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Introduction
This book you are about to read has been illustrated, edited and written by Class 9; and it was
published and put together over Zoom within the space of about two weeks as part of our
English ‘Narrative’ Main Lesson.
These short stories are based around the subjects of: the environment, social media and our
futures. We voted for these topics as a class, and used them as starting points or themes for
our creative writing. Most of our stories turned out quite dark, dangerous and dramatic- there
must be something in the air right now!
All of the class contributed in writing their own story, but we also worked in teams to bring
this collection together:
• Editing; they were sent a few stories which they had to read and edit with their
comments, sending them back for the author to correct.
• The illustrators, receiving the stories and interpreting the way they would be drawn.
• The graphic design group, who created a class 9 logo whilst Gracie Gearing-Grief
designed our beautiful front cover.
• Marketing and research; marketing deciding how to promote our book to the community
and the research team looking up and researching charities that we could support.
We have asked our readers to make an online donation when they download this
ebook. The class voted to support ‘Kangaroos Children’s Disability Club; ‘a charity that
teaches and helps children with disabilities, giving them a safe environment to learn and
play in without judgement.’ After all our hard work I am happy to know that we will raise
money to help these children grow and play.
I hope that everyone is looking forward to reading through all the stories that we all
have been working on.
Thank you for your kindness. We hope you enjoy.
Stella Collins, Class 9
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Shadows of the Dark by Reuben Chantler
Illustrated by Reuben Chantler
We moved stealthily through the woods, not a sound could be heard bar the
awakening of the forest at night. Although we moved quickly, we made no noise. We were
like ghosts, shadows drifting through the forest. Our faces and hands covered in thick jungle
mud concealing any skin that might be visible and cause alarm to our surrounding. We
communicated in signals and hand gestured and we paused when the shadow in the lead
crouched and raised their hand. They were gesturing to a faint electric light, shining through
the vegetation, we had arrived…
We were on the edge of a clearing, not
a beautiful small clearing in the jungle
but a wide ugly football pitch sized
patch peppered with stumps and barren
smouldering lifeless earth. Machinery
was parked around the edges, big
tractors, diggers and trucks piled with
ancient jungle wood that was now
being destroyed and shipped to the fat
rich people of this world. This clearing
was an operation of an illegal
deforestation company that had been
tearing up the woods for weeks leaving
a wake of destruction and destroyed
ancient trees, homes and creatures.
These people didn’t care, these
people were evil and money was the
only thing they cared about. The leader
turned towards the rest of the silent shadows
that were barely visible, the light from the floodlights caught his eyes and they glistened
white, like two owl eyes appearing from the darkness. He signalled us to be extra alert now
and have all senses tuned to the absolute humanly possible level and to unsheathe the knives
that were hanging from each ghost's side. Then he signalled for us to move forwards and
without a sound we slid like snakes into the clearing.
Now we moved quickly using our athletic bodies to our advantage. We glided over
the mud keeping to the shadows, keeping ourselves out of view of any cabin windows. We
slashed tyres of trucks and put handfuls of sawdust in the engines, we knifed water butts and
unscrewed crucial bolts to the machinery. We were sabotaging the whole operation. We had
moved from one end of the clearing to another in under ten minutes and we were making our
way back to the bushes when there was a crack of a trailer door opening, immediately all of
us became shadows, concealing ourselves in the darkest shade we could find.
In the doorway of the trailer stood a silhouette of a man, he was mumbling loudly and
was finding it hard to stand, in one hand he held an empty vodka bottle and in the other a
goddam torch. The man stumbled out of the trailer and started walking, half dragging his feet.
He was singing now and carelessly swinging the torch beam around the perimeter exactly
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where we were. The man sung his way to where the ugly open land met the dark jungle. He
started to urinate. The light from the torch crossed over my face, I seized up. If I moved the
man would see me and we would be caught, I stayed motionless, I didn’t even breath. Every
muscle and sinew in my body was taught and then the cramp came, I lost my balance and
waved my hand to stop myself from falling, the signing stopped, did he see it?
The man peered out looking directly to where I was desperately trying not to move.
The tension in the air was palpable like the thick hot jungle smog. Something drew my
attention away from the man though; behind him a silent silhouette moved slowly, it was our
leader. He had unsheathed his knife and was looking dead on his target. The man's torch
landed on my eyes, he saw me and was turning around to drunkenly yell to his companions,
when he was met by a tall snarling shape that jumped on him, thrusting him to the ground and
blinding him with his own torch.
We exploded from the darkness into the even darker jungle. We ran and ran and
didn’t stop running. At least we’d done what we came to do. When we arrived and regrouped
at our camp, we were all exhausted, I dropped into my hammock and stared out ahead. In
front of me was a tent with our logo on the side; it read “Environmental Protection Unit”. We
had come to destroy the illegal deforestation that was destroying ancient trees and forestland
just to make money. We had managed to dramatically slow, even stop the operation.
Hopefully we had punched a message to these evil people that if they didn’t stop their
destructive rampage we would return.

So Awfully Quiet by Amber de Waal
Illustrated by Reuben Chantler

The field was a picture of perfection. The deep mahogany brown branches, adorned
with an array of soft expensive greens, extended towards the heavens as if in prayer. Hazy
light filtered through the leaves, which were turned blurry by the gentle breeze. At the base of
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the tree a carpet of vibrant greens spiraled outwards, small due drops nestled on the slim
blades, capturing the sunlight and turning the daisy scattered field into a city of lights.
I knew it was a dream immediately. The air was not gentle and fresh, as it would have
been in a place like this, it was bitter with the sharp tang of battery smoke. I was still
breathing the poisoned air that burnt my lungs as I inhaled it, but the sour seemed to turn
sweet in a place like this. So, I stayed asleep, and wriggled my toes deeper into the fluffy
carpet of grass.
I spotted a silver stream that ran the length of field and leaped towards it joyfully. As
I got closer, I could hear the humble murmur of the water as it bounced silkily over the round
pebbles. I squealed in delight and slipped my feet into water. The cool liquid soaked into sole
of my feet and I had to grit my teeth to stop myself from pulling them out immediately. As I
got used to the temperature, I began to enjoy the meek tendrils of water that snaked through
my toes and a rare smile peeked through my tranquil expression. I splashed my feet in the
cool water and saw how the clear droplets seemed to leep into the air.
I had never seen a clear stream before, nor had Mama ever allowed me to dip my feet
into water that hadn't been thoroughly treated and filtered, but the silvery liquid that gurgled
past remined me of a stream Mama had shown me a in picture of her childhood home, it had
been so beautiful, just like this one.
I remembered with a burst of excitement the tales of Mama had told of tiny silver
fishes that had nibbled her toes when she had dipped them into her stream. I peered into to
my stream, hoping to see some fish, and sure enough when I looked closely there they were. I
had never seen real live fish before, they were beautiful. Their minuscule silver bodies looked
like shards of steal but moved like rippling water, sparkling as they leaped up and caught the
bright sun on their metallic amor. I dug one hand into the soft grass so that I could reach
down and touch them, but as I leant forward, I felt the grass begin to tear beneath my palms
and I felt my body launch towards the little stream.
The cool water that had seemed of kind nature was suddenly the enemy. It forced my
head down deeper into the gritty pebbles and I flailed my arms in attempt to push myself up,
but the tied kept throwing my head downwards. My soft lips burst open as the met the
pebbled floor, tendrils of red spoiling the crystal river. I opened my mouth in a scream and it
filled with rocks, blood and water.
I felt my lungs begin to collapse, I needed air. But it just a dream wasn’t it?
My eyes flew open. My hands were clawing at the base of my throat in desperation
for air. I sat up in distress, the soft bedding was soaked in my panicked sweat and my heart
was creeping up my throat. I lunged for the emergency oxygen tank that was stowed by my
bead, the outline of my hands became a trembling blur, and I fumbled the tank. It fell to the
floor with painful clang, and I launched after it in desperation. My body became weak, and it
became an effort to move any part of it, the edges of my vision grew furry as my lungs burnt.
In a last effort I clapped the mask to my face and slapped on the switch to the oxygen
tank.
I don’t know how long I lay there for, but I knew I would only slump back down if I
attempted to move. I let the stale oxygen wash over me, different parts of my body beginning
to revive, like a machine starting up.
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My knees still ached where they had fallen onto the hard concrete floor and my mind
was distorting my vision. I could hear faint shouts coming from across the building, sirens
and wails of distress screeched in the background like an out of tune orchestra.
My thoughts became like loose strings, but when I attempted to tie them together,
they slithered from the ends of my fingertips. I tried to list everything I knew: I had been
dreaming, but now I was awake. I was drowning in the dream, but when I woke, there was no
air, it was as if I was still breathing water. There were screeching sirens making my ears
wring. There were pained wails and gruff shouts filling the space where air should have been.
But my entangled mind gave me no answers as to what all of this meant.
It was much too effortful to keep my eyelids from falling closed, I was exhausted by
my loss of oxygen, despite the bottle of breath I had attached to me. I felt like I was in a
raging ocean, fighting to the surface only to be eaten by the next starving wave of darkness.
Warm hands gripped my cheeks, soft thumbs caressing my temples, urgent whispers
begging me to wake. With great effort I fluttered my eyes open. A pair of grey eyes full of
stormy waters peered down at me through an obsidian black fringe of lashes, blurry with
anxiety.
“Quincy” I breathed, clawing my hands up his body so I could circle them desperately
around his neck. He tugged me into his embrace, so close that I could feel his speeding
heartbeat beneath the thin cotton shirt he wore.
“Tessa, Tessa, Tessa. My Tessa.” He whispered pressing his forehead to mine. I
traced my eyes along his face, my fingers following the patterns my eyes drew. Thought
returned to me as my hands touched the mask the clung to his mouth, even in the faint light I
could see that it was bound to a tank by a long tube.
“Quincy, what- what's happening?” I burst out, panic starting to sink its claws into
me. “The sirens, the screaming? What is it?”. Quincy’s usually humorous eyes grew shadowy
and cold, the way they did when he was scared. He drew away from me and rested his head
against the wall of my bedroom.
“Theres no more air Tessa.” He murmured, his voice quiet and resigned as if he didn’t
want to believe the words that fell from his lips.
“W-what do you mean?” I spluttered, searching his closed expression for answers. He
didn’t say anything more, he just pressed his eyes shut and dug his nails deep into the soft
flesh of his palms. I pulled my self towards him with my hands, scrapping my knuckles along
the stone floor in attempt to reach his side. Why had everything become so difficult.
“Quincy” I persisted, resting my small hand on his firm shoulder. I felt him tense beneath me.
“Tessa, dammit, I meant what I said.” He rasped sharply, his jaw twitching the way it
did when he was frustrated. I pulled my hand away and watched and it landed with a thud on
the hard floor. I shook my head vigorously. “No, no Quincy I don’t understand.” I wailed.
“Tessa, what part do you not understand, the air out there is poisonous, you know that.”
Quincy growled.
“Yes, but the filters, they make it breathable in here.” Quincy turned in my direction,
finally bringing his temperamental grey eyes to meet mine, I had never seen them so flooded
with pain.
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“Not anymore, something changed last night, something is lurking in the air now that
wasn’t there before, the filters are no longer enough to keep it out.” He said, “The oxygen
tanks contain all the breathable air we have, at least until help arrives”.
I couldn’t decide what to say, I wasn’t sure if I should comfort him or if I were the
one who needed comforting. I pushed myself onto my feet, ignoring the tremors that ran
through my legs, and padded to the window, the sound of my feet on the floor echoing off the
walls. The sound of my speeding heartbeat pumping through my head.
I gazed out at the terrible, barren landscape. The branches of dead trees wilted to the
ground, mourning the stumps where magnificent forest had once flowered. I saw how the
roots clung desperately to the cracked dirt, burying deeper into the forlorn landscape. A
cracked groove that had once been filled by crystal water, now held oozing gray oil and a
scattered array of plastic objects inside it.
“How long until help arrives?” I whispered hoarsely, wondering back across the
room, once again ignoring my trembling limbs.
“A couple hours, maybe days, who could say?” Quincy replied in a flatly. My heart
ached as I watched the boy whose bright smile could fill an entire room, shrink further into
himself. I couldn’t take it any longer. I flopped down beside him and pulled him into my lap,
running my hands through his chaotic brown hair and whispering into his ear that everything
would be ok. He looked up at me, and stared longingly into my eyes, whispering the same
thing back to me. Both of us knew it was a lie.
“How many more hours do you have on your tank?” Quincy inquired, whilst leaning
upwards to check his own. “I have five.” He added, before turning to check mine. His eyes
glazed over with pain as he read the figure. “2 hours”.
I closed my eyes, begging for this all to be part of a bad dream, but when I prised
them open again nothing had changed. Quincy began to speak, and I stopped him
immediately, because I knew exactly what he was about to say. “Were not swapping Quincy,
there is not a person or a thing in this world that could convince me otherwise.” He looked at
me pleadingly but didn’t push any further.
A thousand knives seemed to force my heart open at once, slicing it into thousands of
pieces. I felt the end coming, I saw it coming, but it didn’t scare. The only fear I had was for
beautiful boy sat next to me, his fingertips dancing across my palms, leaving grooves along
my heart like a figure skater carving lines into ice as they moved. What would he do in a
world without me, if he lived, and I did not, who would care for him? Who would read his
thoughts and touch his heart? Who would fight through the cold to find the warmth inside
him?
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“We should sleep.” He said, his voice crackling with pain “The less we do, the less
oxygen we will waste”. I was grateful for the look of promise he gave me, promise that I
would be ok, promise that he would make sure of that, but I knew in my heart that I had
already begun to fade from this world. I nodded and leant into his lap, staring into those
beautifully broken grey eyes that had turned from angry storms into quiet drizzles, until my
eyes closed, and sleep washed over me.
Little did I know that as I slept, the boy who cradled me carefully in his arms
exchanged our masks, giving me five hours to live and him two. Little did I know that whilst
I dreamt of beautiful warm fields, he grew cold beneath my touch, his loving heart regretting
only that he could not love me for longer, as it took its last beat, his drizzling eyes full of love
as they glazed over and his soft lips shaping the words “Tessa, Tessa, Tessa. My Tessa”

