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Welcome to a wonderful edition of ñIlluminateò.  This edition contains work by junior 

creative writing club Firefly and the senior writing club Aurora. 

 

There are submissions from students from Year 7 to Year 13, and there is a broad range of 

writing styles, ideas and themes within these pages.  There are so many breath-taking and 

innovative images in these works that you will want to read them again and again. 

 

A huge thank you to the members of creative writing club for sharing their work.  

 

 

Ruby Murphy/ Iris Burke/ Lucy Tiller/Shireen Roy/ Melissa Chikwiramakomo/Jasdeep 

Dhandra/ Ella Roberts/ Annie Fan/Hannah Spurr/Rachel Coates/Shona Whelan/Diya 

Modi/Olga Dermott-Bond/Niamh Chalmers/ Caitlin Mullin/Annabelle Valkhoff/ Natalie 

Peirce/Elise Scotney 
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Ungoverned Dreams 

Ruby Murphy, yr 9 

 

He is dead. 

 

His withered fingers, 

skeletal and cadaverous, 

but he breathes, breaks, 

through nostrils at the rims of these chimneys, 

his exhalation a black smog 

of ungoverned dreams 

and charcoal stardust. 

He drinks. 

The rain, libations, 

through the mouth of a river, 

and he grows, 

 

still dead. 

 

Careful, gently, 

pressing notes on the ribs of a piano. 

Barren, the bleeding ink, 

drips, somewhat fruitless. 

Yet he is a king, 

crowned with choirs of daffodils, 

who sing,  

who harmonize, 

this rhythmic, syncopated 

melody that echoes through the valley. 

 

He is dead. 

 

Fragile, delicate. 

And my kiss of life just kills him even more,  

swimming backstroke in rain washed silhouettes of our sky. 
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School Days 

Iris Burke, yr 7 

 

It was another freezing day, a day cold enough to turn water into ice.  Iris Burke, who was 

wrapped up warm in a furry hat and coat, was zigzagging around thousands of children.  She 

was heading towards the grand courtyard trying to take in all the marvelous buildings that 

surrounded her.  She felt nervous but she also felt curious.  She didnôt know what to do.  She 

just stood there wondering whether to speak to someone or if she wasnôt meant to be there at 

all and was meant to go somewhere else completely.  Abruptly, someone came up to her and 

said ñhello, I am Mary.  Iôm meant to show you around.  Hmm,ò she pondered, ñwhat shall 

we start with?  I know, weôll start with uniform, you canôt go around wearing that, itôs 

ghastly!ò 

 

ñThis way.ò Mary was pointing at an old run-down cottage, it had dark green ivy entwined in 

its crumbling bricks.  The door, which was covered in so much moss it looked like it didnôt 

exist, was made of a rough soot-like wood.  The cleanest bit of the building was the doorknob 

it shone like thousands of stars, but looked like it had not been used before as it was smeared 

with a thick layer of dust.  They wandered through the door and were greeted by a snug fire.  

By the fire was a dark blue arm chair, it was as if it was hugging the person who sat in it, 

which in this case a young lady of about fifteen.  She immediately jumped up and asked in a 

jolly voice ñwhat would you like?ò she said it as if she had been rehearsing her line for years.  

Mary had gathered a large pile of clothes.  ñThis pleaseò Mary placed the clothes on the desk 

and gave the woman 50 cents. 

 

As she strolled out of the shop, Iris asked Mary, ñwho is he?ò  She was pointing at a tall, dark 

haired boy, who was wearing a black velvet top hat, and a uniform that was as black as a 

midnight without a single star.  ñHe is the school bully, if I was you I would stay away from 

him.  His nameôs Brutus.ò  Brutusô greedy face turned to Iris as happy as a child who had just 

got a present they had always wanted.  He started marching towards them.  ñNewbie?ò 

sneered Brutus.  ñYyyyesò stammered Iris.  ñWell, be on your wayò he said slyly with a 

swing of his golden whip. 

