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The Lonely Widow 

Michael Agyemang 
 

My dearly husband, do you remember the vows we took together? 

Those sweet and comforting words you soaked me in. 

How rich and pure it was, 

Felled with pride, dignity and a touch of pure love within it. 

It was like fresh honey taken from the finest and hand-picked bees around the world. 

Enough to last me for an eternity, or so I thought. 

They say every good thing doesn’t last for ever.  

The reward you get from it is indeed extraordinary 

However the price you pay for it is heavily great. 

Love does indeed have a strong bond but the strings are weak and easily broken. 

Tell me this hour of midnight. 

I can hear the church bells ringing and calling for you. 

The wind is blowing and whistling, searching for where you are 

Yet the moon hides you away from me. 

I ask, is it because of jealousy that the moon hides you away from me? 

 

Have you heard the story of the moon and sun? 

True love does exist within ancient times. 

They say how beautiful the sun was at a young age.  

Its rays powerful enough to dazzle and bewitch you, 

How it would show it pride by displaying the colours of the rainbow 

Red which denote love, yellow bright future, green good health, blue hope and indigo 

unbreakable bonds 

How the sun loved the moon, they would come everyday 

Cuddling each other and comforting each other. 

Love – no, the care they had for each other was too great to deserve such a mere word as love. 

They called it eclipse. 

How beautiful and incredible it was. 

It was like a black piece of velvet had been laid over the sky and sprinkled with shining gems 

and a single ball of light standing out among the others. 

But on one unfortunate day they were cursed by the people below. 

The sun would wait everyday at night waiting for his lover 

But they could not be together. 

 

Arthur, my beloved husband, do you remember these words 

‘In health and in sickness you would always be with me’? 

I stand before your grave seeking answers yet I find no answer, 

Asking for reasons but I see no answer. 

I knock at your grave yet you don’t open and answer me. 

I remember that day October the 10
th

 1948 like it was a minute ago. 
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That date sits comfortably on my head, relaxing. 

It has glued itself to me that it’s impossible for it to live 

 

Arthur, my dear, Last night I dreamt a dream. 

It was indeed such a beautiful and comforting dream 

I saw you and me our footsteps together, 

Walking beside each other. 

I could hear your voice telling me how safe 

I was with you and how you will always be at my side. 

Those words were enough to spark a fire within me and make me safe again 

But when I needed you the most I only saw one 

Footstep on the floor. 

I asked why and yet you reply 

‘When you were in times of trouble I was the one  

Carrying and shielding you from or pain or sorrow.’ 

 

Then, my beloved, I ask where are you when I need you the most? 
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Lost 

Aisha Ajona 
 

A smile like yours makes a person stop. It’s one of those sounding smiles, the 

contagious type, forcing you to giggle with glee, in the utter ecstasy, that you give me. 

You’re looking at me with those green hazel eyes... I think...  

God, I could die. 

 I’m not saying ‘for you’, 

Or suggesting my death upon yours     

No No No 

I’m merely stating  

‘Could I?’ 

Could I live without those wide, warming eyes that seem to be constantly enraptured 

in the shadow of deep, earthy, green 

Or those hands: your fingers, sworn to secrecy, that they can only give me, what we 

call butterflies. You manage to take me high, up in the sky, I know it sounds cliché, 

and some would say even gay 

It doesn’t stop me from being in the clouds when I’m close too you 

I hope you now see, I just want to breathe... 

Inhale you... breathe in what you breathe out; take in what you give out. I’m just 

saying I want to be close to you 

Fuck standards morals 

Morals standards 

With you, they evaporate into nothingness. 

Listen, if I leave, the way people do, know that it’s not because I want to 

I’ve tried to rhyme the way I feel about you, just to put it on paper for you... 

Still, that I love you 

 

Bliss steadily and easily marked the pale white sheet with those finalising three last words; 

realising what she had just done. Said goodbye to the one guy, who really made her heart 

melt. Bliss slumped back, upright onto the backboard of her favourite bed – Nick’s bed; 

awkwardly she shifted her slim buxom body towards his strongly handsome, boyish, angelic 

face. Bliss leaned in to steal a kiss from her sleeping beauty, but hesitated; she knew that 

would have just made it harder for her to fake that everything was just fine, that though 

they’d be thousands of miles apart, things would still stay bliss.  

She smelt skin, his luxuriously silky milky skin, lightly brushing past each golden hair 

on his firm arm with the tips of her rounded lips. 

Bliss now knew that the memories that they had shared would never leave.  

His smiles. 

His hugs. 

Even the way he bugged her, looked at her. 
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She’ll never forget the dimples for ever implanted in his cheeks and chin, how they 

came to life with the slightest twitch of expression from him. Her heart was broken, slit in 

two, and she couldn’t find a way to put it back together. 

A force within her was forcefully tugging her away from him, she had to leave and 

soon, but before this happened, she gathered the strength to whisper in his ear, ‘Nick-Nacks, 

you’re breaking my world, you’ve mystified it... now I’m just blind.’    

That was her final goodbye.  

Bliss left the poem on his pillow, and silently crept out of his buzzing house. Nick’s 

house was always buzzing, you see – this was because once there was a burglary in his house 

and the police came, suggesting that he should always keep the radio on because it would 

scare the culprits away; he listened, Nick, always pragmatic.  

Bliss felt a sudden wave of love for him, and swore she’d never forget him, opened 

the door, and left. 

Remember that force within her, tugging her away from him, pulling her from her 

lifeline; it’s called ‘duty’. She had a ‘duty’ to her family to go and live wherever they were, 

whether that was across the world or not. She couldn’t leave her sister alone to live with her 

troubled father, who was a phoney, always acting, always fake. See, Bliss figured he was a 

ticking time bomb and going to burst with hate; no, she wouldn’t leave her with him. She 

couldn’t stay with her older sister, Kay. No, she had just finished university and needed to 

start her own independent life, not mimic a mum, because Kay wasn’t a mother and Bliss 

didn’t expect her to act like one. 

Bliss had finally digested that her mum was half-way around the world, and not 

coming back. She knew she couldn’t lose her cool, couldn’t break down, because she 

wouldn’t be able to be a child any more, rely on her mum furthermore. If she did, the unit that 

she called a family, well the family she had left, would break down and disintegrate. Anyway 

Bliss had left Nick, and had to accept that life did go on without her lifeline, without him. 

Back in Stratford, past the park, through a door, down a corridor, up stairs and into a 

room, sat Nick. Awoken to an empty bed, confused and irrationally bemused, he simply sat, 

static, shocked... lost. 
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)NV SN #Dt .X 4G@CNV 

Aisha Ajona 
 

Lurk and creep like a human being, 

Stalk and mimic; never quit it 

 

When the sun goes down retrieve  

From the cold, as the sun comes up appear and become bold 

 

Like a personality you can be, opaque, translucent or transparent 

 

Either way you’re a permanent force, for ever there till my dying day  

Even though I might not see you on my last day 
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Unconditional 

Rosie Ajuna 
 

You have so much to say but can’t say it. You want to but you can’t. You latch on to others’ 

emotions just to run away from your own. You see so many people and wonder what’s going 

on in their lives not knowing that you have a life to live. You find it scary that one day you 

will be by yourself and won’t be able to cope with all the emotions you feel inside. You’re 

scared, worried and self-conscious. You don’t want to be but you are. You long for someone 

that could just hold you, be there for you and tell you that everything is going to be okay. But 

that love is rare, rare like a blue moon glistening in the night. One day, one day in this life 

that you’re living, you will find that someone and that someone will love you indefinitely, 

and when you do find that person, you will find out that their love is unconditional. It’s so 

sweet that it gives you the feeling of a feather just stroking the back of your ear. It tingles 

once in a while, a sensation which may last forever but is sometimes lost over time. But when 

you seem to think that you have lost that feeling you get back up and gain the courage to take 

another jump. There is something different about this jump, the feeling it gives. It’s just 

totally different, so different that you have forgotten the sensation which the last jump gave 

you, the sensation which you had lost and longed for, and this new feeling it lasts much 

longer than the last. 
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Dusk Until Dawn 

Rosie Ajuna 
 

Head aching, legs paining, ankles wanting to give way. I don’t know what to do. I have been 

told to sleep, but the skies are still bright, and the night sky is not due to make an appearance 

anytime soon. But still your head is banging, banging like an African drum in a tribal 

ceremony. You just want peace; peace and quiet; peace, quiet and serenity. Something that 

doesn’t come quite easily. But comes soon enough with patience. But do I have patience? 

 

 

 

Perfection 

Rosie Ajuna 
 

Perfection is the smile that crosses the face of a newborn baby. Everybody is perfect in their 

own way. Not everyone may see it but we all are, like the blossoming of a rose in the spring 

just so calm, serene and uncomplicated. 

 

DICTIONARY FORM PLEASE 
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Tea for Two 

Chloe Collins 
 

The sky was held together by the stars, a mutual promise between the two of them of beauty 

and stability. It was a cloudless night, a night so perfect that not even the cold could ruin it. 

He was wearing navy, her red. The colours complemented each other so perfectly, as if these 

two people, regardless of the rest of the world, were bound together by a force so strong that 

even their clothes emitted it.  

And yet the tension weighing down on them was unbearable. 