It has been a year since the events of the page above, help came for Tessa two hours
and hour after Quincy died. They brought more oxygen tanks and transported all survives to
a protected habitat where there is still air, for now. Tessa's sists by a bright crystal stream on
carpet of soft emerald grass. She begins to write a letter that will never be read by the person
it is addressed to. Hot tears roll from her eyes and drop onto the paper.
Dear Quincy,
You would hate who I have become. You would despise the girl whose smile has
become forced, and eyes have grown sad. I hate her to.
I am crying as I write this because I have realised I have forgotten the precise grey of
your eyes and depth of your laugh. That like the sound of the voices of all those I love; they
have faded into the distance where memories are silent.
There is not a second that I do not wish you were here with me, for the world is so
awfully quiet without you.
Tessa, Tessa, Tessa, your Tessa.

The Boy in the Flood by Arielle Hawker-Schultz
Day 181 5:01pm
“Ding...Ding...Ding...”
The sound of the church bells echoed throughout the flooded town while the rain
poured down like water from a tap. Our poor town has been like this for about 5 months and
29 days, and no one can go outside unless they are in a boat. The people in our town say the
flood is 19 feet high and its 7°C. When the flood was warmer and not so high, people built
boats and even built the houses a bit higher. But as the flood got higher, the rest of the houses
got flooded and only one floor, the top floor, was left. Even the top floor is a bit flooded. We
have to always wear wellies inside our house because there is a 5-inch-high layer of water on
our floor, and when we want to go to the shops, we have to row a little canoe. Many people
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would think that sounds fun, but it is not. It’s the worst. We cannot do anything except row
our canoe and watch TV, but we don’t get good signal, so it doesn’t work well.
Day 182 9:36am
My name is Marley and I turned 13 a few days ago. My birthday is on the 7th of
February. For my birthday I got a book that was slightly wet from the rain and it is called
‘The Man in the Woods’. I have only read a few pages and it is ok, but it is a bit weird. The
book is a picture book and has a few drawings in black and white. Most of the drawings are
quite creepy and they all have hidden faces in them. One of the faces looks like a boy I used
to see around the town, but he went missing before the floods. He was a very strange boy and
always stared at people. I always noticed that he mostly stared at me, but I don’t know why.
My parents told me to stay away from him, so I did and now, come to think of it, that is
exactly when he disappeared. What if he disappeared because of me? No, it is probably just a
coincidence. My parents are always reading or rowing around the town and seeing their
friends, so I am alone most of the time. I don’t know what they could be doing because there
isn’t much they can do. I am an only child so my parents say I should make some friends, but
I am fine on my own, even if I am really bored.
Day 183 8:12pm
Today, my parents were out with their friends as usual and I was sitting on my damp
couch, reading ‘The Man in the Woods’. The book mentioned something about a boy who
ran away from his home because he went crazy. It said he hallucinated people dancing on a
lake and he wanted to join in. So, he jumped in the lake, thinking he would stand on the water
and he drowned. I don’t really know why the book mentioned something so random, it had
nothing to do with the story, but that book is strange. I then decided not to read it anymore for
the rest of the day, it creeped me out. Instead, I took a nap because I was also a bit tired. I
hadn’t gotten that much sleep the previous night because the rain was really loud. Most
people love the rain at night and sleep much better when there is rain because it is like white
noise, but I hate it and cannot sleep with it. When I woke up, it was night, and I was still on
the couch. I knew my parents were still out because they would have moved me or woken me
up, but I didn’t know what the time was. We only had one clock in the kitchen, and it was a
few hours slow. My father had a watch as well, but as I said, he was out. I went to the kitchen
to see the time and it said it was 10:43pm, but I noticed that the clock wasn’t moving. I didn’t
know what to do because I didn’t know when the clock stopped. All I knew was that it was
any time between 10:43pm and 4:30am because it was dark out and the sun rises at around
5:00am. After what felt like 10 minutes, I went over to the window to see if I could see my
parents because they usually come home at around 10:00pm, but I couldn’t see anyone, not
even a neighbor. I then thought to look out the back in case they were there for some reason,
but, as I thought, they weren't there. This had never happened before, so I was very scared. I
like being alone, but when I don’t know where anyone is, I don’t like it. Our family didn’t
have phones so I couldn’t call anyone, and just as I was panicking about what I would do, I
noticed something strange in the back window.
Day 183 Time Unknown
I walked up to the slightly foggy glass and wiped it with my sleeve. When I looked
out, I saw the still muddy water in between the trees. Behind our house was a forest and
before the floods, I used to always run around and visit a lake that was in the center of the
woods. That lake is now part of the flood so I cannot see It anymore, but it was lovely. It felt
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magical. Anyway, I looked out the window again and, as I thought, there was something
weird. I saw a dark shadow on the lake. It looked like a child, but I wasn’t sure. I stared at it
for a bit, trying to work out what it was when suddenly it dashed across the water and ran into
the woods. I jumped. My heart went crazy. What was that thing?

The Secret School by Sam Johnson
I was walking along the street on my phone, when a video popped up out of nowhere.
It was the US president; I was shocked when I heard the word come out of his mouth.
“We are banning all girls from attending school, girls are not supposed to learn - they
should stay at home and clean”. I was furious and scared and went home to talk with my
Mother about what I had just heard.
Over dinner we started talking about how I could still learn but not go to school. My
mum being clever had the idea that we start our own secret school to in the garden, I thought
it was a great idea and started planning out the time table and what we needed for it to work.
The next day was very exciting for me, when I had gone to bed my mother had
contacted all my friends from school and they had come to help set up. We started making a
place where we could all do our lessons and have playtime. The day was very long and we
had finally finished. All my friends went home with an invitation to join our little secret
school.
After a while our school started getting bigger and bigger by the day, I was really
surprised that the police hadn’t found out about it. Months went by and the school started to
get very cramped. After school we had a family meeting; my Mum said, “We have to get a
bigger space, more and more people are coming every day and we just can’t take any more
people”.
So, the next day at school my Mum came out to talk to everyone. “Today isn’t going
to be any old school day: today we are going on a march. We are going to get the right to go
to school again”. We started to make banners then headed out to the streets and started to
march. More and more people came out their houses the join our parade, over a hundred
people had joined us already.
Maybe we could actually make a difference.

Saga’s Beasts by Oceana Ennis
Illustrated by Oceana Ennis
In the west there was a person amongst the wheat of the state. Standing, letting the open-air
nudge him back into the wheat. Bristling and dry, digging uncomfortably into his back. The
smell of drying crop whirled like a million dragons flying around, catching the breeze.
Broadening his lungs and inhaling a big breath of fresh air.
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“My name is Caleb Bowie and I have come to the Midwest to enjoy the scenery and to be as
free as a bird for a little part of my life”. Caleb whispered into the crop. A soft smile sparked
in his deep eyes. The light danced across his glowing brown skin. Jumping up suddenly. Corn
seeds and grass stuck to the back of his ultramarine jumper, vibrant against the sandy, yellow
ochre field. Yanking a piece of straw out of the ground. Caleb strolled off, chewing
methodically on the wheat. The blue sky was speckled with light fluffy clouds. The white
bursts gently merging into the sky. Caleb strolled away from the field and onto the wide mud
road, looking for nothing in particular. Just an open road of new storys.
After walking for hours, body weighing down, through the sun set and into to the shadowed
evening. Caleb stumbled upon a sudden sense of destination in the road. After adventuring
further and further into the monotonous farmland, aimlessly planted with crop and no one to
be heard of. There was hope of a place to stay. A thinner road branched away from the wide
path Caleb had been travelling on. Caleb took a last glance at the great road which seemed to
carry on for ever into the distance. Then turned his shoulders and headed down the side road.
The crop casting shadows across his body. A thick stench of manure rose up from the fields.
A big wooden house emerged into site. The body of the house shimmered in its white paint,
against the dimming day, the sun was long gone. Now it was the faint shimmer of the moon
for light. The house was neat, dwarfing over the scruffy land scape. The wheat field flashed
in a blur of strange bustling creatures hustled together. A glitch in the surrounding. “what
was that” exclaimed Caleb. A shiver ran down his spine. A knot tightened in his chest. The
fields of crop where back as he had seen them through the hole day, the same. He swore he
just saw that strange flash of something disgusting. Moos and groans echoed in his ears
coming from the thick crop. Leaping out of a trance, “I really need some sleep I’m seeing and
hearing things” Caleb tolled himself.

As Caleb approached the house, the door swung wide open. Peering gingerly inside. A clean
and tidy opening with varnished floors with varnished walls and a varnished sealing. The
room lit up from a floral lamp in the corner. How strange, there was no one around yet the
door had swung open with great force. “Hello!” Caleb yelled into the house. The extreme
varnish was like the shimmery salivary skin in your mouth. Large pots were positioned
across the entrance on either side of a vibrant black door. Faces in dysphoric pain and rage
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where carved into the tall pots. Sounds of screams and yells shook echoing out of the pots.
When Caleb looked at the different faces individually the tone of voice of the screams would
change. Glorious purple lilies grew from the pots of the screaming faces. Finally Caleb was
fed up of the night and entered the house into that strange room with the weird echoes of
pain. The grumble of moos where still prominent in the air. Bang! The door slammed shut
behind him. Caleb stumbled away. Sweat dripped from his brow. Catching his feet in a knot
he fell to the floor, sprawled eyes closed in a brief defeat.
“Hello Child” a deep ogre like voice broke through Caleb’s thoughts. Stumbling to his feet,
he kept his eyes on the tall man with giant shoulders that made his thin pale face appear on
the wrong body. The bone structure of the middle-aged man was so varied it was unnatural,
his face gaunt and his upper body wide like a fridge. He wore a chequered soot, with ginger
greased back hair like the varnished walls. “Sorry I didn’t mean to startle you, its just how do
you approach a guest who is having a nap in the entrance” he chuckled kindly. This strange
man had won over Caleb’s trust, for some reason Caleb thought he would follow him and do
anything he would please. Caleb was a dog and he was his master but Caleb did not know
why he felt like this, because obviously it was not true. Just mind games created by his own
head, Caleb assumed. “Sorry I didn’t mean to be impolite, but I got a little bit of a fright”
Caleb apologised neatening his clothes and hair. “All is well, now come young child you
look famished” gently the man guided Caleb out of the room and into the house through the
black door. The pots rattled with pain as the purple lily glowed in the dim lighting.