 

Later that night, as Iris lay on her wooden four poster bed, staring up at the patterned canopy, 

which towered over her head, she was thinking; thinking about Brutus.  All at once she had 

an idea. 
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The next day, as she was on her way to her second lesson, numeracy, she met Brutus.  Now, 

for her plan é  

 

First, she waited for Mr. Arnold to come out of his office.  When eventually he did, she 

walked over to one of Brutusô friends and asked one of them (the one she asked looked as if 

he was a gorilla) ñdo you know where numeracy is?ò  Iris knew exactly where numeracy was; 

she had asked so that Brutus heard and turned around.  As she had hoped, Brutus turned 

around swiftly and started threatening Iris.  Then as soon as Mr. Arnold saw a glimpse of 

Brutusô brick-hard whip he rushed over and bellowed ñBrutus, my office now!ò  Like a flash 

of lightening, Brutus stumbled away with his head hung low and his cheeks as red as 

blushing rubies. 

 

The thunderous sound of Mr. Arnoldôs voice echoed through the classrooms causing teachers 

to dismiss the lesson, ñYouôre expelled Brutus!ò  The horrible sound of wood hitting bone 

sent shivers up the childrenôs spines, making their legs turn to jelly.  ñSmack.ò 

 

Finally, a battered Brutus staggered out of the head teacherôs office, packed his bags and got 

into a dull old carriage with seats as hard as rocks.  Hung to the back of it was a large banner 

reading: 

 

EXPELLED FOR CRUELTY 

 

The cheering form the rest of the school sounded like a thousand explosions going off at the 

same time.  As Brutus was carried away, he realised that bullying wasnôt good at all. 

 

It was another freezing day, a day cold enough to turn water into ice.  Iris Burke walked 

through the immense courtyard for the last time, remembering what she had felt like on her 

first day at Rugby School.  Now she could probably walk through the courtyard in her sleep.  

(Not that she had tried or intended on trying before.)  
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the thursday evening model railway club 

 

Lucy Tiller, yr 13 

 

already, in back rooms, they are wheeling 

out their thoughts from behind inch-thick heavy-rimmed 

specs, cradling carriages in tissue-paper hands, like 

 

bald birds stuttering against their fingers, fallen from 

nests. nursing circuit boards, tweezers and brushes and 

hands steady with held breath, tenderness. a lover's silence. 

 

with fingertips they worship the bodies of these trains 

as stale girlfriends moulder in other houses. mugs, long 

cold, form an instant-coffee skin on each embrace 

 

of man and metal. now they are alone, among scores 

of track and feathery spines of tiny trees and the endless 

dance of fingernails in the grooves of wheels ï 

 

the cleaner passes through the slice of light at the doorway. 

folding in on themselves, crusty deep-sea creatures, 

skinning the layers of engine grease from their specs, 

 

they live out their double oh affairs. 
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Sunshine Mystery 

Shireen Roy, yr 7 

The blaze of sunshine touches my face- 

As I awoke with thoughts I canôt erase. 

The glistening glimmering view I gaze, 

Trying to solve the mystery as complicated as a maze. 

 

When I am worried and sad- 

When I glum and glad. 

Take me gently into your hands 

Before my journey lands 

Set my worries ablaze as I am- 

Trying to solve the mystery as complicated as a maze. 

 

You gave me presents 

Worked till moon turned crescent 

Smile-spread-quick 

You fought with stress 

May you be blessed 

I daze 

Trying to solve the mystery as complicated as a maze 

 

 

The blaze of sunshine touches my face 

It vanishes my worries 

You are my sunshine 

I have solved the mysteryéas complicated as a maze. 
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My small empty space 

Shireen Roy, yr 7 

 

Empty, hollow 

Full of nothing but dust 

Enchanted 

Yet to be discovered 

 

Learning, listening 

Loving, dreaming 

Excited 

Yet to be discovered 

 

Brainy, clever 

Jam packed 

NO ROOM FOR MORE 

Yet to be discovered 

 

Fame fortune 

Everyone knows me 

I still remember my small brain 

Learning to love life 

Iôve already been discovered 
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failing grip.  