She was clicking her tongue, praying that she could be anywhere else in the world but 

there and he, although reluctant, wanted nothing more than to run as far as his feet could take 

him. 

James and Emma led a normal life in a normal city and loved each other, thank you 

very much. They were not the type that argued passionately and made up passionately. They 

accepted their love and never felt the need to really show it, simply because they both just 

knew. 

It was a Tuesday morning at quarter past ten when James was told he was going to die. 

And like his love for Emma, he accepted it. It didn’t feel overwhelming or heart-wrenching; 

it was just something that was meant to happen and this made him feel a lot better.  

 

He decided to tell Emma in a little café in Primrose Hill called Tea for Two. He liked that 

café; they served really nice cakes so it made sense to go there. When she arrived she was 

wearing a blue dress he bought her from a little boutique off of High Street Kensington. It 

brought out her eyes. She had her mother’s eyes, a striking blue – and they really were 

striking.  

As she sat down, his order came; a latte for her and a coffee with a dash of brandy, 

from his own pocket, for him. While walking home from the hospital he had created a new 

ideology for himself: never say never when there is alcohol. 

So there they were, having lunch in a café in Primrose Hill and Emma had no clue 

that her boyfriend was there for any other reason than to have some lunch. James was never 

the one to beat around the bush, even at university he said what he thought; if he didn’t like a 

book or an essay he said it and he couldn’t understand those people that tip-toed around 

things.  

‘Emma, I’ve been going to the hospital for a while now. The reason I didn’t tell you is 

because I knew you would get upset and cry. I hope you understand. I have cancer, Emma. I 

can’t hide it anymore.’ 

 

At that point in time, a passer-by might have thought the couple were cute, something they 

would aspire to have, because the look on Emma’s face was a mix of pure astonishment and 

shock. He could’ve been proposing or giving her an amazing gift for all anyone else could 

tell. 

But Emma wouldn’t have noticed the sweet looks; she wasn’t in her own world, she 

was in hell. Her face was in a state of horror and, though she tried, words would not leave her 
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lips. Suddenly, she thought of everything he should’ve done and why it was his fault for the 

awful and terrifying situation she was in. 

‘And your reason for keeping it secret is?’ She watched his lips move but didn’t hear. 

He was giving a ridiculous-yet-adequate reason as to why he didn’t trust her, his companion, 

his lover, his friend with this life-changing revelation. And then she left, without a word, 

from Tea for Two in Primrose Hill to go home, knowing that he would not follow. 

 

Five days later, he rang. She knew it was him as soon as she heard the ring. When she 

answered, he asked her how she was and she replied, as she usually did when she went away 

for a couple of days, ‘Just fine, and you?’  

James didn’t reply. He felt sorry for himself, a feeling that was new to him. He asked 

her to go away with him for a week on the next Saturday. Then he said that he would pick her 

up from home and said goodbye. She didn’t ask where he was.  

 

The clouds drifted over the stars on the fifth night of their trip. Like a lost puppy, James 

looked to Emma for forgiveness. The pain was getting worse; he felt his insides burn as he 

turned to face her, emotionally and physically. The doctors never told James how long he had 

left, but he knew. 

Emma stared into space. For the last week she stayed in their home, crying at the 

thought of losing him and more at the fact that she only found out when it became terminal. 

And the reason she knew this was simply that he wouldn’t have told her if it wasn’t. It was a 

way he had. She just couldn’t understand why he wouldn’t tell her and she definitely couldn’t 

contemplate the concept of her being without him. It wasn’t real. And the worst thing was she 

couldn’t even look at him. Every time she did her heart broke for both of them.  

He spoke first. ‘Em, I’m sorry. I just couldn’t bear the thought of you being upset. I 

didn’t want my last days with you to be like that. It seemed the only way.’ 

‘James, exactly how long do you have left?’  

The question was like an explosion in both their minds. The truth was he could feel 

himself and his body giving up. He knew a couple of days at the most. The silence that 

followed confirmed Emma’s thoughts… days. Her whole body flopped on the floor. Sobbing, 

her body following the pattern of her over-beaten heart, she inched closer to him feeling his 

warmth and love. 

 

A while later, they looked at each other expressing their thoughts silently. They were together, 

that was all that mattered. No tears, no sickly feelings and no regrets. The two were at peace 

together and just as usual, they accepted their love without showing it. She would never 

forget James and every Wednesday at twelve in the afternoon she goes to Tea for Two in 

memory of James. He always did like the cakes there. 
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Spark 

Danielle Cookson 
 

I never get tired of rock music. I remember concerts, queues, chasing bands for autographs 

and small glimpses. And cigarette lighters, I think sheepishly. There was a lot of that. 

Littered on the floor after big gigs. Fans all huddled together, pressed in like sardines, not 

caring about the smell, or their feet, holding their cigarette lighters in the air, and singing.  

I look at the little lighter in my palm. I’ve had it for about twenty years, but have 

never considered it mine. It was Ryan’s. The cute guy I met, miming along to the words of 

Muse with me, offering a lighter because I was using my iPod... not even a phone. In fact, it 

was the same Ryan that is downstairs sipping coffee and watching the news. I remember us 

now, outside, going on and on about how brilliant they were, the amazing riffs and our own 

sore feet. He said maybe I should keep it, as a reminder to call him when I had the chance.  

Even when it was completely used up, I never filled it up or chucked it away. It’s 

nothing special. It’s really just a bit plastic and metal. But that’s how me and Ryan started. 

Muse songs and a cigarette lighter. 

Occasionally, when we’re a little drunk or the kids are out, we’ll put on one of the old 

CD’s and sing along to the same words we sang along to twenty years ago. Me and my iPod, 

and him and his cigarette lighter. And the strange thing is, neither of us has ever smoked. 
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The Curse 

Lizzy Cooper 
 

I left the church, my mind swimming with emotions when I noticed a white, marble grave. As 

I was staring, I decided to pay my respects and so I walked to the front of the grave to see the 

names of a family engraved into the spotless, shiny marble. It was an old grave marking the 

resting place of two couples: Henry and Marie, their son Henry and his wife Emily. Words 

stood out to me: ‘peace’, ‘reunited’ and the dates – so old compared to the other graves, yet 

the stone looked so new. Questions filled my head of who had tended to it and why. A 

forgotten lover? An unnamed child? 

Soon darkness fell over me, and I gained a sense of dread. I began to notice the graves 

around me, their names almost blacked out with dirt, but why weren’t they the same as the 

grave in front of me? It held now the feeling of fear, power and importance. 

The ground shook beneath me. A crack formed in the earth, leading to the grave and 

something rose from the slit. It slipped like mud towards me. A shape formed from the murky 

substance. The shape of an old man with a hunched back and a malicious grin. 

‘Get away!’ he roared at me. The sound echoed through the night sky. ‘Or tonight you 

shall never see your son again.’  

I stood frozen in fear for a moment before I fled from the graveside. My only son was 

not yet born and I feared for my wife. After running at full pelt I finally reached my front 

door. Fumbling with the keys I wrestled to open the door. Once inside I began screaming my 

wife’s name. 

‘Jane!’ 

I heard a small moan in the next room and rushed in fearfully. She was lying on the 

floor in an awkward position, red faced and breathing heavily. She said just two words to me 

– ‘Something’s wrong’ – before passing out. I grabbed the phone and dialled 999. 

Within twenty minutes, an ambulance had got my wife to hospital and she was in 

early labour; the doctors had made it clear it was her and our son’s only chance, but my hopes 

weren’t high for our son. I only hoped for my wife to live. 

After five minutes of my wife’s screams, I began to get frustrated and scared, and so 

the doctors told me to leave. This was the point I decided to go back, back to the grave, back 

to death.  I walked quickly to the grave and fell to my knees 

‘Please save my wife and child,’ I began, but my voice quickly trailed away. The 

headstone changed: ‘Jane Brown and son, Timothy.’ I knew they were dead; I didn’t know 

why it happened. But I knew it was my fault. 
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)NV SN #Dt @ 4GDDOCNF 

Amy Curran 
 

Ingredients: 

A wet nose 

A good woof 

Several fluffy clouds 

 

Step one –  

Crouch down on all fours, 

Stop, sit. 

Have you got a wet nose? 

A tail? And fur? 

Good, you’re ready 

 

Step two – 

Find a funny man with a long walking stick. He may shout things at you that you don’t 

understand, but you’ll need him for walks.  

Now you have a human, get over-excited, this will annoy him and earn you a walk. 

 

Step three –  

See those fluffy things over there? Yes, the clouds with legs. You need to chase them. Don’t 

run at them like skittles, instead run around them in circles, nipping at their ankles. 

 

Step four – 

By now the clouds should be running. If not start barking, that’ll show them who’s boss. 
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Smiles, Laughs and Cute Photographs 

Amy Curran 
 

‘Smiles, laughs and cute photographs.’ 

You probably remember that line from another poem, right, but I’m going to steal it. 

I’ll share my smile with you, 

if you share yours too. 

I’ll share my laughter with you, 

if you share yours too. 

And I’ll share photos with you (well really I’ll just be in it and send you a copy), 

But yeah, only if you do too. 

 

You can hold my hand, 

and I’ll hold yours too. 

 

You can tell me your secrets, 

and I’ll share mine with you. 

 

I’ll share my stories with you, 

if you share yours too. 

 

I’ll share my ice cream with you,  

if you share yours too. 