Sitting in a dinning room, at the end of a long thin table. A plate of juicy stake lay in front of
him. So hungry Caleb grabbed the cut of meet and gauged his face in it, chewing
carnivorously. “More!” Caleb demanded. He did not know what the hell he was doing or how
to stop acting like a hungry lion. Caleb tried to apologise and calm him self-down, but he
could not. Another and another slab of meet appeared in the plate in front of him, he stuffed
every single one down his thought spilling grease and blood onto the table, and all over his
cheeks. Caleb glanced up at the host of this ferocious meal, the man who let him into his
abode and now he repays him by becoming a beast. Yet the gaunt face of the strange man
was wide with a smile. He stood slyly at the other end of the table, standing motionless, just
looking at Caleb. After monotones devouring of beef from the one white plate. Caleb finally
was able to blurt out a splutter of words, desperately he whined “How much beef have I
eaten?”. “To much, to be worthy of anything” the man spat coldly, his face was dark and
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shadowed. The man began to stride towards Caleb. “My name is Sagan and now I will
bestow upon you what you deserve!” He screeched. Suddenly overwhelmed with fear, Caleb
shook trying to get up. Trying to pull his body away from the chair, he couldn’t budge, he
was blinded to the chair by some magical force. “Now Caleb” Sagan bit. As The host stood a
meter away from Caleb who shook ferociously, desperate to flee. Sagan began to rip apart,
rising into the air. Flesh whipped around the spirit, whirling in material, skin and flesh. Black
and white cow skin thrashed in the still air as if there were fierce winds whirling around him,
or whatever he was. The greasy ginger haired man who had been standing in front of Caleb
was now two black hollow eyes and a thrashing body of flesh, skin and blood. As the spirit
flew red blood splatted all over the varnished walls and all over Caleb’s face. Caleb screamed
as he stared at the evil being. Rumbles and moos of cows shook through the walls rattling the
white mansion. “You disgusting animal! You piece of filth, do you know how many of my
beloved cows I had to slaughter for your tender needs” Maillol spat.
Caleb sat, arms shaking, blood pumping. Sagan raised all energy into Caleb. His skin began
to boil, bursting into lumps of fat. He began to grow up and out. Black and white fur started
to grow across his skin. “What is happening” Caleb screamed. The flying being replied like a
dying pig, he squealed, “Revenge! Revenge!”. His clothes ripped apart falling to the floor,
bursting out from the chair. Caleb screamed through the rattling mansion. His arms and legs
mutated into muscular oxen legs. Large hoofs instead of feet, an animal’s furry body, Caleb
had the body of a cow. His face lengthened into a round pink nose. His ears shrunk and
rounded. Caleb’s eyes and soles where the only part of him untouched. “Now you shall live
for eternity as a cow, unless I decide to eat you” Sagan tolled Caleb. Last
glimpse of the varnished dining room speckled with blood, and the raging spirit, Caleb
gasped mooing into the space. Caleb was sucked into an invisible portal, out of that room out
of the mansion and to someplace to suffer the oblivious pain which humanity doesn’t realise.
Moos overwhelmed his mind, he opened his eyes, cows where everywhere all he could see
was the sides of cows. Plump poisoned cows yowled aimlessly, crammed shoulder to
shoulder. There was no grass to sooth just dirt, and a stormy heavy sky above. Cows broosed
him, shoving their noses into his body, scraping past. Some had curled hooves and bites all
over their body. Caleb was in contact with cows pelts on his cow pelt. Big black eyes stared
at Caleb’s different humanlike eyes. He began to wait for his death day the day of slaughter
because there was no hope in the stacked field of cows. No room to move just to stand
shoulder to shoulder with cows. The rain began to fall on their backs washing the mud off
their fur and sinking, to run shivers through every dying animal. Caleb was screaming with
the rest of the cows even though he had indued a mere second of what the others had
experienced. the feed stuffed with cows went on for miles and miles it was like a cushion
stuffed to the edges with wool, yet the wool was dead and these cows where living waiting
for death.

Poacher Gang by George Hope
My name was Stefan.
I was known as the most notorious trophy hunter in the whole of Africa, wanted for
numerous accounts of illegal poaching. I felt no remorse, in fact I felt pride in knowing that I
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alone had killed more than 200 rare wild animals after hours and days of difficult stalking
and precise shots.
I was leading this expedition, there were five of us, two first timers, three looking for
something to break the boredom of their existence. I had taught them all they knew.
We woke up to the faraway sound of the jungle. Birds chirping happily, trees and long grass
rustling in the morning breeze. But most importantly for us, there was a distant low rumbling
noise that signalled our predator prey was near. It is what we had hoped for, for weeks now.
It was perfect for us because we were hunters of wild beasts. Some people called us poachers.
That is why we woke so early, rising to the beautiful cry of a female lion.
We embarked on the hunt half an hour later, eager and impatient, and although it was still
early hours, the hot African sun still had sweat pouring down our backs. Once we had set up
our rifles and bolted down a hasty breakfast, we set out.
Upon nearing the edge of the forest, I told my men of the dangers and of our expected
movements of the next many hours. It was unknown, even to me, how long we would go
without good food and water, sometimes only a few hours if we were lucky. At times, days.
We were going to be tracking this trophy and this was the last word time we spoke to each
other. Our main tracker had last reported a sighting 2 miles from our current position. We
were headed there now, rifles cradled delicately in our arms.
As we neared the area, I held up my hand in a fist and at once we came to an immediate
stand-still behind a shrub bush. The most eager of my companions, a young lad of 18,
stumbled on a fallen tree branch and uttered a quiet muffled cry. He was in obvious pain yet
if this tour failed, I wouldn’t receive payment.
It was then that I first caught sight of our trophy. It was a white lion, one of the rarest most
renowned animals in the whole of Africa, thought to be extinct. This was my first encounter,
I was breathless, speechless. It had seen us.
For the first time, it seemed to stand still. Someone screamed, someone shot at the lion, but I
couldn’t move. So, I just stood there staring as chaos erupted around me. Someone smashed
the butt of their gun into the side of my face, bringing me back to reality.
I wheeled around to face my prize, its beautiful mane rustling slowly, as if in slow motion. I
raised my rifle to my shoulder aimed. My whole arm was shaking and I couldn’t aim.
The lion was facing me and now our eyes locked, mine full of reluctance, it’s full of
vengeance for its broken slumber.
I fired.
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My Number Neighbour by Sophia Harkness
The thing is, I had been talking to her for weeks. Months even. And yet when faced
with her in real life, I, a fifteen year old girl, became as helpless as a rabbit in headlights. And
a baby rabbit at that.
It had all started with a simple text to my ‘number neighbour’, the person who’s
phone number was one digit above mine, yet it lead to an unexpected friendship. We got
talking and, on discovering we had many of the same interests, were around the same age and
immediately got on a like a house on fire, we decided that it was serendipity telling us to be
friends. Her name, by the way, was Leona.
My parents of course knew nothing of my newfound friendship. They would
immediately jump to the conclusion that Leona was not real names at all and that she was a
serial killer who planned to kidnap me as soon as we were close enough. Yeah, that’s what
my family is like. And that’s giving you the mild version.
I, however, knew Leona to be nothing of the sort. We had talked over the phone
numerous times, even FaceTime once or twice, me with my screen blanked out. She had been
entirely sympathetic of my wish to hide my face, something I was extremely grateful for. Part
of my reason for this was pure self-consciousness, and partly out of an inherent fear of people
judging me by my looks before getting to know me.
Which leads to the next art of my story, occurring yesterday morning at school. The
day had begun as any other; getting woken by a wet dog leaping with unbounded joy onto my
clean bed, eating a bowl of some unknown cereal while still half asleep, then finally fully
waking as I walked down the freezing lane towards the school building, my breath coming in
small clouds as my legs slowly numbed through the thin tights of my school uniform.
The day fully started however when I came into contact with my best friend. We were
like two sides of the same coin, Hannah and I. We could quite literally finish each other’s
sentences and had an uncanny instinct to somehow latch onto one another in every school
project. We were universally acknowledged us as the maddest and most chaotic pair in it, but
we preferred to think of it as a ‘they hate us cause they ain’t us’ situation.
So, there we were, chatting away about nothing in particular as we strolled into the
rowdy hen-coop of the school hallway, adding the slam of our locker doors to the cacophony
as we took out the various books needed for our day of torture. I was just about to tell
Hannah to hurry up when I raised my eyes and the clamour seemed to dim a little. For there,
standing shyly at the end of the hallway, was none other than Leona. Did I mention I’d had a
vast crush on her since the first week we started talking? Now might be a good time to do so.
“Now what do I do?” I half yelled frantically at Hannah as we sat on my bed later that
day. It had been a torturous day indeed, a day of trying to speak as little as possible in the
presence of Leona, and avoid coming into contact with her as much as my yearning little
heart would allow. I spent most of time simply attempting to push the butterflies cavorting
around my stomach back into their respective cocoons.
“Would introducing yourself be such a terrible idea?” remarked Hannah drily.
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“Yes, it would!” I replied emphatically. “What would I say? Oh, I’m that girl you’ve
been chatting to for like a month who didn’t show her face because she was scared what you
would think of her and didn’t say hi yesterday because she’s also a coward and oh by the way
happens to have a major crush on you?” Hannah looked nonplussed at my rapid outburst.
“I was thinking maybe just a hello I’m Claire,” she replied. “But whatever floats your
boat.” I groaned and flopped backwards onto the bed, staring at the ceiling as if it would yield
answers.
“This is hopeless. What the f-”
“Language.” prompted my ever-proper best friend.
“feudal system,” I finished lamely, “am I going to do about this?”
“You’ve asked me that at least fifty times today,” replied Hannah, “And without fail
my answer has been ignored. I’m beginning to think I should just stay silent.” I sighed,
looking out of the window at the bleak Autumn rain and considering just how ridiculous this
situation was. In an attempt to distract myself I picked up my phone, but dropped it as if it
were red hot when I saw I had a text from the very person I was attempting to distract myself
from. Hannah shook her head at me in disbelief.
“Really,” she sighed, “I don’t know why I even bother giving you advice. What with
all those romance novels you read I would have thought you’d know a little more about this.
You appear to be a hopeless romantic who, when faced with romance, hasn’t the slightest
clue how to go about it.”
“That’s fiction,” I replied through gritted teeth, “This is different.” But the word novel
had switched a light bulb in my head. Jumping up form my prone position I grinned
maniacally at Hannah. She looked at me blankly.
“Far Rock!” I exclaimed excitedly. My friend looked at me as though I were insane.
“Remember?” I continued. “That book we both love, the one with all the codes?” She
nodded. “I’ll send her a message in code!” I continued. “She’ll get it, she knows the book.
That way it’ll just seem as if I wanted to introduce myself dramatically. I’ll make her guess
which one is me.” Hannah looked exasperated.
“Yes, far more simple than a quick hello. I will never understand you.” I grinned
back. Maybe nothing would ever happen between me and Leona. Maybe we would just stay
great friends. But I was willing to find out.

The Viral Sleep Over by Jamie Hughes
It all started last Saturday. We were playing truth or dare, and it was getting boring, so
I dared my friend Robert to set up an Instagram account. I thought it was funny at the time,
but I was wrong...
After he set it up, we took a picture together and posted it. If only that was the last we
used it that night. We played games and watched a movie. Just before bed we dared our
friend Samuel to eat a hot chilli and Robert filmed it and posted it.
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This was not a good idea!
After an hour of our friend drinking milk and crying with pain we fell asleep.

