movement over and over until my 
body began to tire with fatigue, but I wouldn’t give up, I 
couldn’t! Then suddenly I heard the latch click. Before I 
could react, the door busted open and a threatening white 
light burned brightly through the doors opening and blinded 
me momentarily. 

He shoots up in bed sweat covering every inch of his body; 
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his muscles are tight with tension and he’s breathing like he’s 
just run a lOOm sprint. The darkness surrounds him and for a 
moment he wonders what exactly awaits him when he turns 
on his bedside light. He’s breathing deeply, his heart rate 
returning to some semblance of normality and lies back on 
his pillows, laying a hand over his eyes. 

What the hell kind of dream was that? 

He turns on the bedside light and it flickers forebodingly, 
the air fills with tension and the hair on the back of his neck 
stands up. He swings his legs over the side of the bed and 
his toes curled before he jerked them back upwards, the 
floor seemingly more cold than usual and slides them into 
his slippers instead. When the light finally settles the tension 
leaves his body and he lets out a contented sigh. He is such a 
wimp at times. 
He reaches for his glass of water from the bedside table 
only to find it is empty, the distance making it hard to place 
it within his grasp and he felt like something was off. The 
room was unusually spaced apart, almost as if it had grown 
or he had shrunk since he’d been asleep. Shaking his head he 
gets up and makes his way to the door, looking to replenish 
the liquid for his parched mouth, he was sure he’d only 
taken a mouthful before he’d gone to sleep and he couldn’t 
recollect waking at any point. He reaches for the handle and 
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a sense of Déjà vu comes over him. He turns and looks at 
his surroundings, the glow from the bedside lamp casting an 
eerie mirage of shadows across the walls that seems to dance 
across the room like some demonic parade and he gulps. The 
blinds are closed and still, shutting him off from the outside 
world, nothing seems to be out of place yet everything feels 
wrong and he cannot shake the feeling from his body. 

His hand still rests on the door handle and a trickle of sweat 
slides down the side of his face. He takes a deep breath and 
throws the door wide open. What he finds on the other side 
both terrifies and astonishes him. He stares at the four sickly 
yellow stained walls and dimly lit room once again. Despite 
his best judgement he steps inside and he knows the minute 
he does that it’s a mistake. The door slams shut behind him 
and he whirls around coming face to face with himself: 

“Now we’re both trapped in here.” 
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Belly bugs v Penicillin
by Nusaybah Al-Mamun
(Thomas Buxton Primary School)

I am a germ.  That’s what I am, a germ.  My name is Terix 
and I live in the stomach of a boy named Stewart.  It’s not 
just me if that’s what you’re thinking.  Oh, there are millions 
of us.  My colony is called Belly-bugs because we are bugs 
and we roam bellies.
Our job is infecting.  It’s absolutely great!  In fact even if 
you searched the whole world you would never find a better 
job than infecting.  OK, enough of facts, let’s move on to my 
story.  There’s just one little problem.  Well, actually, it’s a 
big problem.  No, to be precise, it’s a major problem.  By the 
way, that’s a fact.
As you know, we are always infecting. Well. This time we’ve 
gone a bit too far.  And when I say that, I mean too, too far.  
Stewart has a stomach ache and you know what that means.  
Yep. As you already know, he has gone to the doctors.  
Making things much worse, the doctor has given him an 
antibiotic.  We must get ready to fight the penicillin.
It is the moment we have all been dreading.  The penicillin is 
here, we must attack!
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Wonder Sun 
by Shania Mahmood 
(Our Lady Primary School)

Wow don’t you think the sun is bright?  
Do you wonder were it goes at night?  
Does it sleep or does it hide?  
Or is the moon its other side?   

Does it hide behind some hills?  
Late at night as outside chills?  
Do you think it needs to rest?  
From all that heating it does best?   

Maybe it might even have a home?  
properly in London or Rome?  
Or does it just float around?  
Traveling slowly from town to town?   

Maybe It might just do that!  
Because after all the Earth’s not flat.  



69

So the sun goes round and round  
Spreading sunshine all around.  
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Playing the World 
by Vicky Tham 
(Bishop Challoner Catholic Collegiate School)

Have you ever wondered what God does up there in the 
clouds? Where is heaven anyway? There are questions that 
cannot be answered. James has a theory. God spends his 
time playing computer games. In fact, he believes that God 
controls the world via a computer game. Maybe it’s true? 
Or maybe it’s just James’ love of computer games. But who 
knew until now? 

“Argh! Where is it?” God exclaimed as he scrambled around 
to look for THE computer game. 
Meanwhile, James was trudging home when he heard a voice 
that stiffened him. “Hi.” 
He looked up at her and a girl smiled brightly at him. James 
started to sweat and he stiffened up. 

“Hey” he answered and she walked away. He watched her 
go when he suddenly heard something plummet to his feet. 
A small case. Curious, he picked it up to find the words “The 
World At Your Fingertips” engraved on a disk. James turned 
the case over and read “Owned by God” 
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He continued to shuffle towards his front door. He couldn’t 
believe it. His theory was actually true? Was the game 
dangerous? James had no idea but he had a revelation that he 
should play the game when got to the front door. 

And so, he darted up the stairs to his computer and entered 
the disk into the hard drive. The screen lit up and he could 
see buildings and people. A slip of paper fell from the case, 
which said: 

You are now handling dangerous property 
The world is literally at your fingertips 
There are no actual rules but the small print is at the back 
of this paper. 

He couldn’t believe this. Was this really true? Could he 
control the world? He thought to himself, this couldn’t be 
true. No way. It mustbe some prank that someone set up. 
He stared at the screen intently to find his sister that was 
downstairs. She was strolling to the kitchen when he clicked 
on her. He controlled her actions and made her put together 
a cup of tea. Then, he dragged her up the stairs to his room 
where she opened the door.
 “Here’s your tea.” 

1.
2.
3.
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James gaped at her in disbelief. He just controlled his own 
sister with his mouse. With nothing but the mouse. “Oh! 
Umm... thanks.” She placed the cup of tea onto the table, 
turned around and left the room. 
James’ eyes lit up as he realised what he could actually carry 
out. The world ACTUALLY at his fingertips. And from then 
on, he went berserk and that game was the only thing he 
thought about. After that, the game was his obsession. Person 
after person, he controlled. 

“James! Go to sleep!” his mum yelled. Knowing that he 
would have to sooner or later, he placed the game into the 
case, turned off the computer and dragged himself to the 
bathroom. He stared at himself in the mirror while brushing 
his teeth and smirked. James never really acted this way 
before. The game had changed him. It turned into his source 
of thinking and living. James didn’t realise it but he was 
changing and becoming into a different person. He was 
almost destructive and the power was getting to his head. 
Once finishing brushing his teeth, he strolled to his bedroom 
and turned off the light. Until the next day... 