 

I’ll share mountain-top treks with you, 

because you want me to. 

 

I’ll share my cereal with you, 

because I know you like it too. 

 

I’ll share my life with you, 

because I really love you. 

 

 

 

The Pink Panther 

Amy Curran 

 

Pink panther was originally made of plasticine. He is portrayed as a peculiar, pragmatic and 

protective creature who likes to position himself in the middle of every situation.  

Once, after slipping on a pretty pineapple peel the petrified panther began to show 

very pious views.  
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Untitled 

Stephanie Deacon 

 

‘Oh blast,’ my uncle said, as the red wine began to bleed across the white table cloth, winding 

its way around the wooden mats on which the bowls of peas, carrots, roast potatoes and a 

load of other vegetables that decked the dining table stood.  

 ‘Oh Gordon Bennett,’ said my granddad, whilst my grandma exclaimed and sent my 

uncle out to the kitchen to get some kitchen roll to mop up the mess. I had pushed my chair 

away from the table in order to prevent the wine from dripping onto my new cream jeans and 

moaned that the wine had got on my food. 

 ‘Oh dear, you’ll be singing in the streets later then,’ my granddad said, pulling a lop-

sided faces.  

I just scowled at him and retorted pompously, ‘Don’t be so ridiculous. I’m hardly 

going to get drunk on that small amount!’ 

‘No, but we’re going to send you carol-singing later,’ my uncle replied seriously, then 

laughed at my expression. 

‘It’s summer!’ I said irritably. 

‘Get some early practice!’ my granddad said. 

‘Ha, ha!’  

The dog began to whine from his vigil outside the tiny window. ‘Oh be quiet, Dog! 

Always whining and getting under everyone’s feet!’ my grandma complained.  

Becoming side-tracked, my granddad responded, ‘Awe, bless him. Most loving dog in 

the world, he is!’  

‘And the most disobedient!’ my grandma retorted. 
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* %NM½S 3DLDLADQ 

Noah Fryer-Kanssen            
 

I don’t remember. But I remember. What is memory? Is it life? Can it live? Or is it our life? 

Is it us? Or are we it? Do I remember the dry smell of toast? Or is it just the present? Have I 

seen fire float on nothing but airiness? No, I imagine. Imagination is memory. Memory is 

imagination. Memory isn’t life. Therefore, I don’t remember. 

If I don’t remember, then how do I know that I am still human? I’m a parrot, a shark, 

a hippogriff, the Devil! No, I’m a vampire, yes, a vampire. Toast is of no relevance to me – 

its smooth texture, only when butter lays on top, warming its soul. They became a couple, 

lovers, but no. The lonely line of the neck, suits my teeth much better. Slick skin, lying there, 

pumped with the life of the body it maintains. 

A receptionist, seduced by my powers, no one will see, nor notice it afterwards. Walk 

towards her. Confuse her eyes. Her mind is her own, but her body is now mine. Make it seem 

casual, make it natural. We are lovers. Untrue lovers, she feeds me, and I... I... 

Deep into the skin, digging through the fear of pain, the receptionist coursed within 

her blood. Reaching the vein, joy exploded into my mouth, as the receptionist found the 

climax point of the bite. Linking minds from the after-effects, I found a name... Olivia, 

suiting the taste and texture of the bloody as it slithered down my neck. I would describe her 

features, although there was nothing left to convey. Her life had fulfilled its purpose, and she 

acknowledged that fact, ending her own story, with the pleasure of my own. 
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Purple Eyes 

Tara Henson 
 

It’s been a strange day, to think it’s not even finished yet! 

I’m currently waiting, although I don’t know why, and I don’t know what for. All I 

know is that I’m staring at a door waiting for something.  

My eyes begin to sting from too much exposure, but I refuse to close them in case I 

miss something important. 

Several moments pass and the burning in my eyes is becoming too much to bear. I 

have to blink and I continue blinking until the sting subsides. 

I’ve been here for what feels like a good twenty minutes now and I’m still waiting, 

when all of a sudden a tall figure bursts through the diner door I’d been staring at, causing me 

to jump in my seat by the window. After I regain my composure and look up to the stranger 

who has just arrived, all I see are his eyes. 

Purple… how strange. I didn’t know there could be such an eye colour. 

Could this be what I’m waiting for? 
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Transition 

Ben Heron 
 

Silence. Perfect, deep silence in the absolute darkness of the room. A twitch – even if you 

cannot see it, you can sense it. You know it’s there, even if you don’t know what it is, or who 

it is. 

A substantial movement. But a substantial movement in a room such as this was just a 

flick; a flick of the wrist, a slip of the arm, a motion of the leg. 

But then something else becomes apparent. An almost silent noise. A noise that 

bleeds into the room, so gentle and restrained it blends into the silence itself. What is the 

noise in a dark, silent room such as this? 

A crack of light appears. It splays a harsh luminescence across the floor, but that thin 

crack holds no revelation. The section illuminated becomes indistinguishable from its 

surroundings. 

The sound intensifies. It is audible, now; a sobbing. But the voice is harsh and broken, 

perhaps that is the reason for the lament. Or perhaps it is the darkness, or perhaps it is 

something different entirely. 

A switch – the dark room has disappeared. It appears to be gone, but lingers, perpetual. 

The new room slowly opens up with light and sound that was always there but seemed 

forgotten, seemed unnoticed a moment ago. 

The noise is the chatter of people, the lights teasing a stage. A man enters and begins 

to sing almost immediately, a blissful voice that echoes and resonates through the mind of 

every listener. 

Tears fall from eyes, every lyric feels as if it deserves its own applause. But then the 

dark room returns. Was it ever really gone? Perhaps it was lost, just for a moment. 

A movement in the room noticeably ceases as the final touches are reaffirmed – that 

ominous silence and the darkness, purer than before, the crack of light gone. 

But there is a single light. It must have been unseen previously. It is pointed directly 

at the person, a man – his head was nodding, but now it is slumped pathetically to one side. 

He appears to be wearing a suit. 

Another transition. He is back, singing. It lasts only an instant; insignificant, perhaps, 

but one image remains as the dark room returns – he was garbed in a suit. 
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Madly in Love 

Luul Hussein 
 

She lies in bed, waiting. Waiting not for death but to be reunited with loved ones. 

‘I can’t wait to see you, Joseph,’ she whispered. It sounded like a whisper but this was 

just her voice. Husky and rough around the edges. Perhaps from the years she spent singing 

every morning to wake everyone up for breakfast, or from her laugh – my, she could laugh. 

Perhaps it was from smoking, perhaps it was from her shouting battles with Joseph, perhaps it 

was from screaming having seen him with a bloody knife. Perhaps it was from her calling for 

help. Perhaps it was from seeing the dead body lying beside her. It belonged to Joseph. 

Perhaps it was because she swore never to speak again if the person she was speaking to was 

not Joseph. Perhaps... perhaps. 

 

The nurse came in with a damp cloth and a smile. Elizabeth closed her eyes and rested her 

hand on the hard pillow. The nurse patted away at her forehead, not realising that what she 

thought was a caring, kind act actually made Elizabeth feel useless. We grow old to become 

young again. Elizabeth was dying and she knew it. 

 

Joseph came and sat down beside her on the stool that had collected a layer of dust. He 

cradled her gentle hands with his palms. Her hand became cold and numb but her heart was 

warm still. She looked into his eyes with familiarity. His strong, dark brows sat above. His 

hair slicked back. His face pale and sad. He looked into her eyes. They were the eyes of a 

widow, a lonely mother. They were the eyes of the forgotten. 

‘Let go, Elizabeth,’ he murmured. 

‘Is that you, Joseph?’ she replied. She could barely make out his face and was now 

squinting. By now the nurse was gone, too frightened to be in the presence of a dead soul. 

‘Let go, Elizabeth,’ he repeated. Joseph leaned in to steal a kiss from Elizabeth’s frail 

lips. He hovered around her face for a moment. The hairs on the back of her neck stood up. 

Elizabeth leaned in closer allowing her lover to kiss her neck, and as his soft, cold lips did 

touch hers, it sent shivers up her spine. 

‘Let go, Elizabeth,’ he whispered once again. 

 

We often hear this in the still of the night alongside the ruffling leaves, the howling wind, and 

the cat flap banging against the doorframe. 

‘Let go, Elizabeth.’ 
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Rocking Side-to-Side 

Luul Hussein 
 

Sam had been sitting in her room for at least forty-three minutes. The curtains were drawn 

back and just hung over the windowsill, feeling the warmth of the radiator. She’d been sitting 

there looking at her coffee but not looking at her coffee. Sam realised that however curly her 

hair was, no matter how much make-up she wore, however interesting she was, he would 

never look at her. He would only walk straight past her if she dropped her books; he would 

only watch as she was teased. He would only only. 

Moments had passed before she made the decision. The rope was dangling, lingering 

above her head. It called for her. It was romantic, seductive; it had a shy yet deathly 

appearance. It wasn’t long before Sam was standing on the wooden chair. Her father insisted 

that a strong, sturdy chair would help her study in the gloomy place she called her bedroom. 

It sat in the corner of the room paired with the abused wooden table tattooed with ‘Lucy was 

‘ere 2004,’ and ‘You are living proof that graffiti gets read.’ IKEA romanticised this ordinary 

table as ‘mahogany brown’. She took off her purple Converse to reveal her old brown socks. 