In the morning, our friend looked at his phone and he had thousands of Instagram
notifications. We were shocked when Samuel exclaimed, “You are probably famous”.
It was on the post about the chilli. People were mad for some reason - they sent death
threats and said “How would you like to be given a chilli and filmed”.
He was devastated, sad, embarrassed and just didn't know what to do. I told him to
delete the account immediately and he agreed. It has been 5 years and people have forgotten
about it, finally.
It turns out that there is a chilli that looks actually very similar to the one he ate and is
very dangerous. It has been marked as the most deadly chillis known to man and people got
confused. After a while they forgot and that was the end if his troubles.

The Green Team by Lina Vermazen
Illustrated by Gracie Gearing-Grief

No one thought this day would come. This thing that
seemed like a problem that could never be fixed was suddenly
fixed. This fight that we thought we’d lost was suddenly won.
The thing we thought we could never do we had suddenly
done.
I’m getting ahead of myself. Let me start at the
beginning.
It was a warm evening in November 2045. I
was sitting on our sofa reading a book for school, when my dad
suddenly walked in with a worried expression on his face. I
looked up and asked him what was going on. Without saying a
word, he sat down and turned on the television, the news was
on. I didn’t want believe what they were saying. ‘The climate change has officially hit a point
where it can’t be saved. Scientists say that planet Earth will be gone in less than 6 months,’
the news reporter said. Though she spoke in a very calm manner, you could see the fear in
her eyes. It didn’t feel real; this was one of these things we all thought would happen but
never expected to actually happen. But now it had happened.
I felt a feeling of sadness whilst walking to school the next day. Everyone
walked slowly, as if they thought walking slower would slow down the time before we would
all be gone. Usually, I was excited to go to school, but today I was mostly scared. I wanted to
go home but I couldn’t. I had to go to school. I had to spend time with my friends before it
was too late.
A few months ago, my friends and I created a club called the Green Team, the
name is inspired by Greenpeace. One of my friends read a book about Greenpeace, that’s
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where it all started. The club had 6 members including me, first there was Mila, my best
friend since forever, also the smartest girl I had ever met, there was Hugo, a boy I have
known since kindergarten. And Olivia and Amelie, identical twins, most people didn’t kno,
which they liked to use to their advantage. And John, who came to our school roughly a year
ago. We hadn’t really done anything with this club yet, because we didn’t know what to do,
we knew that we wanted this club to be about the environment, but we never really knew
what we could do.
After the news from yesterday I called for an immediate club meeting, because
we couldn’t just give up on the world. We all met in the science lab during lunch to make a
plan. Mila had made a folder with everything we needed to know about the climate change,
the biggest causes and what to do to solve them. We made a list with companies that needed
to change their ways in order to reverse the climate change. We contacted all the companies,
but none of them wanted to help. For them it is easier and cheaper to do it the way that is bad
for the environment, and they didn’t care that it was destroying our planet. We contacted
Greenpeace, who was more than happy to help us. Together we contacted the prime minister,
the government, and even the queen, but no one believed that our plan would work. After
calling, emailing, and sending them letters every day for a month, they finally agreed.
In February 2046 all companies responsible for having a negative impact on
the Earth’s environment were obligated to change their ways and do everything in an
environmentally friendly manner. Also all single-use plastic was banned, alternatives for
single-use plastic were given out for free. In December 2046 the climate change was reduced
so much that it snowed for the first time in 25 years. The environment was becoming what it
once was. The Earth was recovering and becoming healthy again. The Green Team had saved
it.

This story was inspired by The Green Team, a team my father created with his friends when
he was a teenager. The name of this team was inspired by Greenpeace. Together they
protested affairs Greenpeace were protesting, they created awareness about current
problems among the youth. The Green Team had the goal to change the world, and in this
story they save it.

Cracks in the Pavement by Freya Forbes
It was a normal day, the shining orb rose, dousing the land below it in a golden sheen,
the ground, a crisscross of murky shadows cast by the monstrous skyscrapers onto the
unforgiving concrete beneath. A gentle breeze disturbed the stagnant air, carrying with it the
scent of dank, dismal, desperation. Everything was some shade of grey, even the river, that
wound its way through the formidable superstructures, choking with rubbish, as cargo ships
trailed through the waste, leaving paths of filthy water behind them.
The endless labyrinth of roads were filled with a multitude of depressed, monotonous
figures, swarming like ants, eyes cast down and thinking that if they ignored their problems,
they would just disappear. I used to be just like them, a tiny cog in the machine of our
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society, just another punchline in the endless joke that the universe plays on all of us. I used
to believe in our ideals, we were top dog, we could do no wrong as we carried out our endless
mission, treading the path of destruction, burning every bridge as we strived for supremacy.
You may have noticed I said I used to believe this, but all of that changed the day my world
imploded.

As I said before it was an ordinary day, I unwillingly dragged myself out of the
peaceful bliss of sleep and prepared for work. It was mild, pleasant even as I wound my way
through the many throngs of people navigating the familiar streets.
That’s when I saw it, a flash of green, ‘no, not again’ I thought as I strode agitatedly
towards a spot on the pavement and kneeled down. There it was, unmistakable, an
underdeveloped seedling, minuscule leaves upturned, soaking in as much sunlight as
possible, had pushed up through a crack between two paving slabs and was fighting for
dominance. I reached down, and carefully grasped the delicate, paper thin leaves and pulled
smoothly and gently, it gave a little resistance at first, it was after all hardier than it looked,
but I slowly eased it up, making sure to not break any thin, snaking tendril of its roots. I lifted
it up, examining it. How, I wondered, could something so delicate and fragile bore through
our unyielding concrete? It really was a mystery.
I stood entranced, eyes locked, tracing every vein, marvelling at the intricate mosaic
that they formed, it was as if I had been put under a spell. I wondered at it, it was so rare in
that day and age to witness an occurrence such as that. Finally I tore my eyes away from its
hypnotising design, and lumbered on.

The vehicle trundled along the impeccably smooth roads, we pulled up in front of the
bleak, dreary factory, the thick stone walls, successfully keeping the world out, or were they
keeping something else in? An assistant greeted me with a “sir” and a curt nod which I
returned, and bade me follow him. We walked along a solid concrete path, and I peered
through the glass. Row upon row of every kind of plant you could imagine were staked
down, held captive like prisoners of war, as artificial lights glared down on them. You could
hear the great roar of machines as they pumped away the oxygen rich air to sustain all the
humans out there, and retain our stable environment.
We reached an office at the end of the walkway and entered it, there she sat, the
factory leader, her hair pulled into an obscenely tight bun and a grim look marring her face.
We greeted each other with the usual cold formalities and I addressed her, “My department
heard there was some sort of disturbance here and sent me to check it out, what seems to be
the problem?” She pondered this for a moment, “Well,” she drawled, her voice taking on a
sickly-sweet air that made my skin crawl. “It’s not so much a problem as an occurrence that
is slightly out of the ordinary, that I just thought I should check up on.” She continued though
I was very fast losing interest, “I mean one really doesn’t know what to believe now a days,
what with all these reports of plants being spotted in the roads, and these ridiculous pro plant
conspiracy theorists plotting and on top of that”
At this point I had to interrupt her “please do get to the point miss, I’m a very busy
man”. She looked a little affronted but quickly regained her composure, her voice took on an
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icy note as she said “My stock have been too calm”. I frowned saying “I don’t really see how
that is an issue” and she replied “it’s just a little odd, usually they’re very active, they spread
out a lot trying to outgrow their allotted area. But in the past few weeks they have been
motionless and calm, it’s almost as if they’re retaining their energy, almost like they’re
waiting for something.”
As I wandered along the concrete aisles, I was preoccupied. Of course, I didn’t let the
factory leader know how much her words troubled me, and I didn’t even know why they did
but there it was, a persistent nagging, gnawing at the back of my mind that something wasn’t
right. I was so wrapped up in my own thoughts that I didn’t notice the barely perceivable
rustle of movement in the twigs and branches, like a gentle breeze was blowing through
them.

We should have noticed the signs, they were there clear as day, like a bright light
shining in the darkness yelling notice me, but we didn’t. We humans believe what we want
to, we tend to see what we want to be there rather than what is, and if something is not the
way that we think it should be then it must not be there at all. So, later that day when it
happened it was a complete shock, no-one thought nature would fight back, we had already
won the war hadn’t we? We had beaten it, conquered it, forced it into submission. We really
should have known, after all, how else do you explain away a crack in the pavement?

The ‘Girl’ in the Library by Gracie Gearing
Hate my life, hate my parents. I am never happy I’m
always bored. Don’t have any friends and I’m not good at
anything. I just want to have fun and meet new people and
make new memories. I heard about this online chatting group.
Should I join? I’m bored and have nothing else to do, so why
not? But what about all the bad things that could potentially
happen? I asked myself. What about online safety that school
and my parents keep going on about? No, nothing bad is
going to happen it's just a chatting group. I will be careful
anyway, it's not as if I’m stupid! So, I joined. There were
quite a lot of people on there. I became great friends with this
girl on there. We talked every day and got to know each
other. She was so nice. It was weird, we seemed oddly alike,
but I didn’t think anything of it. One day we were chatting,
and she said, “so you seem really nice…come meet me at this cool library near my house!”
she gave me the address. The place where she told me to meet her was only about a 20minute
walk, so not far. Later that night I snuck out of my house trying not to wake my parents. If
they knew what I was doing they would kill me.
As I approached the ruins of the library the air was cold and damp, sleet was covering
my face. I could see the silhouette of the dark, desolate library. The library had broken
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windows and poisoned ivy weaving in and out of cracks in the walls. One side of the library
was demolished, bricks and stone lying on the ground. One had to be careful not to trip. On
the pathway leading up to the doorway of the library I could make out some old mosaics in
the ground. I imagined this must’ve been a beautiful, bustling place once. The full moon was
bringing only a small amount of light to the night, displaying the few shadows. I could hear
the cries and hoots of some distant owls circling the night sky. The foxes scurrying around on
the dirty, moist ground making small barks and howls as they searched for prey. It was dark,
misty, and mysterious. As I stepped into the spine-tingling broken ruins of the old library, my
heart started racing. It was so still and silent. I could hear my blood racing round my body. I
felt sick to the pit of my stomach. Taking every step with caution as I ventured into the
unknown. I could hear the rats scampering around under the wooden floorboards. There was
a pungent smell of rotting dead rats coming from beneath my feet. As I looked around, books
were thrown on the floor. The earthy and musty smell of old damp books and rot lingered
through the building. I took one smaller step into the building when I heard a door slam shut
and a shrill high-pitched scream.

My heart started pounding out of my chest. I turned to run out of the library. But as
soon as I looked around my shoulder, I saw the silhouette of a tall thin man standing in the
doorway. Everything was a blur; I couldn’t think properly. I managed to quickly run into a
small room and jump out of one of the broken windows. It wasn’t too high, so I didn’t hurt
myself. As fast as I could, I scrambled to my feet and ran through some trees and into the
streetlights. I did not stop. I carried on running until I got home. When I got to my door I
checked if I was being chased. But I wasn’t. I cried and cried and cried for the rest of the
night. I couldn't get the images out of my head. Who really was this “girl” in the library?