James walked to school with a sense of satisfaction. His 
friend Harry dawdled towards him, his face filled with worry. 
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Dude, I’m really sorry to hear about the news.” 
“What news?” James asked, confused. 
“Well... Isabel died last night unexpectedly. She was found 
lying on her bedroom floor at night, the ambulance say that 
it was a sudden heart attack which was weird as she was in 
perfectly good health.” 

James’ face dropped. “I thought you already heard, but I’m 
sorry dude.” Harry touched his shoulder and walked away. 
During that day, James couldn’t think and didn’t concentrate 
in class. How could she suddenly go like that? There was 
nothing wrong with her and she didn’t do anything wrong. 
These thoughts circled around his head all day. 

On his way home, he froze as he stared at the place where he 
last saw her. He remembered her smile and how it made him 
stop. All he could think about was her, and he ran to his door 
to try to forget those memories. 

James slammed his bag down onto the room of his floor, 
angry at the world. His head turned to look at the open case 
of the game lying on the table. He sat down on the computer 
chair and picked up the case in his hands. The piece of paper 
flew down to the ground, the side of the small print facing 
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upwards. James bent down and clutched it in his hands. He 
noticed that it read: 

Any human who gets hold of the game is destined to 
suffer if the human plays it. 
For each day that the game is used by the human, a person 
dear to them dies. 
As stated at the back of the case, this game belongs to 
God.

So this is why she died, James thought. He furiously hurled 
the game to the wall and buried his head into his hands. What 
kind of a game was this? Surely it wasn’t my fault that she 
died? I wasn’t to know. His conscience talked to him. 

The disk was now in broken pieces and the case laid there 
on the floor. The ground started to tremble and James looked 
up to see buildings collapsing and people screaming on the 
roads outside. Cars were colliding together. Astounded, he 
ran out of the door when everything crashed down onto 
him and he fell onto the ground. The earth then cracked and 
exploded into a million pieces, like the shards of a mirror. 

And without knowing what his actions would bring, James 

1.

2.

3.
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had destroyed the world. God was not at all pleased. 
Here comes another 6 days of creating. 
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My Magnificent Night
Mussammath Khadija Begum
(John Scurr Primary School)

Once upon a time a giant blew his nose,
Out flew a man without any toes,
Next popped out a lady,
Oh look, there’s my mate Sady,
Later came a man,
Hey, isn’t that Dad’s mate Stan?
Every single one was covered in snot,
Oh there was a lot.
The stars came out, tons,
They were as bright as the sun,
Tears were in my mother’s eyes that night,
As an angel came out of the light,
On her shoulders, outspread were beautiful wings,
Oh, then she began to sing.
It was wonderful,
I’m telling you it was beautiful.
Suddenly the fireworks came out.
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They looked as beautiful as the flowers sprout,
There was shaped like a butterfly,
I can’t believe they can go that far in the sky.
Later on, there came a fairy,
Although she was a wee bit scary,
Then there cam a little boy,
Playing with the planet Mercury as a toy.
Although I cannot express this enough,
I will never forget this incredible laugh.
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The Ghost  
by Michael Duke 
(Bishop Challoner Catholic Collegiate School)

But why? Why me? So fast, so quickly. Red car, blue car.. 
.explosion. I tried and tried to do anything but nothing 
happened. I tried to open my eyes.. .nothing. The crash had 
drained every last ounce of my remaining energy, leaving me 
drowsy and lightheaded. I guess sleeping was my last and 
only option. 

Hours later, I woke up but I still wasn’t able to use my body. 
I finally recognised my whereabouts. I was in the hospital 
and at that moment I felt a large needle make its way out of 
my system tracing its route from my heart to the doctor’s 
hand. I couldn’t feel the pain, I should’ve experienced for 
some odd reason. 

Before I could think another justifications as to why I was in 
my current position the doctor uttered the words: 
“Time of death 17:03 hours, autopsy suspended at 17:05 
hours, please call the family in”. 

These were the words nobody wanted to hear. The end 
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seemed to be closer than I thought. And then it happened. 
A quick surge of energy rushed down my body. Still no 
movement but I felt it. As if new life had been implemented 
inside of me. Was this really happening? I didn’t believe in it 
until this moment. I knew what had just happened but how? 
How did I transform into a... ghost? 
What’s next? Where do I go from here? A ghost on earth, 
what use is that? But when I realised being a ghost may not 
be easy but it can have some positives to it. 

Days had passed, wandering through the streets wanting to 
return home. Wondering how everybody had been without 
me. Scared of how they may react to my presence around 
them. All I had was the typical white cloak, blood shot eyes 
and pale skin. Roaming the desolate streets at night provided 
me with both brutal and graphic images still vivid in my 
memory, giving me more reason to want to return back home. 
For once, my appearance complemented my state of mind. 
My drowsy looking face, blood shot eyes and ragged 
clothing showed how out-of-place I felt. For those few 
minutes I forgot I was a ghost. Ghosts are invisible. I didn’t 
find much reasoning in my earlier actions but I had finally 
come to terms with myself and who I was. 

Within hours I relocated my house. By the time I had arrived 
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it was around midday maybe 1 or 1:30 pm. I stayed there for 
10 minutes staring on the brink of the pavement almost as if I 
was about to fall into a whole new person’s life. 
This was it, my last chance to reconcile myself with my 
family, I told myself. With haste, I hovered across the empty 
street. Confidence bursting through my cold veins. Through 
the door I entered. Nothing had changed; everything was 
exactly the way it was before I passed. I could recognise my 
mother’s voice calling a man’s name that wasn’t my dad’s. 
“John, could you put the kettle on and I’ll get the 
biscuits?”She asked. 
“Yes don’t worry I’ll be there in a sec” he replied with glee. 
For a moment I was rendered confused. 
“Who could this ‘John’ guy be” I questioned myself. 
Soon enough I remembered John was one of my mother’s 
closest colleagues. As I recall he wasn’t a bad person but I 
had never grown fond of him. 
Weeks had gone by and I was beginning to notice that these 
meetings between my mum and John were becoming regular. 
John was a night worker and so he had a lot of time on his 
hands; also my mum was made redundant due to the bank 
going bankrupt, leaving her jobless. 
Things were moving quickly between him and my mum. An 
intimate relationship was inevitable and for the sake if my 
family I couldn’t allow this relationship to grow any further. I 
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knew I was the only one who could fix this... at all costs. 

Later that night I followed John home, all this had to stop. 
Through the densely packed streets, I followed every corner, 
every road then we reached his house. 
John was a wealthy man, had a 5 bedroom house everything 
seemed normal. I couldn’t wait for me to get my hands on 
any type of weapon anything that would kill this man. 
Weeks of dropping hints, leaving letters near his bedside. 
Trying to send away.. .far away, nothing could divert his 
attention away from my mum, nothing. The only thing left 
was to kill him. 