 

Melissa Chikwiramakomo 

 

it was brief but evident.  

the hollow cavity beneath  

the bone and weathered flesh,  

filled.  

a tugging: taut, painful  

and yet  

- more pleasant than anything else.  

haunting,  

ever present and painful.  

consuming and overwhelming.  

incarcerated.  

wholly bound to the uncertainty.  

and yet with no assurance,  

i yield.  

my knuckles tighten  

and  

i breathe.  

restricted by the boundaries,  

limitations  

hauling me backwards.  

where's the courage,  

preached upon by many.  

the hope diminishing as  

seconds go by.  

but i hold my breath,  

with frightened expectations.  

spoken,  

quiet, broken and  

gone with the breeze  

'hello' stumbling with focused fear.  

rejection looming,  

ever present and daunting.  

what do i have left to clasp?  

relinquishing the hold,  

spraying my fingers.  

air speeding through  

heated gaps.  

fading.  

slowly then all at once. 
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Extract from an Unnamed Project 

Melissa Chikwiramakomo, Yr 12 

 

I should have expected it, rather I should have known. It wasn't as though they broke apart 

their friendship due to complications in my own life and relationships. A part of me wished it 

was true that they had distanced themselves, a selfish thought really. I found myself drowning 

in the my own head, or the music, I wasn't too sure. The sudden explosion in my gut, heat 

building up as a stream of sweat gathered and slid down the nape of my neck. The tumultuous 

reaction of disturbed concrete, making its way in its surroundings, journeying towards the 

door that led out the room, I felt my vision blur. Care had left my mind and only chaos 

reigned supreme, destruction being left in my wake. Voices slurred into one as apologetic 

mumbles left my mouth hurriedly. A selfish thought it was to leave a party I promised to be 

at, I helped to plan, I swore to not leave early. But a destructive thought stood in the same 

place as me, standing like an elephant in the room that I will not give the satisfaction of 

acknowledging.  The billowing smoke wrapped around my throat, my breath pattern 

distorting as I made a final push towards safety. Away from the debris of the relationship we 

left behind the previous year, the angry fires that rushed to form from sparks coming from the 

exposed wires that led directly to my heart. Wires I had long since decided not to listen to the 

incessant cries of. Cries to have an electrical rush of emotion momentarily blind them from 

any rationality that led to this very moment. 
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The English language 

Jasdeep Dhandra, yr 9 

 

I hate the English language, itôs full of confusion 

Like an algebraic equation, or a musical notation 

That I just donôt understand 

  

It looms over me, patronising me, belittling me 

Mocking my every attempt 

All this variation in punctuation can cause suffocation 

 

This clump of rules and regulations 

Is like a cynical, brooding alleyway 

That ends in only a catastrophic, calamitous experience 

 

It leads one to feel agonised, distressed to get it accurate 

This multiplication of derived expressions 

Results only in shambles 

 

Any yet, 4 lessons a week we sit 

Waged over this gruelling language 

And somehow it makes sense 

 

I hate the English language, but then again, I guess I love it too 
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absolution 

Ella Roberts, yr 12 

 

fuchsia blackberry swoon: 

cassis holds me close 

seducing me with its embrace 

so we tango backwards 

to the wrong apartment 

to the easy pitter patter on stale tiles 

where steam presses silk kisses to my neck 

and I forget to escape 

 

tiny planet  

 

Ella Roberts, Yr 12 

  

firebeetle and dragonfly   

that depart  

our page where  

pressed violet waxes and wanes,  

her dainty glow blessing the earth  

as clouds pitch and toss  

dredged by stars and  

the underlying riptide.  

oakôs tepid silence  

its acorns promises of   

tomorrow today  

tomorrow  
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sand  

 

Ella Roberts, Yr 12 

  

a cheap cigar   

smoking at the border   

cement kisses   

stink of ótomorrow, tomorrowô   

100 days of satsumas  

and peach fuzz  

the sickening stench   

of citrus  

rally cars shriek   

in the desert   

clods of dust marking   

a promise turned sour   

turned to ash  
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Phantoms 

Annie Fan, yr 12 

óPhantomsô was the original title of the ballet, Giselle. This poem was written for Akram 

Khanôs new staging, with the English National Ballet. 