A Place I Once Called Home by Malia Kemal
I look down at the place I once called home, now submerged in water, it's almost
beautiful. The sun glints off the surface, illuminating the depths were my home lies, now a
polluted, decaying city. As we rise higher and higher into the bleak grey-brown sky, I can see
more and more of the planet. We circle around, orbiting the sphere. We pass over the rain
forest, once green and lush, now devoid of all life and greenery. I look away, eyes filling,
brimming with tears, I can’t bear it; how could an entire race do this to such a beautiful thing.
It was a gift, they took advantage of, for what? Pleasure? Greed. They were only thinking of
themselves. When they realized what they had done it was too late, there was no turning
back. Even so, some tried to fight the all-consuming red-hot thirst in the people. Some
ignored it, couldn’t care less, they continued to destroy and demolish. Others watched in
horror, too much in shock to do anything, gaping as the planet was congested and drowned.
Afterwards, regretting it, wishing they had done something. That’s what I did. I saw the
planet desperately shove them off, trying its hardest to save itself from them.
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My mind flashes back to one of the few times I remember touching solid ground. I
was five, playing in the field behind our hut, the cool grass between my toes, warm soil on
the flats of my feet, back then I didn’t have a care in the world.
I flick forward to the last time I was down there, just a few hours earlier. I am on a
rescue boat above a city, I look over the edge, in the water I see waste, plastic and tar, oil
coating the surface, sun bouncing and glinting, making metallic patterns over the exterior.
The smell of oil and pollution fills my lungs, the acidic sting of the toxins fills my nose and
mouth, I cough and gasp for a breath of fresh air, but it doesn’t come. I stumble backwards,
someone grabs my arm and slips an oxygen mask over my nose and mouth, I inhale.
As we speed away the boat splutters and roars, then slows, the engine clicks off,
silence, no birdsong, no breeze, the sun is muted under a blanket of soiled fog. It is chilling, a
shiver runs down my spine as I ascend into the sky, leaving this rotting, drowning, droplet of
what used to be life. Up I went into a universe full of new possibilities of survival and new
beginnings.

Looking for Answers by Grace Bailey
Camille was a very bright girl, growing up she was always top of her class in all the subjects,
but her favourite was maths. The thing Camille liked about math is that it was straight
forward and if you knew the method you would most likely get the correct answer and
Camille liked being right.
Growing up Camille lived with her mother and her stepfather. She was an only child so had
to find ways to amuse herself. Camille’s stepfather was really into technology- he had dozens
of old computers, phones, and laptops that he would fix up making them look brand new.
Camille became interested in technology when her stepfather moved in after her Dad died in
a plane crash when she was just five years old but no body was found. Camille always had a
tiny bit of hope that her father would one day walk in the front door, but it had been twelve
years since the accident, so he was announced as dead.
Camille only had one friend and she grew up with him. His name was Elijah, Elijah was
very different to Camille - he was popular in school and had a lot of friends, but somehow
always had time to hang with Camille. Even if it was just a phone call, he would speak to her
every day. Camille was grateful for him because he had been with her forever and supported
her no matter what the situation.
For Camille's 18th birthday her Stepfather gifted her own computer, and when she opened
the present, she was so excited and couldn’t wait to play with it. That afternoon Camille
called Elijah and told him what she had received, Elijah was happy for her and came round
that evening to wish her a happy birthday and see her new computer. They were on it for
hours setting up an Instagram account and all other social media platforms. Camille only had
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Elijah as a friend, so she was only following him at first, but Camille found other online
friends and often spoke to them almost every day. She learned a lot from them and she paid
close attention when they told her how you can use social media to find people.
Camille woke up one morning went to school and came home and went on her laptop as she
did every other day. She sat on her bed and did her homework. Camille looked at the date and
it was the 5th of July this was the day her dad died or so everyone thought. She was curious
and remembered what her friends said about finding people online, so she typed in her
father's name ‘LIAM BECK’. Camille found his Facebook account and hesitantly clicked on
it, Camille thought that if he was still alive. She clicked on it with her heard pounding but
there was nothing there only old photos from before the accident, as Camille stared at the
screen, she could feel tear rolling down her cheeks she couldn’t control it.
That night Camille didn’t sleep at all she was up all night trying to figure out codes and
passwords to try and hack into her Fathers account. As the clock struck 3 am Camille found
something, she found a website that her father set up where he would write about his travels,
but something was off about it because it had been updated yesterday. A spark of hope and
excitement rose in Camille. Her dad was alive, but then her logic kicked in, anyone could
have logged in to this website and wrote about their own life, but Camille had a gut feeling
that it wasn’t anyone else but her father. Later that morning Camille called Elijah and asked
him to take her to the last place that her father had supposedly updated on the website.
At 10 am that very same day Elijah picked Camille up in his car and the drove to a small
town called Westray which was only an hour drive from their hometown. Elijah did not like
this at all but new that it would help Camille so he did it anyway. They arrived at Westray at
11:30 am, they hadn’t eaten all morning, so they went to a cafe to get a sandwich and drink.
As they entered the cafe something caught Camille’s eye, she told Elijah that she would be
back in a minute and had get her purse from her car. Camille saw a person lying in an ally
way she walked up to the body and it was face down. Camille was nervous but slowly pushed
the body so it was facing upwards. As she looked and the face, she thought that there was
something familiar about him… she was right in thinking that because the body had a pin on
with a name clearly spelling ‘Liam Beck’. Camille had finally found her father.

Mr Ricochet. Not Quite a Man by Amber de Waal
Mr. Ricochet was known to all the fashion world as a rather pretentious man. He could often
be seen lazing on the sun-bleached chairs outside small Parisian cafes, flaunting his own
silken designs whilst scandalously winking at every man or woman who stared longingly at
him, the faces embarrassingly resembling lovesick sheep.
As it turned out, Mr. Ricochet had quite possibly winked at the entire population of Paris,
minus those who had ever had ever had to spend lengthily hours with the man, for then it was
quite possible they would be eager to keep a good distance away from him.
It was often said that on one's first encounter with this supercilious man, most people came
away mesmerised in his enthralling green, ethereal glinting eyes and his sharp features that
seemed chiselled by the angels themselves. However, as most people in the fashion world
had come to understand, he was not quite as angelic as he looked.
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Despite Mr Ricochet’s habit of lazing in endearing cafes with steaming pots of coffee and
buttery croissants, he was a rather energetic and spirited man. He either hosted or crashed
every rave in Paris, never leaving behind his one and only faithful servant, alcohol. At
around 9 pm on this particularly miserable night, as sheets of dismal rain washed down
buildings of Paris, Mr Ricochet extatically leaped out of bed, ready start the day, well
perhaps we should use the word night, and flung on his most expansive waist coat, trousers
and blazer, fully ready to embrace the wonders life had too through at him.
The first of those wonders, of course, was posing adoringly in front of the huge antique, gold
framed mirror for around thirty minutes, admiring the wonderfully beautiful creature that
looked back at him, which, of course, could be none other than himself. If I am to be truthful,
the man Mr Ricochet hand winked at the most times would have had to be his
biggest admirer, which again, with no surprise, was none other than himself.
However, I am not here to tell you the rather tedious tale of Mr. Ricochets day to day life, but
instead of the not so tedious tale of how it all it all changed. So, let me continue the story.
The rest of that night cannot quite be put into words, for after Mr Ricochet left his grand
apartment and descended a magnificent flight of stairs into Paris’s not so secret network of
underground raves, everything became somewhat of a blur. Though there is very little fact to
back up the events of the evening in question, rumours suggest that after a ridiculous number
of drinks, Mr Ricochet got thrown to the unforgiving streets of Paris by the haggard bar
keeper. From then onwards it is all down to guess work.
My guess being: After being thrown like a dog to the soaking streets, Mr Ricochet stumbled
across the uneven cobblestones and found himself perched upon the rain dampened sleeping
bag of a homeless beggar, who cradled a baby boy in her arms. As Mr Ricochet sat there, his
eyes shining and his grin very much resembling a chipmunk, a plan began to form in the
mind of the beggar. A plan which could lead to better life for her child.
To put it quite nicely, without offending the poor women, let's just say... she didn’t quite
know Mr Ricochet. Though one does wonder why she thought this drunk maniac, who was
busy swinging his rump in the air like a horse on tranquilisers, could give any sort of life to a
child.
However, it is not my job to question the choices of this woman, I suppose Mr
Ricochet’s ready smile and peaceful green eyes had always had the knack to drive saints to
madness. So, the night continued onwards, Mr Ricochet in his drunken madness being
convinced to take in the small boy and ended quite miraculously with a death toll of zero and
instead back in Mr Ricochets apartment, with the baby on the oak floor and Mr Ricochet
flung across his silken bedding.
The day after was one of extraordinary, disturbing and extremely confusing events for Mr
Ricochet. As the clocks hit noon, a particularly ruffed up face peaked over the bed sheets,
hazy green loopy eyes squinted grumpily out at the world and fluffy blonde hair poked up in
all the wrong directions.
“Oh. My. God.” Mr Ricochet cried mournfully, poking at his disgruntled hair and wiping
vomit from his chin. “Never has an angel looked so misfortunate” He moaned, stroking his
reflection comfortingly in the mirror he kept by the side of his bed. He wondered how he had
gotten in this state, but the night before might as well be a past life for the amount of it he
remembered.
Mr Ricochet pulled himself upwards (with great effort, might I add) and dangled his feet over
the edge of his bed, his head pounding. He yelled and leaped backwards into his silky sheets,
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his limbs flailing pathetically as his eyes rested upon the young baby, sitting innocently on
his floor, its big brown eyes staring up at him with curiosity.
To some people this would have been an adorable sight, but as you have probably gathered
by now, Mr Ricochet is the furthest thing from some people. To him this was a catastrophic
nightmare, his apartment was explicitly a child free zone! He blinked slowly, each time
praying that when he opened his eyes again the baby would have disappeared, but each time
it just sat there, peering up at him with its enormous eyes.
“Oh golly, oh golly, golly gosh.” Mr Ricochet said, his voice heavy with panic as he spotted
the small slip of paper in the front of the babies' onesie. He reached for it with extreme
caution, as if he believed the baby would leap up and attack him. Instead, it reached up and
wrapped a hand round his finger. Mr Ricochet had never felt more violated in his entire life.
He stared at the tiny hand as if it were a rat, then grasped it carefully with his second hand
and pulled it promptly away from him, swiftly swooping down to grab the note in the
process.
The baby began to scream and seconds later, after reading the contents of the note, Mr
Ricochet joined in the howling. The note read:
To the kind, handsome sir with the beautiful green eyes,
Thank you for taking the Elias, I know you can give him a good life, better than I could.
Mr Ricochet considered that maybe the note could be addressed to someone else, and
this sparked a little light in him, but it was quenched as fast pouring a bucket of water
over a candle when he remembered that it had said “kind, handsome sir with the green
eyes”. Obviously, that couldn’t mean anybody else.
After an hour or so of sobbing, Mr Ricochet decided to swipe the tears of his pretty face and
begin brainstorming. How on earth was he to rid himself of the child? First, he followed his
one and only rule: To do anything well, one had to look absolutely fabulous!
He went to his dresser, ignoring the baby who was whirling around one of his pearl necklaces
on the floor, and ran a comb through his hair, then a brush, then oil, then the comb again. The
familiar pattern soothed him, so he continued getting ready. But when he got to the clothe, he
couldn’t decide on a single waist coat. Until he tried one on and a sudden round of applause
came from behind him. He whirled around in shock and stared at the little creature on the
floor, who grinned back up at him.
“Pwetty” The boy giggled.
In that moment, something changed. Whether that was the world, Mr Ricochet, the baby or
simply the power of fashion. A smile flew to Mr Ricochets lips and he swung the baby into
his arms a new light glowing in his eyes.
So, Mr Ricochet’s rule of thumb had worked. It really was necessary to look absolutely
magnificent to do anything well.
“Oh Elias, we are going to have an absolutely wonderful life together!” Mr Ricochet grinned.
“But first, we need to get you a fabulous outfit.”