I took my chance as soon as he was asleep, when nobody 
would be able to hear his gut-wrenching shrieks of pain and 
anguish; it had to be done, now. I took hold of the sharp 
object, hovered with all my might and plunged it deep into 
John’s neck as deep as I could. Multiple times in and out. 
It was done. I could felt a small shiver run down my spine 
and from that moment... I knew I was not alone.
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Wonder Poem
by Saymon Mebrahtu 
(St Paul with St Luke Primary School)

We live in a world with a huge population, 
About 8 million by my calculation, 
We sort into different classifications, 
By race, by religion by education, 
By caste, by creed by colour of our skin, 
By country, by age, by what nation were in, 
We all have different framework, 
Which was made with hard work?
Like in Paris a Tower, 
Called Eiffel Tower, 
In London a Eye, 
Called London Eye, 
ln Moscow a Cathedral, 
Called St Basils Cathedral, 
In New York a Building, 
Called Empire State Building, 
Sometimes I wonder and I really don’t know, 
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When the globe turns around where does it go, 
To China for Noodles, 
To France to walk Poodles, 
To School to draw Doodles, 
To Belgium for Strudels, 
Where is it the Country and Continent?  
Wherever it is, 
The world is not always on my side.  
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The Double Impact 
by Aakifa Ahmed
(Chisenhale Primary School)

Hi my name is Sapphire and I have an identical twin sister 
called Pearl Summers and we enjoy doing the same things 
together since our mother walked out on us.
This morning at the breakfast table I saw Gran who looks 
after us now and was having a row with Dad and nagging 
about him staying out late with the ladies.
Dad said “I’m not going out with ladies just because my wife 
Susan has walked out on us.” and then Gran started to cry. 
Pearl gave me a strange look which meant she had a bad 
feeling about Dad staying out with ladies and was really 
worried. Just when we were about to finish our breakfast we 
heard a knock at the door and Dad said “I’ll get it” and Gran 
said “No I’ll open the door”. 

Eventually Gran won and she opened the door and surprised 
to see Mrs Balsam our head teacher waiting outside Gran 
said “Hi can I help you” and Mrs Balsam replied “I am 
Sapphire and Pearl Summers head teacher, and just wanted to 
have a quick chat about them, may I come in?”.
 Gran paused and then replied “Well of course, please do 
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come in we were just having our breakfast but that’s okay”. 
When Gran came in with Ms Balsam, Pearl looked worried 
and started to wonder what she might have done wrong.

Pearl was now looking very worried so Gran asked Pearl to 
go and get some cake and tea for Ms Balsam. 
Gran always asks Pearl to make tea when guest arrive 
because she is very neat and tidy and makes really nice tea. I 
am however very messy and not good at anything apart from 
acting. So then me and Pearl went for a walk in town and 
wondered if Ms Balsam is going to say that we are not trying 
hard enough in school.

On the way home Pearl tripped over and her nose started to 
bleed so I went inside a café and brought a glass of water and 
some tissues.
 When the bleeding finally stopped we went home and Gran 
didn’t even realize that Pearl had hurt her nose. Phew!
On Sunday while we were having breakfast, Dad came in 
with a lady called Rose. Gran was not too happy about it 
and neither were we. Rose started to talk to us as though 
she knew us and then Dad said “Good morning guys, I want 
you to meet my new friend Rose from my work. I thought it 
would be delightful for her to join us for breakfast wouldn’t 
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it?”
Gran replied “I’m sorry to say but we certainly do not have 
enough to go around so good-bye” wishing she could just get 
out now!
However our plan was ruined and she stayed a bit longer and 
started to chat to us even more, which made me really angry. 
I got so mad that I wanted to throw my bowl of Cornflakes in 
her face but I didn’t because Pearly Girly stopped me.
 When we came from school the next day we saw Gran 
crying again so me and Pearl cuddled up to Gran. Then 
suddenly out of nowhere Gran said “Oh I can’t bear it to let 
you go”. We replied “We don’t want to go and want to live 
with you Gran”.
The next day we had to pack our stuff and move to our ugly 
new home, which is more like a dump. We cuddled up to 
Gran and said our last words to Gran and then set off to our 
new dump! When we were in the car we stared to annoy Dad 
by deliberately laughing and singing out loud and finally we 
arrived at our new home and lived happily ever after. 

THE END
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Wondering Scarlet Scars 
by Meaghan Coughlan Leon
(Bishop Challoner Catholic Collegiate School)
 
She complains she hates her life 
And once again picks up the knife 
While a scarlet ribbon forms 
She falls asleep and starts to mourn 
The life she used to own 
The love she wished she’d shown 
But now it’s just too late 
So many problems on her plate 
They say tomorrow’s a new day 
But even time can’t make her pain go away 
And still she wonders 
 
6:35 she wakes up with a smile 
Brushes her teeth and makes breakfast 
Like any normal child 
Makes her way to school, the air icy cool 
She watches as her breath dances 
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Tugging at her sleeves as people start to make second glances 
She smiles 
An expression that can hide a million emotions 
She’s now caught up in an ocean 
Of people with perfect lives, playing happy families 
No commotion, but still she wonders 
 
She parties, she jokes 
She drinks, she smokes 
Laugh now, cry later 
When she’s all alone 
The dark thoughts become full blown 
All the wondering 
She’s prone to over thinking 
The negative thoughts become full grown 
She’s stuck inside a zone 
Searching for a wishing bone 
But someone sold the dream 
Because the carcass has been 
Picked clean 
Why wonder?
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Wonder
by Martina Irurita
(Guardian Angels Primary School)

This story begins in an ordinary house, in an ordinary room, 
on an ordinary bed. Tom was bored. Nothing to do, nothing 
to see, nobody to talk to. He went out and started to think. 
About what, I can’t be sure, but it led him to a cave, in a 
mountair Tom had no idea how he had got there. He climbed 
down the rocks and came across some murky swamps. 

He struggled through the first swamp but soon, he started 
to panic for he knew exactly what was happening, he was 
sinking rapidly. It happened extremely fast, but moments 
later, he found himself riding a dragon. As Tom sat up the 
dragon laughed. Not an evil crackle, but a deep comforting 
one. He was rushing through the sky, five hundred miles per 
hour. Tom could feel the breeze pushing his shoulders back. 
It was an amazing feeling. 

Tom was shocked by what was happening. He had spent 
most of his life in the city, with not much adventure. He 
thought about his friends, his family and he knew he had to 
go back. Tom cautiously approached the dragon. It was large 
and red, with spikes all over his back. “I am sorry but I need 
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to go, which way is the safest?” Tom said shyly. “Trust me, 
you’ll get lost no matter which way you go, unless...” 
The dragon flew out of the forest carrying Tom. He dropped 
Tom off at a little stream. “I’m sorry. I cannot go any further” 
he said, and with that lie flew away without explaining what 
he meant. After a while Tom came past a small hut. Tom was 
curious and tired so he went in. A creature, Cilly, let him rest 
there for the night. Next day Tom talked to Cilly, who said he 
would help Tom get back home, but first he had to kill a beast 
that had destroyed his city. 

