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A walk through the glade 

Keeley Marie Miller 

Birds, fluffy and cute tweet along in the summer’s day. The light 

grey birds swiftly fly over the emerald green wildlife whilst a soft 

breeze lightens the day. In the middle of the glade a small pond sits 

with aqua marine blue damsel flies racing around like bees looking 

for pollen. 

Swimming gracefully in the pond are two ducks, one with the 

darkest jet black coat, a crimson red beak and the eyes are orange, 

but not any orange a sunset orange and the other duck has a 

gorgeous pearl coating, an amber coloured beak and the brightest 

green eyes of a green jelly baby. 

As I walk gently across the glade, giant gnarled oak trees stare 

confused as chocolate brown twigs snap beneath my feet. As I look 

up into the clear baby-blue sky, dappled light glistens onto the dry, 

dusty dirt. As the soft breeze continues, a waft of dirt fly’s suddenly 

into my eyes.  

After the dirt disappears from my eyes, up in the trees is a 

Crunchie coloured beehive which looks full of thick, thick honey 

hung gently of the tallest branch of the tallest tree. As I continue 

walking, baby pink flowers come to life then I see the smallest bees 

rush past to collect the golden pollen. I look forward and I see the 

exit of the glade. 



When the bombs dropped. By Alfie Norcott. 

The pale, shady, sad man stood in the single lit corner, where the pinky-
orange sunlight reflected across the worn-out white board balancing just off 
the floor by a small milk crate. His straight jacket was loosely tied up 
around his sore shoulder blades, which stuck out to much to be good for 
him. 

The fallout siren repeated its sound over and over again, he would never 
forget the sound as it gnawed away at his eardrums, which were ringing like 
church bells. The switch was right next to him, so far but so close from his 
decrepit, boney, blue fingers. 

He walked up the debris ramp formed by the second floors floor and stared 
at the embers, floating across the yellowy-brown field just outside of the 
rusty, bent old gate. 

The residents of the distant city were all probably in their fallout bunkers 
whilst he stood overlooking his old home, burnt down and destroyed with no 
sight of life, he was abandoned and had no help from this annihilated 
nightmare. 



It all happened that night.
Annabel-Louise Whitehead

It was dark and cold. 

I didn’t know where I was. Looking up, a sudden feeling of fear riveted down my 

spine. Not knowing what to do, or what I was going to see, I finally built up the 

courage to look at the night sky. There was nothing…nothing but a dark sky filled 

with stars. I gathered it must have been about 2am considering the fact the sky was 

still dark. 

Looking around, I thought to myself “trees, mud, grass, bushes, water, I must be in a 

forest. But why would I be in a forest?” 

A small river, filled with tiny but beautiful stones, and a miniature waterfall at the top 

of the hill surrounded me; I could hear the water being dragged over the stones as the 

cold water cascaded over the smooth surface of the waterfall. Below me I could feel 

every single item like broken sticks that felt like daggers pinching my back or the wet 

grass tickling the side of my face whilst it’s being blown by the gentle wind.  

I tried to move but my whole body felt constrained: it felt like something with a 

strong energy was holding me down, like it didn’t want me to move. I stared down at 

my hands, they were tied together, I tried and persevered, it was a struggle, but at last 

I manged to find a fragment of glass and cut the thick, black, sticky tape off my hand. 

Walking around after being cut free, all I remembered from that night was a man at 

the local bar and he repeatedly offered me a drink, I said no but he bought me one 

anyway. I didn’t want to be rude, and he seemed nice so he sat with me and we drank 

together. He was tall, handsome, his hair was a dark brown and came just above his 



shoulders, it curled ever so slightly at the bottom, and he had a smile that could 

hypnotise anyone! 

Like I said, I don’t know how or why I happened to wake up here, and quite frankly I 

don’t want to know. I reached into my pocket and found a note my grandfather wrote 

for my grandma when they were younger, it read out:

To my lovely fiancé, always remain optimistic, for there is always a good ending. 

Ring, ring goes the bell, the symbol of our love which can sometimes be as toxic as 

hell. Wars and laws may not stop me, as my love for you is as deep as the sea. Yours 

truly, John xx

I read it over and over, and realised he was right, there is always a good ending, there 

has to be. I had no phone I had no keys. I ran in any direction trying to find an exit 

after hours of looking I decided to sit down and rest. 