 

 

I. 

moon rays fit the crumbling street,  

cut in jaggered dreams: the fixerôs jig  

begins at midnight, when he runs sexed 

and screaming through the graveyard. and here,  

a bowl, a tongue; 

  my landlord drinks mindlessly, 

 spits on his fingers, flats his hair to the tips  

 and trails perfect kisses as a boy who is a god. 

a bone, a girl smoothed in lampstain, 

  because here, death turns ï all gut, all rot, 

  rattling tramcars, all grease. 

  because sheôs chewing gum and starts, all elbows,  

  all skidmarks, no scars, 

  but the bathroom and 

   yellowish lampstain ï  

  this is where lovers sidewalk, prebirth of christ, where 

   my smoking, silver prince barrels them, 

    climbing the sky, 

     violet comets, pollution 

        her skin. 
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II.  

prince and sheôll hook herself, 

pin beads to her earlobes, mouth 

ajar, 

 lured. 

prince and sheôll gouge fish  

toiletstone yellow, make hairspray from burrs 

wasp-like, 

 crushed, 

 when he pours vodka into her tea. she sips  

 warm diesel, no coffee, mindlessly ï  

 when he goes mad, she jumps from a factoy  

      desperation, 

    yellow tequila: 

 he sees 

  a crust of cheese 

  an arabesque 

  a gutter 
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für elise 

Hannah Spurr, yr 12 

 

this tune screams familiarity.  

 

Forgive me, Annabelle, for it reminds you of 

stumbling red fingertips that dance after your mothers,  

with ease, speaking in a language 

you are not quite accustomed to. 

 

You are aware of what comes next,  

Heather. your lungs burn with the weight 

of a misunderstood melody; 

tongue flickering over vowels that achingly describe black sheep. 

 

Donôt forget, Annie, to stiffen and relax your hands. 

clumsily recreate a broken attempt 

of what was once beautiful. 

Become fluent in the silence of your own company. 

 

Put this into practise now, Holly. 

Cry out as chords turn sour; remember, 

the language of voice is not spoken here. 

Weep in notes you cannot play. 

 

 

you scream unfamiliarity, hannah. 
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lust; 

Hannah Spurr, yr 12 

 

this dove greys now 

fluttering; stammering 

along the cuesta, a wing is torn: 

yet he does not cease. 

 

twisting violently against 

the dominance of such winds 

the red of blood transforms into something more 

Sinister 

 

Phoenix has been awoken now 

insignificant forest fires have been set ablaze; 

leaving singes of what once was 

and forever will be. 

 

torn away ï penetrated by a flaming beak; 

this coastline recedes. 

the waterfall is never reached, but 

waves crash against the cliff face 

A brilliant shade of crimson red 
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Pompeii  

Rachel Coates, yr 10   

  

 

Last minute panic,  

As they desperately tried to get their affairs in order.  

Awaiting inescapable death.  

  

Crouched by the sea in terror,  

They waited for rescue boats that never came.  

Huddled against strangers, united in fear.  

  

Freezeframes of horror, final prayers and empty reassurances,  

Carved on faces for eternity.  

Lifetimes reduced to a tourist attraction.  

  

They had no understanding,  

As to why the world was ending.  

And why the sky said "night" in the middle of the day.  

  

Those closest had it best,  

Unaware of the hidden potential in their guardian mountain,  

Brains boiled, before they could scream.  

  

A blessing compared to those that watched Pompeii,  

Slowly being suffocated by ever growing mounds of ash.  

Evidence of any life being erased.  

  

Their skin melting from the black snow that fell,  

Catching flakes on their tongues,  

As the volcano played God.  
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Toxic 

Shona Whelan, yr 10 

Tick-tick-tick 

On a checklist of clichés. 

 

Bitter longing. 

(Like vinegar in my veins) 

Tortured soul-searching and sleepless nights 

Over the Big Confession. 

(How to tell you 

That you mean so much more to me 

Than can possibly be healthy?) 

 

Disbelief. 

Then utter, Romeo-and-Juliet passion 

And to hell with the consequences. 

(So what if we throw the lighter into the petrol station? 

So what if we burn out 

Before we even have time to breathe?) 

 

The briefest lull. 

(The calm before the summer storm, 

The air bloated with anticipation.) 

 

Questions and jealousy. 

The first fights. 

Screaming our throats raw 

(I hate you. I can barely stand to look at you.) 

Plates crashing against walls, 

Drawing blood. 

(No one willing to pick up the pieces 

Because it meant admitting you were wrong.) 

Dry, broken sobs in the dark, 

Blue murder; seeing red. 

 

Ugly words. 

(Matching you blow for blow, baby.) 