Together they journeyed to the city. The air was dark and 
gloomy. Nothing moved. No sign of life behind the fog. 
Then they heard a growl that sent shivers down their spine. 
Gradually a figure appeared in the fog. Suddenly, he leapt 
out, He was five times the size of Cilly, but Cilly was brave 
and killed the beast. 

The beast yelled in pain, before staggering to the floor. The 
city had been saved by a little fluffy creature! The town had 
hope gain. Tom however, felt completely different. The battle 
made him see how big the world was, how many dangers 
there were. He sat down, head in his hands, and wept. 

When Tom opened his eyes again, he was back at home. 
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As the curtains closed the crowd broke into a cheer. Now 
you should be thinking “What’s going on?’. That morning, 
Tom had sat down, and imagined. 25 years later, he was in a 
theatre, telling his story. So next time you are bored, use your 
imagination and who knows where you might end up. 
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Wonder!
by Shuchi Quddus
(Cayley Primary School)

Sometimes I sit and wonder,
What the future might bring,
Will I be living in a mansion?
I am always wondering.

Will there be robot butlers?
To help you with the shopping
Or aliens with seven feet.
I am always wondering.

Will I be running for president?
Become a doctor or an actor,
A dentist or a chef,
I always wonder

I know wondering will not tell me the truth,
I don’t know the real answer,
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There is nothing I can do,
Then just wonder and wonder.
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Third Person  
by Albert Wright 
(Bishop Challoner Catholic Collegiate School)

Dawn approached. Private Harrison and his men violently 
fired shots in the enemy’s direction; red hot steel flew back 
at them as they returned the favour. Between shots private 
Harrison looked over the landscape observing the heat radiate 
off the dusty floor before them, dust was being brushed along 
the floor by the humid breeze that surrounded their camp. 

The enemy were rapidly advancing on the camp as the men 
struggled to re-double their efforts against them. Men were 
ducking behind the flimsy cover that surrounded the top of 
the walls. They were fearfully waiting for a moment to return 
the futile fire. Private Harrison pushed on through the haul of 
shells shot in their direction, to the door of the surveillance 
room in search of help. 

He reached the rickety sheet metal door of the surveillance 
room, an explosion lit up the camp, debris scattered all over 
them and men dove to the uneven dusty floor, fragments of 
the walls flew in private Harrison’s direction. He was hit. 
Gasping for air like a fish out of water. His lungs slowly 
collapsed in and began to fill with the poisonous dust that 
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circulated him. The harsh heat and sand mixed into a deadly 
storm that pelted them with poisonous dust, gradually private 
Harrison vision grew into, darkness. 

Clouds filled his vision, loud prolonged beeps absorbed his 
hearing, and his eyes gradually became clear as he rubbed 
them, he assessed his cold surroundings with beading 
eyes, and he could see a sea of mint blue and green around 
him. Wires filled his frail chest, the pain of waking up was 
unbearable, he panted for air like an animal. Doctors slowly 
cluttered his vision. 
Later that afternoon, the thick pale blue door began to 
approach him, his mesmerised eyes looked up at the woman, 
a red spotted shirt and blue shirt was before him as he got to 
the top, it was his wife, Sarah. 

Her eyes began to tear, red cheeks and short of breath due to 
the excitement that eradicated all of her thoughts, she lunged 
into his welcoming arms and eventually she sat on the cherry 
red chair placed next to her immobilized husband, she looked 
at how weak and devoid of energy he was, the tight knot in 
her stomach grew bigger the longer she looked at him. 
He went on that day conversing with his wife about what he 
had missed over the two years he missed. Her words seemed 
to make his smile grow as she spoke; he was wordless the 
more she spoke, suddenly she spoke out “you’re a father, I 
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had Alfie two months after your coma” his face grew with 
delight. 

His feet were perched on the side of the green Gurney, they 
impacted with the floor as he moved his frail body to the side 
of the bed, the cold rubber floor touched with his feet as he 
mustered up the courage to stand up, he launched off the bed 
with all his might and lost balance as he leisurely progressed 
toward the floor, his face laid eye level with the red, shiny, 
shoes. That was enough encouragement for him to lift his 
contented face off the floor the cold floor. 

The Harrisons were mentally and physically prepared to 
make the long commute home, as they approached the street 
door of the awaiting house, everything had changed, the tall 
lush yellow flowers that welcomed you into the house has 
been taken, the dirt path transformed into a litter of paving 
slabs, the door changed from a cream colour to a blue hue. 
The daunting door that awaited him, it reminded him of the 
things that he missed, he anxiously staggered toward the 
door holding his wife’s stern hand that would recover him 
from a fall, the last push towards the door was the hardest, he 
has overcome with emotions that have been dormant for the 
following two years.
 The smell of homemade cake overwhelmed him taste buds, 
he advanced towards the handle of the door, he slowly 
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pushed the cool brass handle to reveal the awaiting scene. 
Tweed carpet brushed between him toes, as he turned the 
corner he was amazed at the gift that was before him. Alfie.



98

I Wonder...
by Naifah Choudhury 
(Canon Barnett Primary School)

A world without wonder 
Would be a strange place to be, 
I wonder every day 
What life will bring to me, 
Then I wonder 
What help I can return, 
So my place upon this earth 
I feel that I may earn. 
There are a thousand questions, 
Whirling in my head, 
I think of them day and night, 
And even when I go to bed. 
I wonder, I wonder, 
How the sun goes up, 
And how the dewdrops fall, 
On every buttercup. 
I wish the sun was purple, 



99

Orange, blue or green, 
But people cannot look at it, 
The way my mind has seen. 
I know it’s all crazy, 
Funny and strange, 
But I would like to see this, 
Just for a change!
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Wonder
by Tullia Galizia
(Globe Primary School)

“Granddad Robert can you tell us about the time you went to 
South Africa and got chased by them naughty people,” asked 
Tullia.  
“Oh Tullia your not old enough for that story maybe another 
time,” replied Granddad Robert.  
“But me and Tanya really want to hear it don’t we?” said 
Tullia unconvincingly.  
“Yeah please Granddad Robert, we won’t tell mum if it’s 
scary,” Tanya said sweetly.  