Her big toe peeping through a hole that the thin, weary, cotton material had made for it. She 

used the blue hair bobble Aunt Grace got her last year to tie her brown hair. Her hair was not 

auburn, red, sandy or any other shade of brown. It didn’t glisten in the sun; it wasn’t soft or 

smooth. Just dull brown. 

There were no tears from her eyes; she left no note. She never fulfilled any of her 

wishes, nor did she look back at her life in nostalgia. Just disappointment. The noose slipped 

easily over her head and fastened smoothly. It caressed her thin neck. Sam smiled with 

pleasure as the rough rope rubbed against her skin. Like a tie she thought. She rocked the 

chair side to side, picking up the pace, tightening her hands into fists, rocking side-to-side, 

scrunching her wet face, leaving no room for mind-changing, rocking side-to-side, before she 

finally kicked the chair, flying to the other side of the room. Rocking side-to-side.  
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Broken Mountain 

Aniq ‘Mr Epic’ Imran 

 

 

Hunter 

 

‘Do you see it Hunter? The fire at the other side of the valley,’ Archer whispered.  

I looked closely at the scene of the fire. The flames licked the air but there was a lack 

of it up here in the mountains of Norway. We were about 1,000 feet up the Broken Mountain, 

as the locals called it. It was called this because there are often tales of broken men defeated 

from life and love travelling up the mountain and jumping to their deaths. Our objective was 

to reach 1,800 feet to a rocky cavern called the Hand of God. The locals had not taken to us 

seeing as we had assassinated the town mayor eight hours earlier and then retreated up the 

mountains. He was probably my 162
nd

 or 163
rd 

target, if I remember correctly. I’m only 

twenty-six and yet I feel like a bitter old man. I don’t even see the point in continuing on the 

mission seeing as the target is terminated but that’s not up to me. My sister, Valkyrie, is in 

charge of this particular mission and she told me that something waits for us at the Hand of 

God. I asked her once what it was up there and she said to me, ‘An answer.’ I looked over at 

Archer, with his curly brown hair, olive skin and usually mischievous smile now set in a 

worried frown.  

‘Get Recon and Ninja and tell them to meet at the edge of Sàng Valley. We’re being 

tracked,’ I said.  

Archer looked over his curly brown hair, which was shaking like the leaves of a tree. 

‘Who’s tracking us?’  

I knew now what was happening. It had begun, the question was could I stop it? 

‘We’re being tracked by people like us... Assassins.’   

 

Valkyrie 

 

Ninja, after hearing the news from Archer, ran off to Hunter. Archer went with him. Recon 

stayed back for a minute and then came up to me. ‘Valkyrie, I have something to tell you.’ I 

studied his tan face. ‘I have a feeling this isn’t going to end in the best way. We’re camped in 

the middle of a hill and the Norwegian locals are looking for us dead or alive. We have scarce 
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food, no water except the dirty stream and I’m pretty sure one of us is going to end up dead.’ 

A fly buzzed around his long black hair and he shook his hair, his fringe shaking around.  

‘I understand, Recon, but there’s one thing we still need and if you can understand 

that it’s important and I, the leader, have decided we are going to go. If you don’t agree, then 

why did you become an assassin?’  

He looked exasperated and he looked down and ruffled his jacket. ‘WHY? WHY? 

WH…?’ ‘FOR YOU!!!!!!’ He shouted.  

It was silent for a moment as Recon breathed slowly. I was stunned by his words. He 

stepped closer and looked right into my eyes. His dark brown eyes the most important thing 

I’d ever seen in my life. ’I…’  

That very moment our bird-call pierced the forest trees and made its way to us. We 

looked at each other. We’d have to talk later but right now, we had problems. The locals had 

arrived. The raid had begun.     

 

Archer 

 

I slid down the hill and jumped over slippery shoes. Screw this, I thought. I’m always on 

lookout. I’m never in the heat of the battle. Well, now I’m tired of it. Enough of this crap. I’ll 

take these Norwegian pricks myself. Ninja, after talking to Hunter, told me to wait by the 

1,500 foot mark as secondary defence. I said yes as to not disappoint him but instead I went 

downhill to them. The Norwegians were about fifty feet down at a campsite. The fire we had 

spotted across the meadow fresh valley was out with burnt wood and stale smoke like a sad 

memory left behind. A few of their men stopped outside of their tents sipping coffee in 

thermal flasks. I hid behind a bush filled with wondrous scents. I pulled out my bow and 

arrow and aimed at them, letting the arrow swim through the air towards them. One went 

down, then another. The third tried to move but was taken easily. So far, so good. But then 

two more men walked out laughing but after seeing the bodies pulled out weapons. One with 

a shotgun, the other a knife. I aimed at the man with the gun. He took my arrow to heart but 

the man with the knife spotted my position. I ran down the slope, bow and arrow at my side. 

The man called out to his people, and as I landed in a tumble, he lunged with the knife in tow. 

I dropped the bow and arrow and dodged out the way. As he stumbled from momentum, I 

grabbed his head and smashed it into a nearby stone. As I turned around, I was welcomed by 
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a slash to the face and was stabbed in the shoulder, just inches from my heart. I staggered 

having realized I had bitten off, more than I could chew.      

 

Ninja 

 

The worst had passed. Me and Hunter had got to Archer just in time. We fended them off 

long enough to escape but not without using up our last grenade. As we got back to camp, 

Valkyrie and Recon were nowhere to be found as they had most likely made their way to the 

sport in which Hunter’s bird-call had taken place. We laid Archer to rest after cleaning his 

wounds and bandaging him up. They arrived just in time as my silent fury turned into 

uncontrollable rage.  

Valkyrie rushed to Archer and asked, ‘What happened?’  

I stood up and walked to Recon who stood watching Valkyrie. ‘Where were you, 

Recon? Hunter called us both.’ 

Recon looked at me, resentful of the accusation. ‘I was talking to Valkyrie.’  

I smiled after a small revelation. ‘Well, getting involved with women is what killed an 

assassin as good as your father. And to think I actually respected him.’  

Recon tackled me to the ground but by now I was ready. He swung for me, but I 

intercepted his fist and wrapped my legs around his arm, turning my body left, effectively 

twisting his arm behind his back and raising it off the ground.  

‘You shouldn’t have done that,’ I said through gritted teeth.  

I placed my other hand against his face and pushed him away out of the lock. He ran 

at me again, blinded, furious, but the blade of Valkyrie’s long sword separated us. She turned 

to me, her hazel-green eyes, disappointed. ‘Take a walk.’  

I walked away to a nearby stream and looked at my skin. My dark skin was sad, my 

dreadlocks hung limp. I thought to myself, what next? 

 

Recon 

 

Valkyrie, Hunter, Archer, Ninja and I were travelling uphill currently around 1,600 feet. We 

had a steady climb which kept our energy levelled when the fire grew beneath us, burning the 

purple flowers to an instant crisp. In minutes it was growing like a gargantuan fiery monster, 
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unstoppable in its wrath. We saw their men coming round the sides, at least a 100 of them. 

Most had knives, some guns. They were quite were far away when Ninja came to me. 

‘Take this samurai sword. Your father gave it to me. It fits better in your hands.’  

With that, he ran down the hill with his kitana. Hunter nodded, his short black hair 

full of water vapour from the rain. He too ran down the hill, the wind helping with 

momentum. Archer unlimbered his bow taking care not to damage his tender shoulder. He 

looked my way.  

‘Tell her how you feel. This may be our last hurrah.’  

He went down the hill slower, taking aim of the enemies. I walked to Valkyrie who 

surveyed the scene trying to think of a plan. 

‘You hold them off, Val. I’ll make it to the Hand of God, get the info, and then we 

meet up and retreat down the back of the hill, and keep the rope and nets that Hunter brought 

in his pack. I have an idea―’  

Valkyrie cut me off. ‘You and me. What’s going on? What was all that before?’ 

I sighed. ‘I love how when you smile your eyes crinkle. I love your forgiving laugh. I 

love the green colour in your eyes and how I find myself lost in them. I love that tatty red 

sweater and green mountain coat you wear. I love you, Val.’  

I ran up the hill, before she could reply. I knew she would follow my plan. If I only 

knew if she loved me. I reached the Hand of God through raw determination and entered 

through a shroud of mystery.  

‘I’ve waited three days, Agent Recon. What took you so long?’ I heard a sultry voice 

say.  

A small oil lamp went on and I saw the woman whose voice I heard. She was standing 

now in mountain gear and looked beyond pissed. She had long curly dark hair that could have 

been lush and beautiful but now was damp and dirty. Her brown eyes were mellow and 

mostly emotionless. She was probably a beautiful woman but after spending three nights here, 

she was a total mess. 

‘I’m Agent Fatale. My real name is Donna Tester. I’m telling you this as a sign of 

trust. We don’t have time to waste so I’ll be quick. A seventeen-year-old girl called Chloe 

Collins was found dead in the town’s library. It is believed she was killed here while on a 

young writer’s scholarship. Evidence pointed to the town mayor and that’s why you were 

sent to assassinate him. I want you to take this envelope. It contains everything you need to 

escape and get back home for you and the others and your reward for the successful mission.’  
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I was too stunned to say anything but somehow I left after Donna shouted, ‘Hurry!’  