Then apologies and incomplete forgiveness 

Leaving wounds to lick; 

Wounds that festered. 

 



19 
 

More fights. 

You tore my chest open 

And looked upon my beating heart  

Like a general on his battlefield. 

(Tit-for-tat, I spat through gritted teeth, 

As I snapped your ribs.) 

 

Uneasy reunions; 

Papering over the cracks. 

Kissing as if the air was running out 

(Desperate-clumsy-bruising) 

Because we wanted so badly for passion to be enough, 

Begged for it, prayed for it 

Although I'd stopped believing years ago 

And you'd never once set foot in a church. 

 

We didn't know when it had happened 

When our star 

(The one we wished on, fingers knotted together, 

From under the tree in your back yard) 

Became a black hole, 

Corroding us from the inside out. 

When love, or something like it, 

Became a prize fight to the death 

Because at the end of the day, 

Neither of us had the first idea 

How to live without the other. 

 

We knew it wasn't right. 

(Toxic and unhealthy, 

Fever crawling and burning 

Under our porcelain skin) 

We couldn't quite synchronise our heartbeats 

Couldn't find the rhythm 

That would let us live with each other. 

(We're offbeat and syncopated, 

One-and-and-two-three-four.) 

 

I suppose it's hardly surprising 

What happened when I released my deathgrip. 

When I turned you loose 

Raised my hands and dropped my weapons. 

(Armistice, baby, 

Or we'll kill each other.) 
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I should have known 

To take you at your word: 

You really couldn't live without me. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Find Her 

 

Shona Whelan, yr 10 

 
Find the girl with the soot-blackened refugee eyes.  

  
She'll be the one wearing pigeon feathers and French lace,  

Bruised and barefoot under a threadbare sky  

With petrol drip-drip-dripping from her heartsick hands.  

  
I think she misses you.  
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The War Outside My Window 

 

Diya Modi 

 

As quiet as a whisper I watched 

Seeking the answers to my unwanted ambitions 

My thoughts weren't with me 

For they were lost in the ocean of blood on the deadly battlefield 

 

Fear enveloped me like a cloud of misty fog; 

My weeping heart began to pound 

But ferocious bullets, 

Overtook the screaming sound 

 

As the night began to cease 

The war wasn't over 

It was day 164 

And the war was just getting older... 
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A journalist reports from a White House Press Conference 

Olga Dermott-Bond 

 

ñIôm not ranting and raving. Iôm just telling you, youôre dishonest people.ò 

  
Donald Trump, Press conference, Thursday, 16

th
 February 2017 

 

Bloated fish float in stagnant barrels, waiting to be shot one more time. 

Outside the toilets cockroaches protest with placards, willing the arrival of  

the next Ice Age. I can always hear the insistent whimpering of abandoned 

post-truths that are tied up outside ï they canôt understand that they will never  

be fed again. Their exposed ribs howl to no one in particular, each savaged night.  

We begin. His voice sandpapers my skin, the back of his throat a hostage situation: 

proclamations fly, deranged birds batter themselves bloody against windows.    

 

 

Once he has finished, I gingerly lift fragments of these plagued animals and carry  

them in my pockets, that are still limed, heavy with yesterdayôs kill. Some days my  

dictaphone hisses and slithers off the desk when I play him back, or blackens sleek,  

turns itself into hundreds of hungry deserting rats. Stale coffee cups stare blankly, 

leaving ringed warnings on my desk. My computer spends the rest of the morning  

fixing sentences like broken bones. (I have written this message on a trembling scrap  

of paper, hoping a pigeon will come back to me, a vial of cyanide around its neck.) 
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Back to the country 

Niamh Chalmers, yr 7 

 

I step onto the train and immediately smell city-life. Iôll be glad to get off and smell the fresh 

country air. I do love my country life: the animals, the lovely smells and the lack of traffic itôs 

all so perfect. I look behind me and see a mother desperately attempting to quiet her wailing 

baby. Its screams fill the carriage with so much noise that itôs hard to hear yourself think. I 

turn to the windows hoping to escape from the madness of the busy train. We begin to slow 

and I can see children merrily playing football in a park. How I long to be chasing that ball. 