It all started when my family had money problems. We were 
a poor family and we lived in an old, dirty tower block in 
East London. It wasn’t the best place to live but it felt like 
home. We couldn’t afford our rent nor any of our bills. So we 
had to live on child benefit, after I turned 16 my child benefit 
was cut because I was no longer a child. After that we had 
no food, no heating... Nothing! One day my dad came home 
with loads of money. I was shocked and didn’t know where it 
came from. 
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Every evening after coming back from school I would see 
stacks of £50 notes scattered around the kitchen table. I 
would gaze at the money when I passed the kitchen and just 
think, think about where the money came from. 

One day I asked my Dad nervously where the money came 
from he replied, “That’s for me to know and for you to find 
out.” Eventually I found out .where the money was coming 
from, and I wasn’t happy to find out that my father was 
stealing from a bank that was kind of upsetting. But I knew 
it was for our own good. Without that money me and my 
Dad and Mum would probably be living on the streets right 
now. Your probably wondering how I found out, well I just 
followed him everywhere he went that next night and saw 
him robbing the local bank. 

What my Dad wasn’t telling me was he wasn’t just stealing 
from banks; he was also stealing money from criminals. 
Everyone had heard there was a dangerous criminal around. 
But no one knew where he or she came from, who he or she 
really was and why he or she never got caught by the police. 
We only knew that he or she were trouble and stole a lot of 
money from people. 

A couple of years later my Dad would be sent to prison for 
robbing and I would turn 
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26 that very next day. When my Dad was sent away to jail I 
thought about what I 
should do with my life. I had no house and no Dad. After my 
Dad was sent to prison 
our house was taken because we couldn’t afford our rent. 
So me and my Mum were just alone on the dirty streets of 
Bethnal Green with no food, no warmth and no Dad. We 
didn’t like living on the streets but we had no where to go. 

I decided I would go to South Africa! I know that sounds 
like a daft idea butlove all the wild life and all the different 
creatures that live there. Also who knows while I am there I 
might even discover an already existing species. I’d made it 
final that me and my Mum were going to South Africa wfth 
the money that was left over from Dad’s robbing days. 

The next day I went to the supermarket and gathered all 
the stuff I needed for the long, exhausting journey to South 
Africa. I was just sauntering around the parking lot on my 
home. The sun was shining brightly in the sky and I just 
knew it was going to be an amazing day. Until I saw a weird 
looking man with a grey gun pointing towards me. I dropped 
the shopping bags and ducked behind a blue car and heard 
loads of bullets being shot. I shouted, “STOP! STOP! I 
haven’t done anything wrong!”  
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The scruffy, dirty guy with the gun explained, “Your father, 
he stole money that belongs to me. Since he’s locked up 
in prison you’re the one I’m going to kill!” I ran as fast as 
I could, almost as fast as lightening. The guy that claims 
my Dad stole money from him started to shoot. I carried 
on running and ducking behind cars that now have holes in 
them. I heard many loud gun shots.

Later I would escape from the psycho and arrive at the 
smelly cardboard box me and my Mum stayed in. I looked 
inside the box to see if mum was there and saw the look in 
her blue bright eyes I knew she was hungry and cold, but I 
couldn’t do anything about it. I quickly grabbed hold of her 
arm. I knew the guy with the gun and tattoos all over his 
body wouldn’t be far behind us. I still remember his pierced 
face and his battered, crooked teeth. I told Mum about us 
going to South Africa she was so excited, “That’s an amazing 
idea, let me just get my things,” exclaimed Mum eagerly.

I hadn’t thought about how we were going to travel to South 
Africa but I knew an idea would come to me. YES! I had 
come up with a fantastic idea. I would steal a helicopter from 
Vauxhall station which is the closest helicopter station in East 
London. 

When I woke up I could see my Mums smiling face and her 
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curly hair right in front of me, “Rise and shine sleepy,” she 
whispered gleefully.  
“I’m too tired,” I moaned. Then I remembered today was 
the day we were going to go to South Africa. I immediately 
jumped out of the cardboard box. I saw my mum standing 
outside with an old, broken mug filled with water. Me and 
my Mum then set out to Vauxhall station to borrow (In other 
words steal) one of their helicopters. 

Finally we had managed to steal a helicopter. Now our 
adventure to South Africa had started. We passed many 
beautiful sites but when we arrived in South Africa it was the 
beautiful thing I’ve ever seen in my life. I could see and hear 
the amazing wildlife, I was just where I wanted to be. 

Suddenly I heard a gunshot, I turned around to see what had 
happened. It was that psycho he was looking right at me. I 
could see that evil look in his eyes, he was going to shoot the 
gun again but this time at me. I quickly grabbed the gun my 
Dad had given me before he was sent to prison that I had in 
my pocket and said, “Your days of trying to kill me are over 
good bye now.” 
Then I pointed the heavy gun towards him and shot him. That 
was the last time I ever saw his tattooed face.
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Who are you?
by Karimah Nuha Firdaws
(Sir John Cass Foundation and Redcoat School)
 
She stood in front of the mirror and stared, 
Looking at her every feature, 
The long red hair, 
Her violet eyes, 
Her sculptured nose, 
Her perfect lips, 
And her ivory skin 
 
“Are you as depressed as me?” 
You don’t look as depressed. 
You don’t look as though you had your heart ripped out and 
thrown in the sewers. 
You don’t look like someone whose life is over, 
Who feels life has passed by, 
Who she will never love again. 
“Are you as lonely as me?” 
You don’t look lonely. 
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You don’t look like someone who has lost their best friend, 
Their lover, 
Their eternity. 
 
She put her hand up to the mirror. 
The glass surface was warm and smooth to her touch, 
She gazed at her reflection a few seconds more. 
“You don’t look like me at all.” 
She turned quickly and ran out of the room. 
 
Hand still up to the glass, 
A single tear escaped one of the violet eyes. 
And rolled down her ivory skin.
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I wonder
by Alisha Ali
(Lansbury Lawrence Primary)

I sit alone and wonder
If I could dive like a shark
Into a divine ark
Soar like the unoccupied bird
High in the sky
Waving goodbye.
Dance gracefully like a ballerina,
In the riverrina.
If only I could touch the fire
From a distance that I admire.
I wonder if I could rule
A world so cruel.
I wonder if I could go back in time
And make my future secure and shine.
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Wonder
by Rahema Begum
(Bangabandhu Primary School)

Robots and aliens, there could be millions and no one will 
every have to be lonely.  I sat quietly.  Could life make our 
wishes come true?  Somehow I need to find a clue.  I wonder 
how amazing it could be. Especially for me.
It shall be now or never.  It should last forever. Now that I 
think, do they exist? Here, alone, terrified – will life get any 
worse that it already is?  I predict so, I feel more terrified, 
what about my future kids?
Now I wonder, if humans were blind and the only thing you 
see is people’s personality.  That way people won’t judge 
people of the way they look.
Just imagine if the world was absolutely quiet.  I wonder 
how everyone would communicate, socialise, negotiate, what 
would we discover in the world without the help of each 
other.
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Wonders of the grave
by Samiya Rahman
(Central Foundation Girls’ School)
 