It Was One Mistake by Stella Collins
It was one mistake
Running down the street, I can hear voices shouting after me. Hot blood runs over my face, it
is streaming out of the cut that man gave me. Dizzy and drugged I force myself to keep

28

The Lockdown Shorts

running. I stumble, excruciating pain is travelling up my leg. The heels of my shoes are
broken. Why did I wear them? Stupid really – how could I possibly think that someone would
like me? Barefoot would be quicker – the straps are stuck. In the corner of my eye I see a
sharp stone – good, the straps of my heels soon fall away.
I do not know this neighbourhood, the streets are large and there are hundreds of houses. A
taxi would be my best bet. The ground is dirty, there are cigarettes scattered, smoke still
rising from them. I am shaking, I remember his breath, the tone of his voice. He is wearing
red, no orange – his jeans they were black. I cannot remember.
Suddenly I am in immense pain, I am leaning over. Sick on the pavement, dragging my feet I
get to the main road. Still in the distance I hear voices.
A taxi finally. Throwing myself onto the road I get a taxi. It is a man, I wave him away.
Another taxi – still only men. There is no time, I jump into the car, say my address and we
drive away. I cannot help shaking in the back seat. He assumes I am cold and turns up the
heating. I hate the sound of his breath. It seems unusually loud. Ten minutes in, it should take
twenty to get home. My mind asks me many questions. Did I pick the wrong car? Is it going
to happen again? Was it my fault?
I have heard the woman is often blamed. My dress, it is not too short and this neckline is not
very deep. Did I bend down? Did I lead him on? Was it me? Was I the one who lied about my
age? No, I said I was sixteen and I am! He must have been forty, but in his picture… I never
imagined that the presentations I saw at school were real. I should have never gone on the app
in the first place. What have I done?
Finally home. The thought of touching the drivers’ hand is terrifying. So in the nicest way I
ask if I may leave the money on the seat? He smiles. It is terrifying.
Inside, I rip off the dress and throw it into the fire. The beautiful fabric chars and burns before
my eyes. How did this night go like this? I lock the door, then I scream and tears run down
my face. I begin to smash glasses. There is glass all over the floor. I feel a stinging and all
around my feet a small pool of blood has appeared, yet I feel no pain. I am in shock.
I still feel his strong hands pressing me down. I hear the laughter. It echoes on like a robins’
tune.
Four hours later I am lying amongst the glass, only in my underclothes and I hear my name.
Quiet at first, getting louder. The key turns in the lock. No, they found me. But I cannot rise,
the drugs have set in and I fall helplessly asleep.
3.30am I am woken by water on my face. Damon sits cradling my head. The screaming starts
again, then the crying. “Don’t touch me”.
We have been friends for eight years and never once has he looked so hurt. My feet are now
bandaged and my head injuries clean. Moving across to the armchair he asks “What
happened?” I lie, I say I tripped and the glasses fell. I suspect he senses the lie, but he does
not say a word.

29

The Lockdown Shorts

One Photo by Mimi Beames
“What happened Lottie?”
Everything sounded like a blur…
“Lottie, please talk to us we want to help.”
I sat up, I could feel the tears stinging my eyes.
All I could see were the blurry lights of the cars and the street lamps and the other
houses outside.
Mum put her arm around me and held me tight, but I couldn’t speak the tears were
just rushing down my face.
I sat there crying for a long time, no matter how hard my parents tried to comfort me,
the tears wouldn’t stop.
“I’m going for a walk.” I said after the tears had finally stopped.
“Okay be careful!” Mum called after me as I walked away. I
smelt the rain on the pavement and drifted along to the bridge,
the pavement shone like silver and a thousand lights twinkled in a blur across the
river.
I stood there contemplating how much easier life would be if I just…
You see, he was such a kind, handsome, funny boy. He treated me like an angel, he
made me feel special, he made me feel like I was enough, how could I ever think he would do
something to betray me?
We’d been talking for a while now, he had my complete trust.
One day he asked if I could send some photos to him and after I said no he apologised
and said he’d been completely out of line. So of course,
I didn’t think anything of it, he had been so apologetic and kind about the situation.
After about a month he asked again and once again I said no that I was scared and I
couldn’t completely trust him. He said, “You can trust me I won’t show anyone, I promise.”
So I did.
I regret it so much now, but I did.
In the morning the photos had spread round like a wildfire.
There was not one person in my year who hadn’t seen a photo of me, who hadn’t
either laughed, or felt bad for me.
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I was shamed, harassed and bullied endlessly.

The worst part was it felt like my fault. I had been stupid enough to send him the
photo, the camera was in my hands, all he did was send it around the whole school.
“No I didn’t, I sent it to one person.” He said when I asked him.
I didn’t know who to believe. All I knew was that my trust was broken, and it would
take a long time to be fixed.
When my parents wanted to help me because they knew I was sad, I couldn’t tell
them what was wrong, could I?
I couldn’t tell anyone, I felt so ashamed, so alone and so hated all because of one
photo.

Don’t Open the Door by Lola George
Ping! A notification, she looked at her phone and saw a message- she didn't know him.
She looked at his profile and stopped, he was a 16-year-old male with blue eyes, brown hair and
worked out a lot. She messaged him back, he replies. This conversation went on for about an hour,
until they find out they live only half an hour away from each other, he was really eager to meet her
so she agreed.
Her parents were going out later that night so she invited him round. She didn't tell her parents he
was coming around because she knew they would stop her. Her parents got ready to go out they
told her to stay safe and don't open the door to anyone, she agreed and said goodbye unknowingly
that might be the last time.
She got ready to meet him, she washed her hair, put make on, got dressed and then it was time. She
waited by the window and after a few minutes she saw his car, she was excited and ran over to the
door. She opened the door and quickly realised this was not the guy she thought he was.
She pushed past and ran and ran without stopping until she was safe. Her parents never had to
warn her to stay safe again.

Getting Out by Tiernan Jinkens
He ambles down the street, stressed and jumpy. A small sound here or there and his
head spins as if on some kind of swivel. He can feel his heart rate pulsing faster
and faster like it’s about to burst out of his chest, ‘oh god what if I mess up or upset
him or it’s not enough, I'm fucked I’m absolutely fu-’
“Oi! Watch where you’re goin’ d***head”
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He manages to mumble out a half-hearted sorry as he picks his backpack and the
other man’s phone off the ground.
“Learn to keep your eyes ahead next time, yeah?” The man says in a
condescending tone as he snatches his phone away, scowling at him, walking away
and muttering under his breath “F***ing plonker”
He stares into the distance and breathes out into the cold October air “I can’t
survive in this world” he thinks, “and I’ll have to become like him or get out of it”.
He isn’t stressed out anymore, his whole body feels deflated and empty.
Eventually, he makes his sorry way to the agreed spot he had been going to for
months- the alleyway alongside NASHVILLE FRIED CHICKEN PIZZA KEBAB,
a shop that would confuse anyone from Nashville with three different cuisines in
one building, two of which aren’t even associated to the city. He squints as the
tacky LED sign at the store blinds him with stars and stripes. And then he waits.
He waits for as long as he has to be, be it 5 minutes or two hours. He arrived earlier
than the agreed time 10:30 but he knows he has to stay put until he comes.
After what feels like an eternity, he looks up from his phone to see him come up
through the alleyway. Looking at him you wouldn't think 20 drug mules in south
slough answer to him but that’s the beauty of it. He always wears the same thing- a
puffa jacket, black jeans and blindingly white shoes. Never seen him in anything
else.
“Heyy Dave, good to see you G, sorry I’m late, you know how it is, always busy.
You have it?”
He comes out of the greeting (clasping the other guy's hand pulling each other
towards themselves for small chest bump and a pat on the back at the same time)
and reaches into his backpack to bring out a small wad of ten-pound notes.
“Thats 500 quid, you can count it” He takes he money and flicks it through his
hands finally looking up, making eye contact and nodding.
“That’s good work cuz” Theres a pause. Then he takes out some of the notes and
puts them into Dave’s hands. “Keep two hundred.”
“Ah you don’t need to-”
“You know I don’t take no for an answer, spend it on your mum, buy her
something nice, yeah.” Dave’s speechless. And then confidence rushes over him,
forcing him to speak without thinking of the consequences.
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“If you give me more stuff, I can shift all of it.”
“That’s what we like to hear” He says smiling. “Now take this and don’t let me
down” They switch backpacks.
“I won’t.”
“In a bit then.”
“In a bit.”
They turn around and walk back where they came from. It takes Dave half an hour
to walk home but he gets there in the end, his feet feeling pressed into the ground
and tired. He puts in the code for the complex door and then trudges up the outdoor
stairs to his house. The door is locked. This is what he’s been dreading. Slowly he
brings his arm up to ring the doorbell, when he does the sound itself makes him
want to walk back down the stairs. She opens the door in a wreck, her face red,
contorted and covered in tears.
“Where have you been.” She pleads.
“I was just at Michaels house.”
“I’ve called all your friends and their parents, you're lying to me, you're lying to
me” The tears in her eyes come in harder and faster and those repeated phrases
sound like a mental patient talking. This is so much worse than her just being angry
like she normally is when he comes home at 1 or 2.
“I know what you doing and it scares me, because if you keep on going like this....
my baby's going to die or go to prison.” She completely breaks down and sobs in a
heap on the corridor floor. She cries for a while and it dies down until she is silent.
She gets up.
“Promise me you’re going to stop”
“Mu-”
“Promise me.” She now has a hard look in her eyes.
“You know I can’t do that.”
“Then I’ve raised a failure.” She whispers and walks into her room.
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When Dave was little, he always imagined success for himself- an astronaut, a
football player, a billionaire. But he didn’t know how scarce money can be and
what environment he was living in. Now at the age of 16 he goes back to those
childish ways, lying on his bed and imagining his mums face when he’ll buy her a
new car and house, yes what he’s doing now is only a trampoline to jump off of- to
reach new heights, be rich with clean money and to get out. However long that
may take.

Dreams by Teo Cristobal Gonzalez
For a moment there was complete silence. I could only hear my own heartbeat as the ball
floated through the air seemingly in slow-motion into the goal.
A few more seconds of silence and then the crowd went wild. I felt the familiar feeling of
losing all control as happiness took over. A warm radiance explodes from within me, and my
pulse goes to 200 and something.
We hold up the Champions League trophy up to the cheering crowd, who bellow their
approval. I could feel the sweet taste of victory all around me.
Then over the head of the stadium, the head of a minotaur loons over the stands and
says, “Finish that article or I’ll slit your throat!” in a Scottish accent.
I wake up from my dream in my tiny, one room apartment. The sweet taste of victory is now
replaced by the bitter, bitter taste of failure. Failure of not fulfilling my dreams and
sacrificing so much for that dream. In the end, that sacrifice was for nothing.
I try to remember the dream, but it is falling apart. I remember the goal and a minotaur.
The minotaur had said something, something about an article.
“Oh sh*t!” I thought. The article! It was due today! My boss is going to kill me!
I had forgotten the article in my excitement for the Manchester derby. As I walked into the
living-room, I could see the mess I had made last night: bottles of beer everywhere (one that I
had smashed on the floor when Rooney had scored), the remains of a takeaway kebab spread
across the floor along with several empty packets of crisps.
I took out my laptop and started to write the article, but my hangover refused to let me
concentrate.
In the end I gave up, got dressed and ran to work. I got there half an hour late and burst into
the boss's office, ignoring the comments of “City is sooo bad” and “We absolutely shat on
you”.
I immediately apologised to the boss but he was grinning when I came in.
“We beat you again, didn’t we? What a shot from Rooney though, did you see it?” he said in
a thick Scottish accent.
“Yes, sir, I did.” I replied, masking my true emotions.
“You should change team, Michael. City can’t win a match this season.” He laughed at his
own joke.
When he saw I wasn’t laughing he turned serious again. “Did you bring in the article?” I
looked down at my shoes and said in a very small voice, “Umm. Sorry, sir, I forgot”.
“WHAT?”
“I forgot” I repeated.
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“GOD DAMMIT, MICHAEL. EVERY TIME! I TOLD YOU THIS ONE
WAS IMPORTANT! I TOLD YOU, DIDN’T I!
The question wasn’t meant to be answered so I continued to look at my shoes.
Mr. Barbados sat down, breathed a deep sigh, took off his glasses and massaged the
bridge of his nose with two fingers.
After a long silence he said “Go pack your stuff.”
I looked up at him. “What?”
“I said go pack your stuff. You’re fired.” he said, raising his voice a bit more.
“But, sir,” I argued." You can’t do that! I have to pay the rent, the bills, my taxes….
you can’t fire me now!”
“Sorry Michael. That’s not my problem. My problem is if the people I employed to do
a job are watching football games instead. Then I get fired, Michael.” He was right, but I
wasn’t going to accept it.
I stormed out of the office, slamming into David, who had been eavesdropping
outside. I pushed past my work colleagues who tried pathetically to console me.
When I got home, I lay in bed, crying silently. I remembered when I was young and had the
great dream of being a football player. I thought it would be easy, that I didn’t have much
competition. How wrong I was.
Then when I was 14, 15 yeas old I realised that I might not make it but I didn’t want to accept
it; so, I quit school against my parents will and didn’t go to university.
In the end, I didn’t make it. I got a job as a journalist that just about paid the bills for my tiny
apartment.
I had a dream once. I was on one side of a ravine. On the other side was my career as a
football player. In my dream, I was still young, about 16. I tried to jump across, but the gap
was too far. I fell into the ravine and fell for a long time.
Only now, I realize, I have hit the bottom.