Two men make a fool of themselves as they sit in front of me. A strong aroma of alcohol 

buzzed around them almost choking me with the scent. They drunkenly stumble off at the 

next station leaving their pungent smell behind. I watch out the window once more and I gaze 

at the blur of green bushes. We slow down again and I see a big derelict house graffitied from 

top to bottom. STEVE WOS HERE He didnôt even spell it right! The lady behind opens a 

window and I get a whiff of the country air. The familiar scents of home remind me of the 

fields, horses and sheep that awaited me. Almost as if it had read my mind the microphone 

came to life to tell us we were approaching our stop. My owner Fred clipped on my lead: 

ñCome on, old boyò he said as he ruffled my ears and we made our way through the sliding 

doors and onto the stations platform, home at last! 
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Talking Flowers 

Caitlin Mullin, yr 12 

 

She leans to the soil- 

raked into rivulets  

of silk bones or drifting petalled scent 

pleated, tucked in tight to stem 

and leaf and root 

of roses 

which bloom in the squared sun.  

 

Quiet chatters of TV, 

fall silent with a twist of ivy  

over the door and down, 

the blush of scarlet 

spreads a whetted welt 

of sweet decay, 

dripping from the pit stamens. 

  

Her hands soothe  

their passing hours-  

a caress of voice 

a rustle of crinoline  

that grows  

the carpal bulb 

of Tulips.  
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Wind whisper quiet- 

the thread of radius 

tips up the dirt 
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Into the future 

Looking back into the past 

 

Annabelle Valkhoff, yr 7 

  

Six hundred years, 3 months, 7 weeks, 4 days and 10 hours into the future, a class of 30 

students had just finished a jetpack flying lesson and are now moving onto history. They 

gather in a classroom in a building floating in mid-air and take their seats. At the front of the 

stood a teacher. Behind her is an electronic white board (it had been invented way before this 

time) and next to that stood their classroom robot: Robbie.  

ñStudents!ò said the teacher; Miss. ñwith me I have some artifacts from around six hundred 

years ago.ò  

ñWoah!ò exclaimed the class.  

ñRobbie, first artifacts please.ò  

Robbie pressed a button on his metal chest and a little door opened. He reached in, took some 

strange-looking objects out and placed them on the small table in front of the teacher.  

ñNow students, this here-ñ Miss picked up a thin brown object and held it in front of a giant 

magnifying class in the corner of the room, it got projected onto the white board.  

ñIs a pencil.ò  

ñooh!ò exclaimed the class staring at the interesting object in awe.  

ñthis pencil was used to write on these.ò She picked up the second object which was a pile of 

white-brown flat stuff.  

ñPaper,ò she said, ñsix hundred years ago we wouldôve used this to write on with this 

pencil.ò   

ñBut how to you type with a stick? Are there letters on it you can press to appear on 

theéPaper was it? Where are all the wires?does it charge by a portable charger or a battery?ò 

asked a bot at the front of the room.  

Miss laughed. ñNo, no! this pencil doesnôt need any wires or batteries, it is purely wood and 

lead.  

The students gasped.  

ñNo batteries?ò  

ñwood? Just wood?ò  

ñbuté how does it work?ò  

Everyone started discussing the strange thing.  

ñBut you canôt type with wood, you would need ink.ò Said one of them. ñand keys, so you 

know what letter to use oréooh! Maybe they drew the letters themselves, gosh that would be 

hard work!ò  

Miss overheard this and demanded for silence.  

ñif you like I can show you how pencils and paper workéò  

ñYes! Yes!ò chorused the children, they all ran up to the teacherôs desk to watch the 

demonstration.  

ñNow you pick up the pencil like this,ò Miss held the pencil in a complicated way. ñAnd now 

look, you see this sharp, greyish-black tip? Thatôs the lead; the part you write with. All you 

have to do is point it at the paper, push ï not to hard or youôll rip the paper, and then move 

your hand like this to form the letters of the alphabet.ò  

The children watched the grey line appear behind the pencil as the teacher moved it.  

ñLike magic,ò said one.  

ñNo settings or complicated codes,ò said another.  

ñIt would be so much easier to change the fontéò  

ñAnd the size of the textéò  
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ñYes, it is wonderful, but quite hard, thatôs why writing became extinct,ò said Miss sadly. 