I wonder how pleasant death will be, 
I wonder how and when I will be free. 
I wonder what happens after, 
Maybe burial at sea? 
I wonder if I’ll go to heaven or hell, 
Or will my soul be left to ghosts? 
I wonder if soil will go up my nose, 
And who will be the host? 
I wonder how long I’ll have to stay there, 
In the dark and cold, 
Awaiting the angels to find me, 
And allowing events to unfold. 
I wonder who will pray for me, 
while I’m buried deep, 
Unable to contact the outside world, 
Or correct my sins. 
I wonder what the consequences would be, 
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Or if I’ll be poked by pins? 
I have such wonders, 
After I leave this world. 
I wonder how it will be, 
And now as I write, 
My grave is waiting for me.
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The Unexpected Lane 
by Yamin Chowdhury 
(Osmani Primary School)

One beautiful Saturday morning two tragic and tremendous 
twins called Lily and Billy woke up early at 6 in the morning. 
They were two twins who had no friends and were orphans. 
They lived all alone. They never told anyone that their 
parents were dead because they had a car accident and had 
the house to themselves.

Merrily, they rushed downstairs to eat some breakfast. For 
breakfast they ate beans, eggs, mushrooms, sausages and 
toast like they do every day. After the finished breakfast they 
got ready and went outside for a stroll. Since they didn’t have 
any friends they went together.

At that moment they saw something unexpected. It was a 
strange lane that had never been there before. They were both 
confused. They looked at each other anxiously and they both 
decided to go through the awkward lane.

When they reached the end of the lane they saw some strange 
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creatures that started shouting “My name is Pikachu”, “My 
name is Bulbersaur”. Suddenly the two creatures walked 
towards the twins and held their hands. They wanted to be 

the twins’ friends. Therefore the twins agreed and befriended 
them.

They played all day. Having too much fun they didn’t realise 
what time it was and soon it was getting dark. After a while 
they decided to go home and they promised the friendly 
creatures that they would come back tomorrow and play eith 
them again.

The next morning it was raining heavily so Lily an dBilly put 
their yellow wellington boots on and rain coats. They bolted 
outside and ran to find the unexpected lane. However, they 
couldn’t see or find the lane anywhere. They looked left and 
right continuously but they couldn’t find the lane anywhere.

Feeling sad and depressed about the unexpected lane, Lily 
and Billy went home and they entered the wooden, brown 
door which had a lustrous golden handle that glimmered like 
the exquisite sun in the fresh, blue sky! Suddenly, they saw 
the strange weird creatures Pikachu and Bulbersaur inside 
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the house watching Pokemon on TV. They burst out into 
laughter!

That evening after supper they played late then the twins 
asked the creatures if they were going back. The weird 
creatures replied back saying “No we are staying here 
with you as you twins don’t have anybody to play with. 
Bulbersaur and I also don’t have anyone to play with apart 
from ourselves, which is seriously dead boring.” The twins 
without thinking even for a millisecond they agreed and 
allowed their new best friends to stay with them forever 
because they needed company as well as Pikachu and 
Bulbersaur did.

That night Lily and Billy shared a colossal bed with Pikachu 
and Bulbersaur and they all got comfy and soon dozed off to 
sleep. The next day they woke up an date something different 
for breakfast. They had porridg, coffee, toast and butter. They 
played cheerfully and gracefully and lived happily ever after.

The End!
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The Monster Who Found Real Life 
by Adiba Borsha 
(Oaklands Secondary School)

The monster stomped through the dusty Australian outback; 
he grumbled and snorted as he took his slow steps. The floor 
shook as if an earthquake had occurred that very moment, 
as his large knee hit the ground with a loud thud, crouching 
down the monster was worried. The monster felt neglected 
and had the feeling of a foul sour taste like a disease all 
around its self-spreading continuously and rapidly. Why 
could no human 
understand that a monster was exactly like them? If only 
they’d understand the feelings behind their wall of bad 
and open up their eyes properly then maybe monsters and 
humans could be best of friends. Why was a monsters 
reputation always known as a bad? Why is life so short? Why 
are there so many whys in life? Is there infinity of questions? 

Marvin the monster questioned himself day and night about 
life, his future hopes and thoughts. In the distance Marvin 
saw two small black figures getting larger and larger as 
they got closer. Marvin squinted his eyes to have a further 
look when he saw two men carrying a cage filled with tiny 
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bullets dropping out one by one leaving a trail behind them. 
He knew why they were coming towards him. He turned 
to run when a large net was thrown on top of him. He was 
so puzzled when there was a buzzing noise above him, he 
looked up to find a helicopter hovering. He couldn’t move as 
he was trapped and people in black suits came running with 
dark shades and walkie talkies strapped to their shoulders. 
What had Marvin done?
 
The next thing you know he’s trapped in a grey black empty 
humongous room all alone. A few seconds later the door slid 
open and their stood one of the men who attacked him. He 
had a gun on him, Marvin slowly got up and he slowly lifted 
his gun, Marvin opened his mouth, he moved his finger onto 
the trigger. Bad move, so Marvin sat back down. More men 
came into the room holding a box. A different man came in 
and opened the box it was a gun, a new one. Marvin saw he 
was handling it very carefully but there was something else 
with him too. Something that looked like darts he 
inserted it into the gun and...

Marvin woke up in a different place a place with a lady with 
glasses and a white coat. When she saw Marvin wake up her 
eyes widened and she 
mumbled something into the intercom. Soon people came 
rushing around the monster inserting needles and plasters 
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along with long wires into him. Marvin knew he had to say 
something so he said the most natural thing he could find and 
it was ‘what are you doing’? The scientists were astonished 
and started a conversation with the monster. They ran tests 
on his brain and about who he was. Marvin explained he had 
a dream like any other human a wish, the scientist looked at 
each other as if this was completely insane. Marvin thought 
he was going to have a lovely time on earth when HE came 
in. A broad man with broad shoulders and a broad head and 
broad hands. It wasn’t looking good. He walked over to 
Marvin; Marvin started clutching onto the mattress for dear 
life. What was he going to do to him? Was he going to die? 
Should he have run? The broad man opened his mouth and 
slowly, ever so slowly, took away his black shades and said, 
‘why are you here?’ 

‘To find peace and love to be at one with all’. Wrong choice 
to make as the broad man wasn’t in the mood for sad puppy 
tricks he thought that Marvin was the bad guy and he was 
the goodie so he sent him away to a jail for crazy creatures. 
The thing about this prison was that in here they wouldn’t 
give you any food so you would have to starve to death. But 
Marvin didn’t mind, they knew what was best for him if 
they didn’t want him on Earth then he wouldn’t even dream 
of being in their way. The prison was all mossy and greasy 
monsters would just do their business in the corner and let 
science just soak it up. It was rank but Marvin didn’t mind 
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Wonderous Mystery 
by Soliman Rabie 
(Stepney Green School of Maths and Computing)

It was a Sunday morning and the clouds were spread across 
the sky, it was good weather for winter. As I walked past 
Baker Street, I wondered what kind of murder I was called to 
solve. It was still 7am, so I went for a quick breakfast. 