It's Easier to Breathe Water Than to Live Without You by
Shizuru Betzalel
‘It’s a boy!’ she giggled. I loved seeing her so happy, her kind blue eyes glistened, I
could stare into those eyes for hours on end. Arya was her name; we'd been together for 5
years now and she had been pregnant for over four months. She had hazel brown hair that
came up to her waist in a waterfall of curls and a kind, mischievous grin. ‘Rayn it’s a boy!’
she said again, I felt my heart swell at the thought of having a child.
One week later
The wind raced in spirals around me, sending shivers down my spine as I felt the first
splashes of rain soak though my shirt. Before I could take shelter, the rain began chucking
down in icy sheets, it was as if the clouds had burst open.
As I stepped into our flat, I felt the warm air consume me, making me feel safe but
also slightly tired from my full day at work.
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‘Oh, my god look at you’ Arya gasped, I couldn’t help but chuckle at the look at her
face, ‘You go change!’ she shouted at me, batting me towards the bedroom. Despite her stern
tone I could see the playfulness alight in her eyes.

The sound of rumbling woke me from my sleep. I looked around to see that Arya had
sat up, her eyes sleepy but sharp with alert.
‘What was that’ she asked, her tone ruff with tiredness and anxiety.
‘It must have been thunder’ I replied, trying to sound reassuring. As the words left
my mouth, I saw our room flash, for less than a second, with vibrant lightning. The rumbling
grew closer and louder, I felt the building tremble beneath us. Then there was an earsplitting
crash as if something had exploded. Mine and Aryas screams filled the room.
‘WHAT THE FUCK WAS THAT!?’ she screamed ‘I HAVE NO CLUE!!!’. The
rumbling sound of a helicopter echoed through the room, followed by a loud voice that came
from the helicopter above.
‘PLEASE EVACUATE YOUR HOUSES FAST AND GET AS FAR AS FROM
THE COAST AS POSSIBLE, THE FLOODGATE HAS COLLAPESED AND THE SEA
WATER IS FILLING THE CITY VERY QUICKLY, PLEASE LEAVE YOUR HOMES
NOW, LEAVE YOUR HOMES NOW, LEAVE YOUR HOMES NOW!’ The voice boomed.
Panic spread though my body making me want to throw up. I looked across to where
Arya was sitting, her blue eyes were shining with fear. ‘What are we going to do, what if we
die, what will happen to our baby?’ she whimpered.
‘it's going to be alright; we just need to get out of here quick’ I responded, hoping I
sounded surer than I felt.
I watched the sea gushing in at a quick pase, the dawn sun glistening off it. It would
have been a beautiful if it wasn't under these circumstances. I took Aryas hand, trying to form
a plan in my muddled head. We didn’t have a car seeing as we lived in the middle of New
York and we never needed one, so instead we ran as fast as we could, but Arya’s pregnant
stomach slowed us down.
I knew that floodgate was going to collapse but we were meant to have another 50
years! They had told us that in 2100 New York would flood not now! MY guess was that the
thunderstorm had made the walls weaker, dread filled my body as I cast my head over to look
at Arya, I knew she couldn’t run for much longer, but we couldn’t give up, I couldn't let us
die.
I turned around to see that the water was catching up with us ‘We need to try and run
a little faster ok, love’ I said trying to keep my voice calm, I felt the adrenaline rush though
my veins as we picked up pase, and I thought for a second that it might be ok.
Then suddenly Arya came to sudden stop ‘I-’ she said trying to catch her breath ‘I
can’t run anymore’ she panted clutching her swollen stomach and staring up at me with
pained eyes.
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‘It's alright, I promise we'll find a way though this’ I looked back to see that the sea
was so close to us and I felt the panic pump through my blood, but I tried to act calm.
‘You go’ Arya said desperately, her eyes flooding with tears just as our city flooded
with water.
‘Arya don’t. I am not going to just leave here, I told you we will find a way out of
this’ I answered, bringing her into my arms. I had to think of something, something to save
Arya and my beautiful boy who hadn't met yet, but I already loved so dearly.
The sound of a car snaped me out of my thought. ‘HEY THERE!’ I shouted to the
lady driving the car, she stopped and pulled her window down ‘do you have any space in the
car?’ I asked in rush, trying to sound polite.
‘I’m sorry but we only have space for one’ she replied with a bit of a hurried tone
‘please, please can my partner go with you, she’s pregnant and she needs your help’ I plead.
‘Of course, come dear quickly’ the woman smiled, beckoning to Arya.
‘But I can’t just leave you’ Arya cried.
‘Don’t worry I will come find you I promise’ I tried to force a smile, I could feel the
water lapping at my feet filling me with dread ‘I love you’ I said to Arya in a pained tone,
while I looked into her beautiful crystal blue eyes and loved them for the last time.
‘I won't leave without you’ Arya pleaded raw pain in her tone.
‘You have to go Arya, please go, go for me and go for our baby’ but I couldn’t look
into her eyes, it would hurt me too much to.
The lady in the car looked nervously at the water rising around our ankles. ‘Please
dear, we need to go now’ She whispered, looking at her own children, who sat in the car,
with concern.
‘Promise me you’ll come and find me’ Arya begged, searching my face for
confirmation.
‘I promise’ I whispered, kissing her on the forehead.

The Writing on the Wall by Sophia Harkness
The first thing I was aware of was darkness. A darkness reminiscent of twilight yet with a
strange dusky orange hue that I couldn’t place. How did I get here?
I was standing, staring straight ahead, at the most bleak and desolate landscape I had ever laid
eyes on.
The ground beneath my feet was bare, cracked earth, hardened mud with a layer of dry brown
dust atop it, that stirred laboriously in the slight wind. The sky seemed to mimic the earth
below it; dark brown clouds rolled in great swathes as far as the eye could see, it was they
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that gave this environment its eerie light as the invisible sun made a vain attempt to shine
through, turning them a sickly yellow.
There was no plant or blade of grass to break the bleak monotony, no splash of merry green
among the dank browns and blacks. Only a few stunted trees grew here and there, devoid of
any living growth, their thin trunks bent and twisted downwards as if in great agony. Where
am I?
I turned away my head as the bitter wind whipped my hair cruelly about my face, and I saw
that I seemed to be standing on the outskirts of a great city. Or what had once been such.
Every building had been half torn down, rooms gaped open from upper floors, beams stuck
harshly out, contents drooping over the edge. Rubble was strewn in great heaps all over the
streets, great chunks of roofing and jagged glass, while in the distance a few lone skyscrapers
reared, dark against the sky, pieces torn away leaving open-mouthed gaps with shards of
glass for teeth. It looked like some giant’s playroom. And all was deadly silent save for the
sighing of the wind.
I found myself in a lurid trance, dragging my feet inexorably towards this horrible sight,
drawn to it by some morbid curiosity perhaps. It was only bleaker within.
Everything was as quiet as a graveyard, broken only by my careful footsteps, crunching
occasionally on small pieces of brick or glass, and the creak of doors hanging half open on
their hinges. That’s when I noticed the people too.
They seemed to blend into their environment so much that one could have nearly mistaken
them for part of this destroyed city, perhaps merely a pile of debris or a lone pillar. They
huddled beneath makeshift shelters, staring at me with wide eyes full of terror, the whites
conspicuous, stark in faces blackened by dirt. Their clothes had no distinguishable colour,
they were so smeared and ragged as to not be any one item, but a general covering of dirty
cloth which hung loose on pitifully thin forms. Here and there a hollow cough rang out
mournfully from one of these small groups, making me shiver in a frisson of pity and fear.
What am I doing here?
Wandering without a purpose I found myself in a narrow, dust-ridden alley, pulling my thin
jumper closer around me. I started as two figures appeared from the murk in front of me, one
supporting the other on his arm.
“Excuse me!” I called, my voice sounding frail and frightened, echoing pitifully around the
enclosed space. The taller figure, a man perhaps in his fifties with a gaunt frame, turned at
my call. “Where am I?” I asked feebly, the echoes repeating my question in what seemed a
cruel and mocking tone. I was fully terrified now, the dark atmosphere causing the hand of
panic to clutch at my heart. “What is this?” I whispered frantically, but my hushed voice only
made
the echoes worse. They hissed at me from every angle until I found myself cowering against
the dirty brick wall. The old man turned away, shaking his head dolefully.
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“Memory loss, just like the rest of them,” he remarked in a cracked voice to his frail
companion. His voice floated faintly back to me as they walked on. “Poor devil. No
recollection of the crisis at all.” My heart began to thump painfully fast in my chest. Memory
loss? Crisis? Where am I?!
A scrawl of red graffiti on the wall opposite caught my eye. I began to read it idly, out of
habit, but my breath caught in my chest and my head spun as I began to comprehend it.
“3034” I read, and underneath it in a sprawling hand: “The year of darkness.” I gasped as
realisation washed over me in cold waves, and I screamed, sitting up suddenly in my own
bed, shaking. Awake once more, but nonetheless terrified

Miami Goes Under by Lily-Baya Tucker
It all started about a week ago. We had been getting good weather for a while, the
season had changed from ice cream and sunbathing to woolly jackets and hot chocolate. We
were used to harsh rains and storms, but some more worrying signs were emerging, signs that
a monsoon was approaching us. Living on the coastline of Miami we are the front line of the
sea levels rising. We had been aware of this issue building up, but we were not prepared for
what happened next. On the 19th of November Miami changed for forever. Miami would hit
the headlines of every newspaper in every country.
I lived in a nicely decorated flat with my mum and my 6-year-old sister. My dad had
been brutely murdered by one of the well-known gangs that lurk in the shadows of Miami,
waiting for their victims to turn the corner to their death.
I had been living in this flat my whole life, 16 years of memories had been made right
here and suddenly there was a feeling that it could all just be washed away. Me and my sister
where very close. I was very protective of her and when she was born, she became a part of
me. I helped name her, Bella. When my mum worked, I would take her down to the beach
and we play there for hours. Her gentle giggle filling me with warmth.
I remember a time that I took her down there and she turned to be, her eyes alight
with curiosity and asked, “Is the sea friendly?”. I answered with the simple words of “The sea
is a friend to you if you are a friend to the sea”. She grinned at that. “Well, I think me and the
sea are great friends” she yelled, running down to dip her feet in the turquoise shallows.
My mum works so hard to keep us together. We looked after each other and all three
of us had a bond that no one could take away from us. We could be anywhere, doing
anything but if we had each other we would know that it was going to be okay.
It was evening of the 19th of November. I had just put Bella to bed, and I walked out
to say goodnight to my mum. She was standing on the balcony, looking out on the roaring
waves. I watched the tide crawling up the beach, getting closer and closer to us, slowly but
surely, ready to pounce. I think my mum could feel it too, we were both silent and then she
kissed me on the cheek and went inside. I looked back at the sea, mixed emotions clouding
my head, and then I followed her.
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I awoke to the sound of glass being exploded in by the fierce winds and the screams
of my mother and sister. The alarms meant that we were in mortal peril. We needed to
evacuate. The monsoon could hit at any moment. I went to grab my coat and put on extra
layers, so did my mum.
Mum wouldn’t let me stay, she said there were some buses going into the main land
airport where I could get a flight out to England, where my uncle and auntie live. She said
she could follow me later.
I was numb, I couldn’t feel Mums' arms as she wrapped them around me to say
goodbye, I couldn’t feel my hands taking the cash from Mums’ secret stash, or my feet as I
dragged them out of the apartment and climbed onto the bus…