I ran out into the open to find the others retreating up the hill. Valkyrie dragged her 

injured brother, Hunter, who was bleeding profusely from a head wound. Ninja held his arm 

that had been shot. Archer ran up, his bandaged shoulder bleeding and sat down in the grass.  

‘Ninja, grab the rope from Hunter’s pack. Val, I need your help.’ She came over as 

Ninja shuffled through the rucksack for the items.  

‘How many left?’ I asked her.  

She looked worried but answered. ‘One. He’s an assassin like us. The rest of them 

were just bounty hunters. He’s too strong and we’re too weak.’  

I looked at Ninja. ‘Tie the rope to the strongest tree you can find. Get help from 

Archer.’ Valkyrie grabbed my face. ‘What are you doing? We can’t win against him he’s 

prepared.’  

I smiled to myself. ‘Not for this.’ I looked over at Hunter. ‘Go take care of him and 

take this.’ I passed her the envelope. ‘I found the answer. I found freedom. So I don’t need 

anyone to die on this mission.’  

She walked towards Hunter and then turned back to me. ‘I thought I was leader of this 

mission.’  

I laughed, but not cruelly. She smiled. Damn, I thought. She was leader right, leading 

my heart straight to Hell. I went over to the edge of the mountain and saw the red-haired 

assassin climbing the hill. I dropped the rope and it came close to where he was. I just hoped 

he followed my plan. I gripped the rope and climbed down. 

‘Recon!’ I looked up at Val. She smiled, not realizing what I was about to do. ‘I love 

you. So come back. So I can tell you again, I love you.’  

I went down the hill, not wasting one second. I couldn’t look at their faces for another 

second. Couldn’t let them see the tears. I reached where I wanted to be. I was just above the 

assassin and took out my sword to cut the rope he held onto, but he made an impossible run 

up the hill towards me and gripped my hand. We tussled around for a minute trying to kill the 

other while holding on to the lifeline that was the rope. Where we were was too steep to 

climb, so the rope was everything. I managed to attain my grip on the rope but as I did the 

red-haired assassin grabbed my throat, choking me. Instead of wrapping my hands around his 

to make him let go, I held my sword against the rope above us and cut it. We fell as I had 

imagined we would when I talked to Valkyrie. When she told me she loved me. I started to 

remember a lot of things as I fell to inevitability. Rope, assassin and sword around me. Quiet 
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Hunter. Friendly Archer. Stern Ninja. Beautiful Valkyrie. And what my father said to me. At 

the end of everything. ‘Some Live. Some Die. It’s the way of Samurai.’ 

 



30 

 

Frederick 

Adel Loudii 
 

I never liked going to funerals especially family ones. Too depressing. I never cried at 

funerals. When I was a child I thought it was because I didn’t care, but everyone has their 

own way of mourning. But this time it wasn’t a family member’s funeral, it was mine. 

I lay in my coffin while the priest read out from the Bible while I lay in front. A few faces 

stood out amongst the crowd. Mum and Dad – you can see they’ve lost sleep and their faces 

were saggy like the chicken skin on a roast dinner. Then there’s  Grandma and Granddad 

holding them soothingly and reassuringly. 

You’re probably wondering how old I am. I’m fifteen and my name is Frederick 

Simms. 

 

‘So when I give the signal.’ He gestured with his hand. ‘I want you to pull on your parachute 

release cord.’ He handed out parachute bags and I strapped mine on my back. I looked over. 

It is a pretty big drop. Suddenly the instructor leapt and I followed straight away… Then I 

was waiting for his signal. I counted in my head: 1,2,3,4,5,6,7,8,9,10. I felt the wind 

whipping my face. Then I saw him gesture. I pulled the chord, then I felt my heart skip a 

beat… The parachute didn’t release. I was falling as if gravity was pulling me towards my 

death… THUD!! 

 

I felt them lowering me into the grave. I heard the thuds of soil hit the top of my coffin, but I 

could still hear the cries of my parents. 
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Encounter in the Woods 

Eibhlin McMenamin 
 

I was in the woods as usual, looking for protection from the coming night. However, all I did 

find was a grotesque beast, all matted fur and chewed ears. It made growling, shuffling 

sounds as it circled a tree. The tree’s branches waved in the wind, calling for help. I stepped 

towards the tree as the beast looked up.  

It lunged at me, its bronze mane flapping behind it. The torn ears flapped in the half-

light. The beast was an explosion of flame as it collided with me. I searched for a weapon in 

the fading dusk. I gave up looking and the fight continued: crash, scratch, block, kick, screech, 

retreat. The lion moved off and I dived away towards my people. 
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To Luke, from Hell 

Luke Michaelides 
 

Dear Luke, 

 

This is reality. 

As you hope for better days,  

and hope to change your ways,  

you will regret it. 

As your fourteen-year-old self,  

life will go downhill; you will 

not be the same. 

Avoid people, and those who 

pretend to care. Stay with the 

friends you possess now. 

I warn you, 

whatever choice you make in the 

next two years, 

give into your fear, stay clear. 

When around people NEVER stay quiet, 

or lose those friends. 

Follow these instructions without fail;  

otherwise face the depths of hell. 

Beware of the world, 

and listen to your mum.  

If you don’t... 

 

This is who you will become. 

 

Yours faithfully,  

Luke 
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Withering Uncertainty 

Luke Michaelides 
 

Run through the dark misty night, 

as creatures attack your soul and burn your skin. 

Run towards shelter where transparent glass reflects all colours of the season;  

safety is found where the moonlight fades. 

Escape the dark trenches buried beneath dry soil,  

or face defeat by the parasites that defy you. 

 

Can we ease the pain of those who tried? 

The destination is still unknown as everything in front is silent 

and everything in front is just that same mist within the darkest winter night. 

Do we dare run towards something we do not know exists? 

Do we believe light shines through at the other end, no matter how hopeless? 

 

Divide the weaknesses and the strengths; 

run anyway. 

Run until our hearts set free as the sun breaks dawn 

and we can assure ourselves that we will shine, 

though we are on one leg. Though we have one chance. 

Tides can turn during the most ferocious fate;  

that can be true. 

 

Until we cross the finish line where our bodies regenerate  

and until the mist is banished, 

continue to run through hopelessness. 

We will break away and cross doors at the epilogue, 

for that I am sure. 

 

This is no tragedy nor is it a happy ending. 

What we interpret it to be, is how it will be. 
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Graveyard Child 

Charley Mitchell 
 

Jane Sommer was a nice girl, who never got into any trouble, did all her work, and never got 

mixed up with boys. Well, that was what everyone else thought. 

One horrible night, Jane was walking up and down a graveyard. The trees were 

blowing side to side; the night was black as coal. Out of the blue, Jane gave out a loud scream; 

she was giving birth. 

After about an hour, a baby boy was born. Jane looked at her still-born child. She 

picked up the lifeless baby and dumped it in an open grave. The thing is the baby was not 

dead – it was alive. She killed her own baby. 

 

Five years later, Jane had three children and was happily married. She was very happy with 

her husband, but things were going to take a nasty turn. Remember the little lifeless baby? 

Well, it was alive again. It come back for you know who. Sunday night at nine, she put her 

children to bed and said, ‘I love you a lot.’ She went downstairs alone and sat on the seat, and 

she fell asleep. 

 Jane woke up, her eyes blinking like hell. Her mouth was so dry. She got up and ran 

upstairs, to come to a mum’s worst nightmare. All three of her children were dead! 
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Killing 

Charley Mitchell 
 

Could you image a night with murder? You never forget the scream of your friends. The 

blood, the guts and losing your mind. Well, Katie and Tom when through this. The screams 

still ring through their heads like a bell that never stops working! The pictures are like a 

painting that never goes away. 

As the cold hard wind was blowing, Katie, Dean, Amy and Tom were walking to a 

party. The wind was like a slap in the face, cold and hard. It was Halloween, and Amy was 

very scared. Her heart was beating like a drum, her face as white as a ghost. The others brave 

as lions. There was a smell of a chill in the air; Tom was distracted by a large house in the 

corner of his eye.  

The house was covered in cobwebs. It had a door that was ripped off its hinges. A 

window that was smashed to bits.  

Tom whispered, ‘Let’s go in.’  

Amy shouted, ‘NO, I AM NOT GOING IN THERE!!!’  

There was a howl in the black of night; the tree was rusting around the house. They 

ran into the house, not knowing what was going to happen next.   
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Untitled 

Lizzie Mundell Perkins 
 

Ralph could not remember his father, although he had met him, lived with him even, for the 

first, brief two years of his life. Sometimes, he would see a kindly looking gentleman at the 

railway station, wearing wire-framed spectacles, rustling a newspaper, and something close to 

familiarity would flush in his mind. But how could this be, when he could recall no face, no 

smile? Besides, he did not even own a photograph. 

              His mother had been little help – she never spoke of him voluntarily, and when 

Ralph had ventured to ask questions she would simply smile, a small, sad smile, and turn 

away. Ralph had never been able to bring himself to ask more. As far as she was concerned, 

Ralph’s father was dead, and that was the end of that. 