I spent £3.00 on a hot coffee and three slices of toast. As I 
came closer to my destination, I quickly fixed my tie and 
cleaned off a bit of bread that was stuck on my trouser. It 
was a nice area, and the crime scene was a big house which 
seemed to have been built in the early 1970s. 

As I walked to the door, I noticed that there were scratches 
on the lock which suggested forced entry with a knife.  
Mr Horiwitz opened the door looking slightly scared. He was 
a tall man. He had a black beard with a smattering of white 
hairs that gave him a mature stature. I couldn’t see his eyes 
because of his shady glasses. 

“Hello I am Detective Soliman Rabie. I assume this is the 
house where the crime has taken place”.  
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“Y...yes please come in”.  
The living room could have looked really marvelous if there 
were no clothes and rubbish scattered on the floor. I finished 
studying the room, and politely told Mr. Horiwitz to fill me 
in with what had been happening.  
“Well it all started when the victim, Mr. Rider came home. 
He suddenly announced that he wanted us to leave the house, 
he sounded very tired.”  
Before Mr. Horiwitz could finish his story, there were three 
loud knocks on the door. Ms Minerva rushed towards the 
door.  
“Hello”, she said anxiously.  
“Open up, hurry!”  
It was an old man wearing a black suit and a pair of blue 
trainers that looked completely wrong.  
“So who could this be?” I asked  
“Oh it’s my brother Jackson, he’s living with us until he’s 
wife comes back from America” Minerva said  
“Oh I see, please continue”.  
“Yes ...where was I? Well, he announced that he wanted us to 
leave the house for a couple of days, and then went straight 
to his room in the attic.  
“So after his sister had gone to sleep, I marched to his room 
and asked him why he wanted us to leave the house. Angrily 
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he told me to mind my own business. After our argument I 
told him to leave the house in the morning”.  
“So when did the murder happen?”  
“Oh I think you should ask my wife about that”, as he said 
that his wife ran upstairs crying. Mr Horiwitz stood up and 
was about to go after her but I stopped him.  
“Don’t bother; I think she needs some time by herself!”  
I stood up and told Mr. Horiwftz to show me the way to the 
attic. As we were walking upstairs, I suddenly remembered 
something.  
“By the way, I don’t see any police around?”  
“Well my wife told me that you were the best Detective in 
the area”.  
“That was very foolish of her. Please go and call the police”.  
“And an ambulance?”  
“No there’s no need. Also can you call Mr. Jackson?”  
As I reached the top of the stairs I quickly fastened my pace 
to see what Ms Minerva was up to. 
When I approached the attic, I quickly opened the door to see 
Ms Minerva hugging the dead body. 
“NO! Move! How stupid are you!? Touching a dead body 
like that. Do you want me or the police to suspect you!?”  
Ms Minerva was surprised as she turned to face me. Her face 
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was so pale that I thought she was going to faint.  
It was a major mistake because Ms Minerva stood up and 
started crying loudly. She started running towards me, for a 
moment I believed she going to attack me. She went straight 
into the arms of her older brother Jackson who was standing 
behind me.  
I shook my head in disbelief. There was blood all over her 
and she was hugging her brother.  
“Minerva go have a bath, you can’t stay like that”. Mr. 
Jackson demanded.  
“No please don’t, I don’t think you should have a bath. 
Please wait until the police arrive”.  
Mr. Jackson started shouting. “What’s all this about? You’re 
suggesting that she should stay covered with blood?”
“It’s okay...I understand”. Ms Minerva said quietly.  
We went back to the living room and waited for the police to 
arrive. Ms Minerva was cuddled up next to her brother, with 
a blanket over her. 
The police arrived after 5 minutes. Once again there were 
three loud knocks and Mr. Horiwitz quickly went to open.  
“Hello my name is inspector Alexander Holder. I have come 
to this house on a serious matter”.  
“Yes, we understand, I am Detective Soliman Rabie from 
Baker Street”.  
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“Yes I’ve heard lots about you and how many times you 
have solved crimes. I am pleased to work with you. What’s 
happening?”  
After I told him about the murder and the story about Ms 
Minerva hugging the dead body, he kept staring at her.  
“So do you know when the victim got killed? Mr. Holder 
asked.  
“Well I’d say he was murdered between midnight and 
1:30am”   
“Very well I shall send my crime team to double check the 
body and see if there are any clues”.  
I led the inspector up to the attic and straight away noticed 
that some blood had been cleaned away. I left the Inspector 
in the attic and went to look for something to wipe the 
blood off. I noticed that Mr. Holder has already started 
interrogating. He was sitting on the dining table with Mr 
Horiwitz opposite. I wanted to hear what was being said, but 
unluckily Mr. Horiwitz stood up and walked to the living 
room.  
“I didn’t get any more information than what you have 
already told me earlier when I came in”. Said Mr. Holder  
I nodded to him thankfully. After writing down what Mr. 
Horiwitz had said to him, he called Ms Minerva. It was my 
first time I had proper look at her. She was middle aged with 
beautiful black eyes. She was good looking with brown long 
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hair that reached her chest.  
“When did you discover that the victim was dead?”  
“It was around 6:30am. My husband was downstairs having 
breakfast and my brother was delivering something”.  
As Ms Minerva was getting checked I noticed that her 
handkerchief was missing but after looking at her from head 
to toe I saw the handkerchief in her shoe.  
“Mr. Holder, Ms Minerva can you please come to the living 
room”  
“But why me, are you not finished with me?” she said with a 
weak voice.  
“No, not at all, this is only the beginning”  
They both followed me to the living room where I told Mr. 
Holder to sit next to me and Ms Minerva to sit on the far end 
of the room. 
Ms Minerva got angry and started shouting.  
“I thought you’re not finished with me...why are you making 
me sit this far away from you? Am I some kind of monster?” 
She shouted.  
“Just calm down, Ms Minerva. I will have to ask you some 
questions”.  
“Go ahead”.  
“First of all can you please tell me what your handkerchief is 
doing in your shoe?”  
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“Erm... well after I hugged my brother’s dead body I felt 
really cold so I wrapped my feet with it”.

“Hahaha, do think I am stupid? I already know, so take your 
shoes off and give me that handkerchief which you used to 
wipe away the death message. I also know that Mr. Jackson 
is not your brother, and doesn’t have a wife in America, so 
why are you covering for him? Maybe you could tell us Ms 
Minerva”. 