There Must Be Something I Can Do To Save the Tree Kangaroo?
By Sofia Baxter
My drab brown fuzz looked as though it had been pulled from a brush and discarded
months ago. Why was I so plain? The birds with their thrilling feather trim, the frogs with
their contrasting statement neons and the butterflies, the butterflies with their effortless grace
and fabulous colours. The jungle was a rainbow of life, and then, there was me.
We sidled through the undergrowth like guilty thieves and I was sure that anyone
within a miles radius could hear my hammering heart ;then ,through the drowsy vines we saw
her . She lay sunning herself on the riverbank, her expensive purse-like print perfectly
contrasting the mossy bolero that had grown on her back and her large pearly whites and
scary claws were the perfect accessory. She was a fashion fiend , the croc of couture and the
envy of many.
I slunk back home going further upriver to avoid the snappy crocodile and gazed at
my dull reflection in the murky depths. Then, something caught my eye, a red PVC piece
with silver lining and emblazoned brand gleamed in the river. I flipped it over and seeing that
it was not dangerous, I brought it reverently out of the water and flung it over myself
excitedly. It was then that I realised my blunder, rather than accentuating my figure the item
bit harshly at my throat almost garrotting me!
We paddled down the river on poised alert, there was a giant crocodile in these parts
and being lunch was not an appetising option. All of a sudden I noticed something peculiar ;
a seemingly frustrated little creature writhed on the bank trapped in a Doritos packet. I
guiltily remembered the share bag we had consumed and discarded yesterday as I tugged on
the tour guides sleeve “sir, what is that animal I think it might be stuck ?” “Ah yes and here
we have a tree kangaroo that appears to be stuck in some trash” he said nonchalantly then
turned away to point out some exotic flower. “But… shouldn’t we help it ?”I queried “too
close to the shore, we will be eaten alive by the crocs” he said in an irritating tone.
I sat bristling in indignation and disgust as I noticed all the other ugly traits that
humans were bringing to this small corner of paradise: a dead fish confined in a coke bottle
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coffin, thick white polluted foam hugging the riverbank, a plastic bag holding a bird and in
the distance, the roar of a chainsaw hacked into my heart. It wasn’t right, we were stealing
their home, their food, their future and for what? Another all-inclusive hotel ? The flights out
here were already damaging enough and considering the untamed beauty of this place,
tourists would come flocking as bountifully as the birds that surely would fade away like a
sun bleached watercolour. But would could I do? Tell another tacky tourist guide? There had
to be more that I could do to try and save the tree kangaroo.

Earth 17 by Arthur Heawood
MESSAGE FROM EARTH 17 TO EARTH ZERO
SENT: DAY 291 OF YEAR 76
A couple of years ago we found out about the multiverse. Due to the distance and
technology, we have not been able to contact other earths. It is weird to think that there are
identical planets and humans out there living their life not knowing about us. We think a few
might know about us but have not been able to make contact yet.
I live in New York city. Maybe you guys have one. If you do, you know all about the
amazing skyscrapers, the busy streets and all the amazing things you can get up to. I wish it
were still like that. In March, a psychopath who named himself Zeus used an electricity surge
to put New York into a whole island black out. The people who could evacuated but as the
bridges were full, he blew them up causing the island to be isolated from the mainland.
Instantly the gangs started to take over the city.
I live as a refugee in the NYPD building. They have created a safe zone for a couple
of blocks, but the ammo is running short and so are the food supplies as more people from all
over the city are coming to take refuge.
Every day they promise us this will be
over soon; I wish that that were true. I heard the police captain talking to a politician from the
mainland he said that until New York was declared safe he could not help us. we have been
abandoned by our very own country.
I’m not sure if it will ever be safe here again, gun shots have become a normal sound
and the gangs won't stop tearing each other apart. It's like hell out there beyond the safe zone
if only we had help, if another earth could help us maybe they would understand our situation
and come with help - please earth zero help us.
MESSAGE FROM EARTH ZERO TO EARTH 17
SENT: 1 FEBRUARY 2021
Hello Earth 17 - we cannot send help. Our earth is slowly dying due to climate change
- the icebergs are melting and the seas are rising. We have discovered the multiverse and
Zeus is one of us. Soon your New York’s going to be very empty and safe for us to inhabit!
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A Spiral in Time by Amos Marshall
Harolds cane rapped ominously against the worn cobbled street. Tendrils of wind
caressed his skin as he pressed on. At this hour everything was eerily silent an owl's hoot far
of the only thing disturbing the peace. Taking a furtive glance over his shoulder he swerved
into a seemingly abandoned building, its windows smashed and the waft of various human
substances creeping their way into Harrold's nose. Running his hand across the gnarled brick
wall he felt for a particular cranny. Pressing inwards the wall began to shift, dust coming out
in clouds and the harsh sound of old metal cogs turning started to whir. A long tunnel was
revealed ahead as the wall fell away. It was in jitters illuminated with loud clanks as the
lights struggled for life.
Harold tasted the air. It was damp but wait...There was something else just on the tip
of his receptors cause the buds to inflame in horror. It was the stench of rotted, putrid flesh –
flesh of a human or multiple. And then he knew. There was an unwanted presence here.
And almost to answer his woes a load grunt sounded nearby followed by thundering
footsteps as whatever it was had caught his scent and was stumbling round in confusion
trying to find him through the maze of corridors. It grunts sent shivers down Harrold’s spine.
Frozen for a second Harold jumped into action. He knew a couple of things. The
monster was clearly a Razgar Warp, a monster from the underworld that had accidentally
been teleported and turned into an abomination. They had a keen sense of smell but otherwise
completely blind. They sported two tree trunk arms with razor claws at the end, but no that
wasn’t the end of it. There main weapon was of course time warp. Yes you heard me they can
teleport! But doing it through substances severely weakens them.
The monster was coming closer by the minute. Harold had an idea. Grabbing a
timenade he through it onto the ground creating a portal and leaping in it he just missed the
monsters outstretched claw...

A Plea by Albion Scott
Illustrated by Oceana Ennis
Imagine a world of beauty and wonder where life has flourished for millions of years; a
beautiful place where nature lives hand-in-hand with the rainforest- this is what the
rainforests looked like in Indonesia only 10 years ago.
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Now they’re gone… the habitats of hundreds of endangered animals gone, and it’s
because of us, the consumers who buy products with palm oil. Not for the endangered
orangutans or for the incredible birds or for the
beautiful now extinct golden toad; you buy these
products because of the way they taste or how
cheap they are.
We need to stop trying to outlive global
problems instead of solving them.
Our world is dying at catastrophic rates,
hundreds of animals extinct, if you don’t believe
me you better believe the facts: Passenger
pigeon, Extinct 1914, Tasmanian wolf, extinct
1981, Blue Moka, extinct 2000, Baiji river
dolphin, extinct 2005, Japanese pedal fish,
extinct 2020.
These animals all became extinct directly
because of humans. Researchers say 30 to 50%
of animals will go extinct by 2050 if we don’t
change our actions now. People are ignoring the
facts because they can’t take them so please join
me for the fight to save our planet.

Screened Happiness by Lucas Peters
Illustrated by Gracie Gearing-Grief
I scooped up the last of my porridge, shoveling it into my mouth at full tilt. Ugh, I
hated Mondays. The day when teachers would call you out for running in the corridor or
drone on for what felt like endless hours.
And today would be no different, in fact it would be worse. Today the hallway would
not only be plagued with teachers, but inspectors too. If there was one thing that could make
teachers meaner, it was the noisy bug-eyed inspectors who peered skeptically at you over the
rim of their glasses, whilst scribbling nasty things about everything and everyone they
encountered, onto their lined paper.
I picked up my bag and headed for the door, grabbing my phone on the way out.
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School wasn’t far, not even a five-minute walk. I would usually cycle, but to my great
annoyance my bike had been stolen last week.
I was still pissed about the bike incident, but at least it wasn’t raining. Last time it had
rained the streets had flooded because of a blocked drain. That had also happened on a
Monday, come to think of it.
I turned round the corner to my school, phone in hand, the straps of my pastel red
backpack biting into my shoulders. My school wasn’t fancy, large cracks riddled the upper
walls, accompanied by yellowy-brown stains and the stench that came from the toilet let me
know that it hadn't been cleaned in a couple of weeks. Even the smile on the teachers faces as
I walked in was rotten. I looked back to by phone quickly, shielding myself from his ghastly
glare.
The shimmer of a thousand lights captivated me, even in the hallway I couldn’t help
but have a peak at my digital world.
Meanwhile deep into my phone 3
algorithms gathered, silently watching me
flick through pages. Occasionally they
looked at each other, their fowl breath
corroding the air around them through large
gaps between their brown stained teeth.
There were rotten people behind these rotten
appearances.
The Algorithms got to work,
chucking adverts into his feed by the dozen,
and selling off his interest to anonymous
buyers, one by one. Snapping back his
attention with cute cats or continuous auto
play.
I stood there enchanted, my eyes
glistening with fascination amid the bustling
hallway. The world dancing past me, as I
fell
deeper into the transfixed blur of an empty shell, cavorting with forged colours.
I looked upwards, noticing the bell had gone a while ago, but my ears were still
ringing, I wonder how I hadn't noticed. I was late.
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Slightly dazzled by the synthetic patterns and constant stream of notifications, I

slipped my phone in my pocket and walked on.

A Positive Environment by Tommy Heap
2020 saw Covid19 ravage the world, it saw fires destroy countless miles of ancient
forests and there is no sign of humans stopping barrelling into the 6th mass
extension, but some things are being done, many people have woken up and started
using less energy, burning less fuel and in some places, people have already started
to change the effects of global warming,
Amid the turmoil that was 2020 and the troubling trend of biodiversity loss,
researchers and conservationists have bought back animals from the brink of
extinction by using a series of captive breeding programs.
Some of these programs have seen the repopulation of animals such as the black
stilt or kakī (Himantopus novaezelandiae), this bird is still critically endangered but
in New Zealand they released 104 captive bread birds into the wild boosting the
population by 30%.
Some species that were thought to be extinct where “rediscovered” like the New
Guinea Singing Dog thought to exist only in captivity, was found in the wild using
eDNA sampling. On an expedition in Bolivia researchers found a devil-eyed frog
(Oreobates zongoensis) and a satyr butterfly (Euptychoides fida) not recorded for
98 years. In northwestern Madagascar, a chameleon not seen in more than 100
years, Furcifer voeltzkowi, was found in a hotel garden. Also more than 100 years
after its last recorded sighting, a plant, Olax nana, has been rediscovered in Gujarat
and the village now fights to protect it.

The Snow Crystals by Lina Vermazen
A white blanket covering all that is around us
Cold crystals
I walk the paths I know so well, but they are different now
I don’t recognise the trees like I usually do
The cold wind turning all faces red
There is something about the smell of snow
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It smells calm, safe
As my hands slowly lose feeling I look up
The crystals melt as they meet my face
I am cold, but I don’t mind it
I want to stand here in the middle of this field
And feel the crystals meet my face until spring comes
I know that I can’t do that, but I want to
Because out here is nothing but the
trees, the snow covered land, and the
silent noise of the crystals

About the Authors
Class 9 at Michael Hall Steiner School have had quite the start to their GCSE course,
with two online learning blocks already this year. They have taken it all in their stride and for
their Narrative Main Lesson in January 2021 on Zoom, wrote a variety of screen free, free
writing warm ups and then produced a short story for this collection. The range of talent and
writing skills here is testament to their hard work and brilliance as a class, and I fully plan to
study a light-hearted comedy with them next!

Editors: Arielle Hawker-Schultz, Arthur Heawood, Jamie Hughes, Freya Forbes, Lina
Vermazen, Tiernan Jinkens, Tommy Heap, Sophia Harkness
Artwork: Gracie Gearing-Grief, Oceana Ennis, Reuben Chantler,
Marketing and Research: Albion Scott, Lily-Baya Tucker, Malia Kemal, Stella
Collins, Sam Johnson
Graphic Design: George Hope, Lola George, Lucas Peters, Shizuru Betzalel

46

The Lockdown Shorts