               Ralph was sat, at this very moment, in the carriage of a train. There was a yellowing 

letter open on his lap, but he could not bring himself to read the spidery, scarlet writing 

through another time. His thumb brushed briefly over the bottom of the page, where a single 

cross was inked – a kiss, written in a hand not dissimilar to his own. He wondered why his 

mother had never given him the letter before, when he had come asking questions. He 

wondered why she had hidden it away in the dustiest corner of the attic, locked in a rusty box, 

protected by a lattice of cobwebs. Because he didn’t for one moment believe she had 

forgotten it was there.  
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Mesmerised 

Sia Ndomaina 
 

It coiled its long, slender body around a leafy branch, hiding behind the security of the other 

tree branches, buried away beneath the thick coating of leaves. It sat there staring with its 

cold, dark eyes never leaving my eyesight. Its eyes pierced my chest, watching and waiting 

for the right moment. It slithered on, still in the captivity of the Baobab tree. I gazed out at its 

beauty, sitting silent and still under it, unaware of the danger that lay ahead.  

Its light green skin, with black highlights outlining the edges of each scale, 

shimmering in the bright glow of the midday sun as it stuck its pink forked tongue at me 

before slipping away into the thick, dark forest. And sure enough I ventured in, following 

behind it. 

The earthly smell of rotting wood and decaying woodland creatures could not be 

overlooked, as the foul stench lingered throughout the vast forest. The trees were daunting in 

length, scarcely able to retain the burden of the strong, gale winds as they whistled through 

trunks, disturbing the leaves. The occasional sound of insects humming in and out of the 

distorted trees and birds squawking from overhead came from time to time. The uneven 

underfoot of twisted roots made it a struggle to walk along the ground. The browning grass 

was moist with morning’s dew. Cobweb stands hung daintily on the sides of the rough tree 

bark. 

The air was thick and unmoving; I became lost in the haze. The journey through the 

forest was treacherous, and the thick, moss-covered ground made it no easier. I followed, 

searching frantically. The weather had changed suddenly as a backing wind brought a cold, 

grey sky and a mizzling rain engulfed a dusty, dusk-sun glow. Little drips of rain fell softly 

from the dark, misty sky, filling the large mud holes in my path with unwanted rain. I trailed 

through the forest in search of the slithering creature.  
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Silence of the Grave 

Meliz Shaban 
 

As they walked through the dark and eerie graveyard, Zoë heard a howl and grabbed on to 

Heath’s arm.  

‘Zoë don’t tell me you’re scared. It’s just a graveyard.’ Heath put his long, muscular 

arm around Zoë and tried to pretend he wasn’t scared himself, but it was obvious that he was. 

He was just trying to impress her, but he didn’t know that she knew this.  

‘Yes, I am scared. It’s the middle of the night, I can’t see anything and we’re in a 

graveyard. And don’t try and hide it; you know you’re also scared!’  

He looked surprised that Zoë knew he was scared but tried to hide it. ‘Me…? 

Scared…? Don’t be daft. I’m not scared of anything!’  

Zoë held herself back from laughing, but it wasn’t that hard as they heard something 

screech and then a huge crash, which made Heath jump and Zoë scream like a little mouse 

whose tail had just been stepped on. She buried her head in his jacket.  

‘OK, can we just find this church and get this over and done with? Why do we have to 

do this again?’ 

‘Because, Zoë, we need to prove to Daniel and Thomas that there is no evil spirit that 

apparently lingers in the abandoned church, and they also dared us to go in and take a picture 

to prove that we were there.’ 

‘Ahhh, OK, thanks for reminding me what we might be facing in there.’ Zoë looked 

disappointed and angry that he mentioned it like it was nothing.  

‘Ohh, Zoë, it’s not true!’ he said, trying to get himself out of trouble.  

There was a long and uncomfortable silence between them that was shattered by 

another howl that was starting to get louder, which made Zoë clench tighter to Heath’s jacket, 

which made him giggle.  

‘It’s not funny, for god’s sake, where is this church?’ Zoë was starting to get 

impatient.  

‘Look, it’s over there. I can see it now.’  

‘Where?’ 

‘Over there. Look, you’re looking the wrong way. Look at where I’m pointing.’ 

‘I can’t see where you’re pointing.’  

‘Argh 10 o’clock!’ 

Zoë turned and saw a huge building with a loose window smashing into the wall, 

which may have scared her, but she didn’t show it one bit. ‘Oh, OK, I can see it now. OK, 

come on let’s get this over and done with.’ 

Heath seemed annoyed with how Zoë was acting all brave all of a sudden. (He 

enjoyed being the brave one and her grabbing on to his jacket.) ‘OK, let’s go.’  

As they opened the door and stepped on the creaky floorboards, the door slammed 

shut behind them, making them both jump.  

‘Zoë, come over here and let’s take picture, and by the way I forgot to tell you we 

both need to be in the picture.’ 
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Frowning, Zoë said, “OK, come on let’s just take it and get the hell out of here. This 

place is giving me the creeps!’ 

Heath smiled and tried to stop himself from giggling. ‘OK, OK, come here then.’ 

Heath got ready to take the picture, but as he did, something grabbed Zoë’s leg. 

‘AHHHHHHH HEATH HELP ME! SOMETHING’S GOT HOLD OF MY LEG 

AHHHHH!!!’ 

Heath grabbed hold of her arm and pulled her away from what it was that had her by 

her leg but it was too strong. He placed his right foot on the side of a door for extra security 

and pulled with all his strength and was able to get her free. Zoë, still shocked with what had 

just happened, realised that Heath went awfully quiet. He seemed to be talking to someone or 

something that was in the room that she was about to get dragged into.  

‘Heath…? Thank… you?’ He seemed distracted. ‘Heath, are you OK?’ Heath turned 

around, but there was something different about him, something about the way he stared at 

her, but Zoë couldn’t tell what it was. 

‘Zoë, stay here. I’m going to go and see what that was.’ Zoë, already freaked out with 

what had just happened, stepped in front of the door and blocked his way.  

‘What are you crazy? I am not letting you go in there!’  

‘WELL TUFF!!!’ 

Shocked, Zoë moved out of the way to let Heath to go through. 

‘AHHHHHH!!!! ZOE RUN!!!’  

Zoë ran as fast as she could but the door was locked and she couldn’t see anything. 

THUMP! ‘Awww my head. I feel funny.’  

Silence. 
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Longlegtwoleg 

Rowan Swainson 
 

These longlegtwoleg are dangerous. My longlegtwoleg, short, stripey-armed longlegtwoleg, 

decided to take me with her up a highmountainhighhill. Stripey longlegtwoleg often got tired 

along the way and would lay my blackwhitecarryplace on the ground. I was also in a 

bluetruecarryplace, which was waterproof, but my logpagetop still got wet. 

I am damp and soggy now. My short longlegtwoleg has scarred me for life. But she 

learntaughted me to write as best she could and allowed me to window in the sun when it 

actually shone. And I didn’t end up H
2
Oed like her camera did when it was accidently taken 

out of the bluetruecarryplace. 

But my point still stands – longlegtwoleg are dangerous. They do so much to us pretty 

pretty books. My longlegtwoleg tries to be kind. She gives us a box to sit in. Sometimes we 

gravity to the ground and end up stepped on, but we still strong.  

My longlegtwoleg walked far today, and now we windowing in the sun, while the 

other longlegtwoleg in her group are darking in shiny chairs. My longlegtwoleg did well 

today, and though I not proud of her, I still happy for her. And I hope we don’t have to climb 

anymore highmountainhighhill. I don’t want to get wet again. 
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The Mouth 

Donna Tester 
  

The mouth that you breathe from. 

The mouth that you feed from. 

The mouth that kissed the lips of another and now a mouth that I am free from. 

A mouth that spread lies and tried to deny 

the patently obvious tries to cover up the devil that underlies. 

A mouth that bit and hit – aided by a sharp tongue – 

where words of hatred were formed and sprung out from the mouth  

and onto the ears of others. 

This mouth offended the hand that fed and led to the eventual dissolving of its mother. 

  

But a mouth is just a mouth if it lacks a head. 

and cannot be led, therefore spread –  

to cause pain with its vile smile. 

This mouth is nothing without anything 

this mouth 

is dead. 
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Black 

Donna Tester 
  

Reflect no light. 

Hide in the shadows, be the colour of the night. 

Live in the hearts of those who have become distant and cold. Dance in the fur of cats 

and leave a trail of superstition. 

cover everything, immerse them into you. Kitchens. Houses. Towns, cities. Until there is no 

more light. 

Darken sleeping forests so owls and bats may appear 

and be hated by many, appear as a bad omen. 

Without darkness there can be no light. 

  

Grasping onto Memories 

Donna Tester 
  

We revisit the places and faces 

search for the micro amount of traces  

to bring us to the loose ends of within 

where the stories distort and bend – where they begin. 

We blow the dust off the hardback and accept the fact. That. 

The concentration that we lack opens a can of the off track. 

IS IT ALREADY TIME TO PACK? 

All the feelings, emotions and memories onto the stack, heading straight down the fast track? 

It’s like a grasp, slowly losing its grip. As reality pulls me back in. 

As flashbacks disappear and I lose recollection of where we’ve gone and been. 

Time to grow up. 
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Beautiful Findings 

Ellen Trinh 
 

‘I’m nothing like my mother.’ Her mother was intelligent, loving and beautiful. Just perfect... 

‘I’m none of those things...’ she told herself. 