After hours of feeling exhausted I gently fell asleep, but then got woken up by the 

sound of branches crunching, I thought to myself at last, here comes help, but then I 

realised it wasn’t help it was my last night, my last breath of air, and my last step, it 

was my murde…



BULLIED BY Oliver Stupple

Ellie, a 12 year old girl, auburn hair, freckles and a big black pair of glasses. 
She wore a red and yellow stripped tie, a maroon blazer with a maroon skirt. 
She went to St. Georges school for girls and got bullied often by the girls 
there, they were really spiteful. One day she even got tuna pasta pored over 
her hair and rude word spray painted onto her locker.

She lived with her mum, her evil stepdad and her 3 year old brother, who has 
terminal cancer. She lives down a rough estate, next to an ally, this was bad 
because this is where the girls went to smoke after school.

It was Monday 4th June 2016 and Ellie had started year eight. She got put in 
all the top classes, and a different mentoring group. Her mentor was Mrs 
Blake, the music teacher, she got placed in the worst group. The worst were 
Lillie, Lia and Kate, the bullies.

Her first lesson was Art with Miss Hudson, she was sat next to her best friend 
Alice and Lillie’s cousin Bailee they were probably the nicest girls in the 
school.

After Art she had P.E. but she couldn’t do it because her P.E. kit had been 
ripped up by Lillie, who unfortunately sat next to her along with Lia and Kate 
on the bench. Lillie threw a ball at Ellie’s head, Lia and Kate both sat there 
and laughed at Ellie. She ran to first aid.

She spent break, Period 3 and 4 in first aid and it was now lunch and Ellie ran 
to the cafeteria to get lunch she had ordered her lunch so that she didn’t have 
to que up. She sat on a bench and ate her lunch waiting for Alice. Lillie, Lia 
and Kate snuck up behind Ellie and stole her lunch before she got the 
opportunity to eat it. She ran behind the school building and cried.

It was Period 5, nearly the end of the day, she had Maths with Mr Cormack 
but she skipped class.

It was 9pm and no sight of Ellie, along with the three bullies.

The End



Cody Hester
Tinks adventure  

Legends ago a secret burial ground was hidden away by a mysterious figure 
who was spotted by a mystical pixie. But what the pixy didn’t know was that 
the mysterious figure was like her mystical in his own way but evilness took 
over him and changed him for the worse.

As the mysterious figure walked away the pixie, named Tinkerbell, flew over 
the hidden entrance and unexpectedly she saw her long lost family chained 
up to a gigantic machine they were collecting every bit of pixie dust they could 
and putting it in a shadowed vehicle. As Tink went to go to her family the 
mysterious figure showed himself for what he really is as he removed his 
cloak of darkness he showed himself to be a pixie whose face was as blue as 
the sea, his wings as delicate as a single snowflake, his hair was like a snow 
storm in the night. 

As I began to scream he shouted sunny will be avenged. Luckily I managed 
to escape and sawed to the pixie archives to learn about or find out who 
sunny was and I found out that he was a summer pixie but the man who 
wanted revenge looked as cold as pixietartica. 

As I dashed back to the hidden slavery zone I saw my mother with her wing 
pulled of as I began to cry my tears became frozen the evil pixie had taken 
me away…



     Josiah Marshall 
I am asleep in my dark bedroom at 
the start of a nightmare; I’m walking 
down a dark alley at around 11:30 
pm, I start hearing ocean sounds at 
the end of the alley and I feel the 
floor crumbling, then suddenly… I fall 
into the deep ocean and a huge shark 
starts rapidly swimming towards me 
and I am too slow to get away from 
the shark, as soon as I see its mouth 
open, I jump up in my bed. 

 



 

How I met the 
chicken 

Kane Foord 

As I eagerly urged towards the 

wilderness, I spot it, at first i'm 

confused but my confusion soon 

turned into excitement for I had just 

witnessed the most magnificent 

creature to roam this planet. 

I slowly strolled toward the creature. 

I begin to notice its wonderful colours 

its body was a shiny black matte.  



Vampire tortoise 

Leo Priestley 

A vampire tortoise had a black shell, 

It strolled all day long, 

 Eating its prey 

And diving in the sand at day. 

‘’Sleeping all day long’’. 

Unaware of the crazy activity up there. 

Playing children, screaming babies, 

And of course depressed adults!  

Pest control comes along 

And paces the beach. 

One more victim, one more day. 

The tortoise woke being electrified to its death.  

BUT IT WASN’T THE END!!! 

Babies woke, biting adults, 

Poor victims, wife’s turn 

Only to be used as a fresh calorie free drink. 