ñBut guess what children?ò she said, changing her mood in five seconds.  

ñWhat?ò  

ñyou can get different coloured pencils! And paper!ò  

ñWoah!ò  

ñAndéò the teacher pulled out a can of more pencils in colour.  

ñYAY!ò the children screamed with joy.   

ñYou can have a go yourselveséò the teacher smiled.  

ñI want the blue one!ò  

ñIôll have a red pencil please!ò  
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Inherited Silver 

Natalie Peirce 

 

Inherited silver- 

Dulled by the passage of time, 

With hints of former lustre 

And loving marks of travels. 

An ingot, 

Made by hand 

By a father for a daughter, 

Now given to a grandchild. 

Hallmarks grace a single side, 

Leaving the other exposed, 

Plain and simple. 

I wish I could have met its maker. 
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The beast that chases half of men 

Natalie Peirce, Yr 12 

 

The beast that chases half of men- 

Claiming your prey with infamously sharpened claws, 

Aiming your avaricious mind towards any that you choose. 

Never ceasing in growth with hopelessly sporadic timing, 

Culling the populous with no mercy in your thoughts. 

Every soul you encounter can only see as villainous, 

Remembering all that you've caused in your calamitous wake. 

Someday, we will beat you. 
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Demons 

Elise Scotney, yr 7 

 

Amelia Darlington is an ancient woman who is one hundred and ten years old. Being alive for so long 

has allowed her to see many things: beautiful gardens, picturesque sunsets and hundreds of other 

beauties. However, her incredible age has also meant many of her friends and family have been lost 

and she has witnessed other tragedies in the world.  

As a young girl, Amelia saw the beauty in everything. She would take a sad tale or bad day and turn it 

into something she could smile at. For this she had many friends and everyone enjoyed her company. 

Growing up as the youngest of three (with two older brothers), Amelia fell in love with the outdoors. 

She spent endless hours making mud pies and kicking leaves. When not rolling down a hill or making 

snowmen, she would sit in her grandfatherôs patched armchair exploring new worlds through books. 

One week she would have dinner with Meg, Jo, Beth and Amy from Little Women. Another she 

would weep with Lucy and Susan as Aslan is slain in The Lion, The Witch and The Wardrobe. A 

third week, she would explore the hills with Heidi, Peter and the goats. One may say she had no cares, 

but that would be untrue. Her family only just had enough money to live on so there was nothing left 

to spend on pleasures or treats. 

When she was eleven years old, the First World War began and her father had to join the army. 

Luckily ï in 1918 ï he returned home unharmed. Her family then relocated to a remote village in the 

country where she continued to blossom in a two-bedroomed cottage with hardly any space. 

Attending the villageôs only school, she spent seven years and every waking moment expanding her 

knowledge; she was always thirsty for more. For her whole life, Amelia wanted with all her heart to 

be an author but the sudden appearance of a second war taught her that an author would not be a 

suitable profession while her country was in its hour of need.  

Her vast knowledge and education was put to good use to become a teacher. It provided her with a 

reasonable income and presented a fulfilling and rewarding experience. Once assured her family 

would be safe without her, she moved into an extremely comfortable house in the city; it was one of 

the happiest times in her life. Until everything changedé Tentatively peering at the scene of a car 

crash, her eyes, glassy with tears, were met with the bodies of her family strewn across their crumpled 

car. Without her family, she knew she had to give up her cosy city house to save her quaint cottage in 

the country.  

Now, Amelia lives in that same house. The fairy-tale chalet has rickety beams and crisp, white paint ï 

it looks just like how itôs always been, unlike her. Skin as rough as sandpaper, lips cracked like the 

desert and bones crumbling more and more each day. Without a family of her own, the loneliness 

becomes worse every day. The thriving village that once surrounded her was abandoned and fell to 

ruin. Isolated from humanity, all Amelia could do was wander in-between the debris, dwelling on 

childhood memories. Whenever that look came across her eyes, the dark, twisted tales flashed across 

her mind. Drifting, staring at her surroundings with unseeing eyes, and her sleep infested with evil. 

ñDemonsò you will hear her scream if you stumble too near. It will never be known whether death 

will take her from her grief-stricken madness or whether she will be condemned to live in eternal 

torture. 
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