She stood in front of the mirror as her reflection stared back. Her purple summer dress 

draped over her shoulders. Her bones stuck out at every angle – barely insulated. Her pale 

skin hugged her bones tight. Her chest was light – it made her dress look one or two sizes too 

big. 

People used to tell her she was ugly. Anorexic. Flat-chested. She was told she would 

never find someone who could accept her ugliness. Not even her own mother. The more she 

thought the more she believed. 

   She stared in her mirror. Her beautifully shaped eyebrows were hidden behind her 

fringe. Her eyes twinkled between the gaps. The summer heat made her cheeks red. Her 

freckles could barely be seen. Her dry, chapped lips could barely crack a smile.  

   She closed her eyes and shook her head. The summer breeze was dying to run 

through her hair. She reached up and pulled out her hair band. She opened her eyes as her 

beautiful, long ginger hair fell, curling around her shoulders. She picked up the golden clip on 

the table. The metal felt cold on her fingertips. She returned to her reflection and pulled back 

her fringe. Using the clip, she held it all in place.  

   With her hands on hips, she tilted her head from side to side. She admired the image. 

   Someone knocked at the door and on the other side stood a young, handsome man. 

Then, for the very first time in a long while, she smiled. 
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A Handful of Love 

Ellen Trinh 
 

Love is important 

Love is like my hands – important. 

Even if I had no legs, 

I could drag myself around using my hands. 

Even if I had no eyes,  

I could feel everything using my hands. 

Even if I have no ears,  

I could feel the true beat within using my hands. 

 

With my hands, 

I can receive love 

Love in the forms of flowers, 

Gifts, 

Hugs. 

And similarly, I can give love using my hands. 

 

But... What if I had no hands? 
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The Last Wish 

Ellen Trinh 

 

The evening sun finds it own way in as she lies there glowing. Her head lies there peacefully. 

Never have I seen her so beautiful before. Her lips look plump and full of colour – just like a 

freshly picked strawberry with all the juice splashing out with your very first bite. Her cheeks 

look flushed as if she had just gone out for a jog. Like the good old days... 

We used to be inseparable. Did everything together. Still, we’re nothing but human. 

We all make mistakes. My eyes became encaged with flames. 

I wish for so many things, but for now I want to be jumping on the trampoline in our 

garden. Both of us. Facing each other. Hand in hand. The sound of laughter surrounding us. 

The colourful flowers scattered around us blossoming. With all the noise and colours bursting 

into life, it attracts bees, birds, butterflies – everything! One can only wish... 

My vision becomes fuzzy. Just as I thought I had gathered all the pieces of my heart, 

it shatters. Just like a broken vase, it can never be stuck back to how its original self. My hand 

slips into my pocket, and the metal of her favourite bracelet feels cold on my fingertips. The 

multi-coloured gems shone brightly. I can see why it was her favourite. A smile cracks my 

stiff face and I say goodbye.  
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Two Prints 

Betsy Uchendu 
 

The room is quiet. The once bright-green walls have lost their vibrancy, their faces sullen in 

distress. The window is open, and the deathly cold is sending electric shivers from the tips of 

my fingers to the tips of my toes. I pull my clothes tighter to my body, the hairs on the back 

of my neck standing up as the grief floods through my veins. 

 I stare at the two very similar objects, slumped forward. They sit silently at the edge 

of my bed, yet they are screaming a million-and-one words at me, my brain in shambles. I’m 

confused. I’m broken. I feel lost as I think to myself, but I’m thinking way too much. My skin 

is cold to touch; I’m giving myself goose bumps. I want to escape, travel away, because 

being here is leaving me in pieces. I miss you so much. 

 Your sweet, sharp smell is stuck to my jumper, holding on for dear life. But I’ll hold 

onto it too; I won’t let it go. In fact, I’ll handcuff your smell if I have to. 

 Suddenly, I’m overwhelmed. I’m filled with a happy, strong and powerful feeling. I 

allow myself to skitter to the end of the bed, stroking the frames gently. Two prints created 

by my best friend lay face down. One, small, light to hold. The other is slightly bigger, 

heavier. I lift them up, revealing their beauty; they’re elaborate and exquisite. Both frames 

were breathtaking. They were the same, yet completely different. They were blue, flat and 

metallic, but had the most intricate of designs, roses and thorns carved so deep you could 

almost smell the petals. I look at the frame, seeing myself in its shiny reflection, my eyes 

wide. I sigh, laying them both back down. I miss my best friend. I miss my mother. 

 

 

Silhouette  

Betsy Uchendu 
 

The sun is loitering lazily on the horizon, barely in sight. It is leaving a dim, slightly gloomy 

feel to the forest, still damp from the earlier downpour. The leaves are dripping; the only 

sound in the forest the shrill echoes of the droplets connecting with hick, crunchy leaves. 

The tree is creating a tall, towering shadow, terrifying and daunting all creatures 

nearby. All but one. The already pitch-black shadow suddenly gains a new part, a bizarre 

shape extending from the silhouette. This creature, too, is black. Even darker than the shade it 

has formed. Dark in both tone and in mind. The aura it creates alone sends one’s mind reeling 

with apprehension and fear. But it is the creature’s eyes that stand out. The yellow. And in 

them is something… malevolent. The yellow of puss, a lethal bee, bitter like lemon. t 

The sun is now gone. The only things in sight are the bright, bile-yellow eyes of a 

predator, ready to stalk its prey that will never again see that loitering sun… 
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Kareem Wilson 
 

TREE 

I was planted 260 years ago today and now I’m the oldest tree in the valley. All the others 

look up to me for my wisdom, my experience. I look down on them like a mother as I cradle 

them with my heavily leaved long branches. They like it, they feel protected. I like it, I feel 

like my presence makes a difference, but that thing in the sky coming towards us. It’s a bad 

omen – this is not a good day. 

 

ROBIN 

I was born three years ago in a branch not far from here. I don’t remember much, but at some 

point I was in a shell, according to my mother. I escaped three weeks after. I can almost 

remember the relief I felt when I came across the heart thriving surroundings. I was the first 

to escape, making me the oldest. My siblings look up to me, their big brother and it’s my duty 

to do my all to protect them. Sometimes I feel pressured, but I think I’d be bored if I didn’t 

have this responsibility. Mother and father always tell us about the bad people who try to take 

away our home. I think I think I’m kind of invincible really. It’s annoying. I think I think that, 

because every time she tells the story, I can’t help but flap my wings and flutter with my red 

breast so bright, shouting I’ll never let happen. But today is different as my whole life flashes 

before my eyes. I feel the vibrations of the shuddering earth and realise what the bad people 

have done. 

 

BOMB 

I don’t know what I am, but I guess I was difficult to make. I’m reasonably sized I think I 

think, not sure if I know what thinking is, but I’m never let out of this cage so I can’t compare. 

Everything about me is small and compact, intricate. I think it makes it easier to change my 

position. My creation is now complete. I’m rolled out on a metal trolley and hear one of my 

creators say I weigh fifty kilograms. I guess that’s heavy. I guess. My journey continues onto 

a plane. The light of day is stolen away as the loading ramp closes its door. My two-hour 

journey begins. Alone in the darkness I wonder what’s next. Then I see a red light flash on; it 

suddenly turns green as the ramp lowers its door. I’ve reached my destination, at least the 

start of it. I’m excited and scared of my purpose at the same time. Hoping to do my first task 

well, mixed with wondering if I’m in the wrong. I feel myself begin my descent as I slide off 

the ramp. All I can see is white stuff. Some thick, some thin. Some big, some small. I think 

they’re called clouds. My descent continues as I feel gravity taking more and more control 

over me as I plunge to the depths. I feel some kind of thin hard obstacles try to break my fall 

as they flick off my round metallic body. They break which makes me smile a little because 

they can’t withstand my might. At least I think I’m smiling. But then I come into conflict 

with something which gravity and my might can’t withstand. I feel a rumbling inside of me 

and reach a life-changing realisation. I’ve done something wrong... and there’s no turning 

back.  
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The Trap  

Zainab Yusuff 
 

I can see a very far end with the darkest shades of green. NOW, imagine it at night-time, 

walking in a graveyard, with the sounds of the wind blowing the trees. Look around, listen 

and glare while your heart continuously beats faster. RUN like you’re lost, frightened, 

breathe in getting ready to go for it and never turn back. So, you wait for that one moment to 

do it, while you get paranoid. Now, close your eyes with your two hands on your face, hoping 

this is a dream (and a voice from nowhere begins to speak).  

‘Well let me tell you, it really is not a dream but a matter of life or death. There are 

two paths, one would take you to freedom and happiness, and the other to a horrific ending 

for you.’ No way out at this point, different voices are going through your head, screaming, 

but before you decide to make up your mind on which path to choose, the timer starts to tick. 

‘You have fifteen seconds until you get the feeling of your body getting squashed. Five 

seconds.’ 

You’re still standing at the middle, a voice in your head says, ‘go for it.’ At ten 

seconds, when you’re about to move, you freeze, eyes rolling around but your legs refusing to 

move. It is too late for you.  

So tell me, what do you think happened? Well, fifteen seconds: there was silence. She 

was cold up in a wall with fear completely taken over her.  

‘She made her choice, now make yours.’ 