“Well it started during the summer. We went to a hotel in 
Birmingham. That’s when I met Jackson and it was love at 
first sight. I lied to my husband that he was my brother so he 
wouldn’t mind. I pleaded with Mr Jackson to come with us 
and pretend that he was going to stay with us until his wife 
comes back from America”.  
“Are you lovers?”  
“Yes and I won’t let you arrest him or even touch him”! 
As she said that, she took something out of her pocket and 
started running towards Mr Holder.  

“NO, DON’T!”  
But it was no use...Mr. Holder started to scream and before I 
knew it he was on the floor with a knife through his heart. 
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“Now it’s your turn, say your prayers” she screamed and 
pulled the knife out of Mr. Holder’s body and charged 
towards me... 
THE END



125

Wonder 
by Akashi Alam 
(Morpeth Secondary School)

Gasping for much needed oxygen was sacrificed as I stood 
in absolute awe of the temple. Two hundred and seventy five 
steps climbed, lactic acid forever building up in my legs and 
now I couldn’t manage just one breath. In retrospect, this 
trance like state may have been due to high altitude but I am 
almost certain that my boggled eyes and utter stillness were 
as a result of my shock at this heavenly structure. Gold! 

An ancient Buddhist temple at the heart and peak of the 
Bandarban rain forest stood proud as it towered over dense 
vegetation hidden by a layer of thick monsoon mist and an 
eleven year old girl who wasn’t breathing. 

‘Take your sandals off!’ My older brother’s commands woke 
me, forcing me to inhale the humid air. I looked over to him 
finding it difficult to unfix my stare then slipped my flip 
flops off from under my feet. ‘It’s holy, none of the monks 
wear shoes but it’s really clean, look.’ I manage a nod before 
taking a few cautious steps towards the sacred building and 
then realise it is raining ever so slightly. Contrasting the 
severe, icy drips back in London, these warm, glistening 
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jewels falling from the Bangladeshi-Burmese sky, 
compliment the surroundings and tickle my face. I love it. 

I am on a patterned-white circular platform made from 
marble at the crowning of a small mountain. For miles all 
around me is hidden greenery which produces constant yet 
distant birdsong at this time in the morning. The air is still 
and water-rich but the sun’s heat is not yet powerful. A low 
marble wall enclosing the platform means the fresh rainwater 
creates an inch-deep pool. So as I glide, the water skims 
between my toes but does no quite reach my ankles. I stick 
my tongue out and catch a diamond in the curvature of it. 
The droplet is somehow sweet however simply disappears. 
Good things never last they say. 

I see my brother and parents the diameter across the marble 
terrace from me taking a photo for the albums but I cannot 
join them. The gold has met my sight once more! Every time, 
it’s as if someone has pushed the ‘mute’ button on a remote 
control. 

The temple is an intricate structure made of gold and 
enflamed stone. The smooth matted curves of the domes 
reflect the early sun softly so are not harsh to the eye. The 
central dome dwarfs its minions and mimics their designs 
by enlarging them by a scale factor of seven! The single 
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wall curves round with precise intervals between the several 
statues of Buddha who is protected by ruby pillars each 
crowned with an array of golden stalagmites.

I walk round and around the temple taking in every 
expression of each Buddha and every tiny design on each 
pillar before building up the courage to touch it. I’m not sure 
why I am nervous. Perhaps I feel that such a mighty building 
may gobble me up if a finger is placed on such stunning 
Arakanese architecture. Or maybe I just think I do not have 
the authority to come into contact with, what a monk from 
the Mogh tribe earlier told me, was the biggest temple in the 
whole of Bangladesh. 
I cannot wait any longer so approach one of the four double 
doors which together each make the shape of an onion arch. 
I experience a new sense; it must be the sixth, since being 
so close to the temple I have been admiring for the past half 
hour. A feeling of appreciation and wonderment.
 I 
bring my hand level to my face and place the palm upon 
a surface which I expect to be cold and stone. It is in fact 
a dense hard-wood painted the same scarlet as the stone 
pillars. I chuckle; when are doors ever made from stone? 
Discovering a new detail, I bend down to look through a 
key hole so ornamental it itself would transform any door 
into something of an art. I have not tried the handle because 
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entering the temple would be taking things a step too far 
I feel. So I look through the exceptional outline that is a 
keyhole and cannot detach my gaze. 

What I expected to witness I don’t know but it most 
definitely was not this. Having been in the midst of nature’s 
wonders admiring such a holy building, I feel as if I have 
travelled back in time. This is probably why the huge, golden 
Buddha draped in thousands of flashing, multi-coloured fairy 
lights I can see through this opening, is the most astounding 
and outstanding image I have ever seen.
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Love is a hologram 
by Beauty Ohlamini
(Bishop Challoner Catholic Collegiate School)

What does love feel like, 
Tell me do you know? 
How can you tell it’s real, 
And how does it show? 
Love is undefined, 
A sensation of a kind, 
It articulates with emotion, 
Always shown by affections, 
Occasionally with abstract imagery, 
But by no means with generalities. 
Love always, 
Poses many questions, 
Why, how, when and most notably who? 
Except, it never provides a definite answer. 
If love is supposedly fictional, 
Then reality isn’t at all as it seems, 
But more a vision like love, 
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Segueing in dreams. 
Peculiarly distorted, 
These conjectures are made on, 
An emotion in conception, 
Simply known as, love. 
Like a hologram, 
Love changes in orientation, 
Ramification and intensity, 
Just like a hologram, 
You never truly see or determine the feeling of love 
It simply discovers you. 
It may be something elusive 
Non-visible, apparent, 
Selectively extraordinary, 
Eternal, ephemeral 
Realistic, idealistic 
But it’s there.
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A Little Wonder?
by Naznina Begum
(Oaklands Secondary School)

She looks up at new people,
They will car for her and love her, 
She is healthy and happy,
Ready to go home,
Home: safe environment?

Brought up with magical words,
Read from fairytales, myths and legends,
Learning every day,
Exploring as so as she can crawl,
TV magic enters her mind,
It contributes ideas for her dreams and nightmares,
Ideas that are extended by imagination,

Fear in nightmares ; a wonder?
Happiness in dreams : a wonder?
Amazement at emotions and new things,
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Holding her mum’s hand on the first day of school,
She can’t bear to let go,

Makes friends that reassure her,
She thinks everything will be alright,
She thinks her friends will always be with her,
Those friends are like family to her now,
But what about later?

She dresses up,
She makes a new identity for herself,
She imagines a new world,
Myriads of emotions every single day,
Anger, worry, happiness, sadness, excitement but mostly 
wonder,
Her childhood : a wondrous experience?
Have you guessed yet?
That little girl was me,
Changing every day,
Less and less or more and more of a wonder?
My actions decided that.
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