MWAHHAHAHA. 
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Author Biographies 
 

Michael Agyemang 
 

Mr. Magnificent, Michael Agyemang is amazing because he’s always smiling, plus his pieces 

are lovely to hear. He’s just so incredible. He’s always got that one smile on his face even 

when he is angry. His poems/stories just keep on blowing everyone away.  

 

Aisha Ajona 
 

She is a new published writer, this being her second anthology. Her name is Aisha and she is 

fifteen years old. Aisha has a very poetic style for the future. Aisha was born on a crisp, 

snowy day on 6
th

 of October, making her a Libra. She loves horror movies. She was mentally 

sparked to start writing in Year 7 and has been encouraged by her loving family and English 

teacher, Ms Cronin, to continue in her creativity.  

 

Rosie Ajuna 
 

Rosie is a fifteen-year-old girl who was born in Lewisham, South-east London. She was 

originally named Rose but decided to change her name. In her spare time, she likes reading 

mismems. She is just so adorable, kind and lovely, and her passion for nail varnish is 

incredible. When she comes calling ‘Luu, Luu’, she looks like a little lost puppy that you 

want to stroke and feed stories until you just can’t stop laughing. She has been published in a 

few anthologies such as Once Upon a Rhyme and Harris Academy Bermondsey’s anthology 

Scribbles. This will be her third publication.  

 

Chloe Collins 
 

Chloe Collins was born in London in 1993. She has had her stories published in two 

anthologies and is currently working on a story for another anthology. She loves romance 

novels and wants to create a pair of all-weather boots. 

 

Danielle Cookson 
 

The iPod-carrying, sunshades-wearing, always pondering girl-on-the-scene, Danielle 

Cookson has a strong personality, as she’s never afraid to say what’s on her mind, which is a 

good thing. She is so funny, smart and amusing, and she always looks cool.  
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Lizzy Cooper 
 

Lizzy Cooper lives in a country-side village. She has been described as quiet and reserved but 

enjoys joking around and horror movies. She is known for her BBC radio style and the Harry 

Potter obsession.  

 

Amy Curran 
 

Amy Curran was born in Oxford in 1993. She spends most of her free time with her friends 

and is always coming up with little rhymes about what they get up to. Although she is well 

known for the co-ordination of her wellies, she is very talented in writing. 

 

Stephanie Deacon 
 

A very hard-working person, Stephanie Deacon is dedicated to writing. Her stories are 

entertaining and draw the audience in. She’s also a sweetheart. She has the best iPod speakers, 

very cool trainers, and a good sense of humour. She is a teller of amazing stories, even if she 

is shy sometimes when it comes to reading them.  

 

Noah Fryer-Kanssen 
 

Noah Fryer-Kanssen is a fifteen-year-old inspired by the great Percy Jackson Greek 

mythology books, as well as D. J. Machales Pendragon. He lives in his bed, continuously 

reading over his own great work. His greatest writing yet has been stolen by the AQA board 

and has to be overtaken by his book-to-be about observing the wars seen through sadness. 

Noah lives as the middle child of the family and expresses his emotions in his published 

anthologies. 

 

Tara Henson 
 

Tara Henson is a sixteen-year-old girl who does not act her age. Her face is fond of the floor 

and is very flammable. She is featured in the Highgate Wood anthology, (Without Ink) the 

World Is Quiet, and is currently planning an ‘epic’ novel. 

 

Ben Heron 
 

Ben Heron is a young writer who has a very stylized way of writing non-fictional fantasy 

always with a dark somewhat cynical twist. He in lives in Oxford and is currently studying, 

and this is his second published piece of work. 
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Luul Hussein 
 

Luul Hussein was born in November 1992 and is currently writing a series of short stories. 

She has already been featured in Canford Community College’s anthology, The Buzzer. Her 

work tends to be poetic and lyrical with a hint of darkness. She loves music but more so her 

cat MJ.  

 

Aniq Imran 
 

Aniq Imran was born in Glasgow, Scotland on a lovely autumn day in 1992. He has already 

written well-received fan-fiction novels that are on the Internet and are based on the sci-fi 

adventure epic Animorphs by K. A. Applegate. He has been featured in the Cranford 

Community College anthology called The Buzzer. He is often found with his mouth open and 

is known to enjoy writing, basketball and co-ordinated major table tennis. Aniq is currently 

working on a seven-part series epic based on the lives of assassins who work for the devil. 

 

Adel Loudii 
 

Adel Louddi is a Chad look-a-like, but he does not want to admit it. He has a great sense of 

humour. He’s small but mighty in his own way, and overall great writer. His hair is just 

something else. He could potentially be a well-disguised ninja – especially if he keeps his 

head in the game. 

 

Eibhlin McMenamin 
 

A very imaginative person, Eibhlin McMenamin has a lot of creativity and is an incredible 

writer. Every time she starts writing, everyone else waits to hear what she’ll come up with. 

She’s one of the most amazing people ever. She’s so funny, once you get to know her, and a 

great friend. Eibhlin is a fantastic writer even if she doesn’t believe it; she’s plain amazing! 

 

Lucas Michaelides 
 

Lucas Michaelides was born on the 6
th

 September 1992 at University College Hospital 

located in London. Being raised in London, he has attended many local schools throughout 

his life which includes Newington Green School for nursery and Rotherfield School for 

primary. He has always had a keen interest in writing throughout primary school, which 

began through the influences around him, such as music, films and video games.  
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Charley Mitchell 
 

Jolly, utterly butterly, Charley Mitchell is sweet, funny, outgoing and lots of fun to be around. 

She loves horror stories and vampire books. She’s a star. Her nervousness makes her so much 

more adorable, and even though she doesn’t believe it she’s awesome. She is also the best 

wife, twin and mum ever. She’s the fastest reader on the planet. A toast-eating ninja calls her 

Wednesday. Most of all, she is a beautiful person with an even more incredible personality.  

 

Sia Ndomaina 
 

A star in the making, Sia Ndomaina was the youngest student on the summer residential, but 

she is literally amazing. She is super sweet and has the best smile. She is a fantastic writer, as 

her attention to detail and language are perfect. Also, she has the neatest handwriting ever. 

She’s going to be so incredible. 

 

Meliz Shaban 
 

Meliz is distinguishable by her always co-ordinated, if not matching, choice of socks. She has 

a beautiful, wary soul and always has so much energy! It keeps everyone moving and smiling. 

She is playful, intelligent and a generally wonderful person.  

 

Rowan Swainson 
 

Rowan Swainson is an author. She likes drawing and writing and was born somewhere she 

can’t remember in London. She is also too lazy to write anything else other than she likes the 

colour purple. Rowan’s talent with badges almost matches up with her writing skills.  

 

Donna Tester 
 

Donna Tester is absorbed in the world of art, drama and politics and was born on a unusually 

cold day in mid-August in the summer of ‘93. She is highly involved in a creative-writing 

scheme called First Story. She plans to continue writing, but for now her favorite colour is 

red, which helps her incorporate her rhythmic style of words.  

 

Ellen Trinh 
 

Ellen is a seventeen-year-old who currently resides in Islington and is studying at Highbury 

Grove School. She doesn’t have one favourite kind of music. She admires the differences 

between pop and rock, or classical and country. This is reflected in her diverse writing. 
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Betsy Uchendu 
 

Betsy is colour co-ordinated and always makes everyone laugh. She has the biggest collection 

of smiley face badges ever! She has a beautiful smile that lights up the room, a great talent 

and gift for writing. Her fashion sense is great and her writing is fresh, interesting and 

exciting. 

 

Kareem Wilson 
 

Kareem Wilson won his first award at the age of nineteen. He has written a multitude of short 

stories and started several novels. He can paint pictures with words in imaginative ways and 

has been admired by several writers, movies and animals. His style of writing is not restricted 

to one genre and often includes his ability to think intellectually. His reputation as a ninja was 

established among his peers because of his unique abilities and image.  

 

Zainab Yusuff 
 

Zainab Yusuff has the best evil laugh and wears the best necklaces. She is funny, bonkers, 

cheerful, always smiling, and a future yoga pro. She loves garlic bread and has amazing 

writing skills. She is amazing to be around and will make you smile even in the worst 

situations. She sings all the time but she is incredible in every way. She has a lovely spirit and 

she is a great person to live with.  
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First Story is a very exciting idea. Having been a teacher myself, I know how writing – real 

writing, not the artificial exercises produced for tests and examinations – can liberate and 

strengthen young people’s sense of themselves as almost nothing else can. 

ˈPhilip Pullman, author of His Dark Materials 

 

 

First Story is a fantastic idea. Creative writing can change people’s lives: I’ve seen it happen. 

It’s more than learning a skill. It’s about learning that you, your family, your culture and your 

view of the world are rich and interesting and important, whoever you happen to be. 

Teenagers are under increasing pressure to tailor their work to exams and to value themselves 

in terms of the results. First Story offers young people something else. It helps them find a 

voice.  

ˈMark Haddon, author of The Curious Incident of the Dog in the Night-Time 

 

 

First Story is an inspiring initiative. Having attended a school with a lot of talented kids who 

didn’t always have the opportunity to express that talent, I know what it would have meant to 

us to have real-life writers dropping by and taking our stories seriously. And what an 

opportunity for writers, too, to meet some of the most creative and enthusiastic young people 

in this country! It’s a joyful project that deserves as much support as we can give it. 

ˈZadie Smith, author of White Teeth and On Beauty 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