THE WORLD DESTROYED!!!!  



Lewis Mackenzie 

If you notice 

If you notice, global litter is getting bigger 

And bigger: litter is mixing with recycling 

And is becoming a very bitter. 

More restricted areas 

Are growing, 

Some people don’t notice 

But more people are hijacking homes  

And busses to refuge in. 

Some even build homes out of litter  

And recycling whilst the others 

Live in a bistro or busses. 



MCKENZIE WATERMAN 
One day a man walked down the dark midnight through 

this edgy, quiet, lightless town. All he heard was a 

banging. He investigated the weary sound finding nothing. 

He looked down the road where he heard the banging 

which was the only one with a light therefore seeing a 

headless figure running with a pink bag. He thought 

“could that be toast”. As he ran towards the headless 

figure it vanished into the night. Night fell to morning 

and he was still running however this time he was running 

through a park. A park of his nightmares, dark, gloomy 

and forgotten and he fears he is invisible. This will define 

his fate as he never saw so many life-less faces like this 

before. He asked someone “HOW DO WE GET OUT” he 

exclaimed the life-less person didn’t reply till minutes 

after 

The person replied with “there is” he is saying that in a 

faint voice getting quieter and quieter his face getting 

paler and paler eyes getting blue to black his breathing 

getting lower by time he said those two words he fainted 

like every other beast….. 

to be continued in part 2 . . . 



How Green Gummy Bears Taste So Good 

Marley Cross  

There once was a University who had banned students from eating green 

gummy bears in the East Registry as the delivery service wasn’t able to 

deliver to the registry. Graduates from the computing seminar and the 

sociology seminar were aggravated by this as they loved to eat green 

gummy bears. One particular student, by the name of Darwin Cornwallis, 

was emotional over this announcement, since he wouldn’t earn any 

commission if they stopped selling his gummy bears in the east registry. 

Darwin then passed out the next day as his sales had dropped by 75%, 

and so he got sent to the hospital clinic. In a few months the governors 

of Kent then allowed green gummy bears back in the East Registry, and 

so Darwin was overjoyed by this information. Things got even better 

when Haribo asked Darwin to work for them. And that’s the story of how 

green gummy bears taste so nice. 



SIAN CLAIRE 
FEATHERSTONE 

Smoking  

Smoking is bad for you 

Must keep well away 

Oxygen will decrease in 

your system 

Kill yourself with fags 

Including vapes 

Nobody will live if they 

smoke all of the time 

Gagging on smoke  



It was just a dream
Sinead Jarman 
I lay in bed.  

Awake… 

Clocks ticking. 

Tick. Tock. Tick. Tock  

Suddenly; I see them 

The red eyes burning into my soul. 

With claws as long as branches. 

Scratching against my bedside table. 

Getting closer, and closer  

My body is filling with fear.  

But   



I’M NOT AFRAID OF MONSTERS  
Tamuka Cross 

SLAM! My windows open 

                                            The wind is coming in 

Causes waves of splashes 

                                             From the water in my tin. 

A creaking of the floorboards 

                                                Shows that someones there 

My stomach’s like a butterfly 

                                                     They're here, but where? 

There's nothing in the shadows 

                                                      In the shadows there is nothing 

Im not afraid of monsters  

                                             I promise im not bluffing 

My eyes widen in fright 

                                         Under the duvet I go 

There is something here 

                                           But what? I may not know 

My eyes are getting teary 

                                            The creaks are getting eery 

I’m not afraid of monsters 

                                             I promise I’m not bluffing 

‘KITTY’ I yell 

                    Its my monster he’s returned 

He’s come here on a visit         



                                            It must have been well earned 

 He’s big, blue and fluffy 

                                          Exactly like a cloud 

Whenever I see him 

                                   I can’t help it, I’m just so wowed 

He’s very big(not scary) 

                                         That’s why the creaks were loud 

He always shows his work 

                                              He makes me very proud 

I missed my monster 

                                    His name is bluey boo 

I love you he says 

                              And I return with I love you too 

He’s always been my monster 

                                                    Since I was very small 

I told you i'm not afraid of monsters 

                                                               I was right after all 

I say goodbye with a hug 

                                           And a hug for goodbye 

I’m gonna miss my monster  

                                               I’m not gonna lie 



The hidden ones 
Daniel Marsh  
I couldn’t believe it when I first heard it either, but I promise you it’s true. I was only young, 

about thirteen, but I can remember it as if it were only yesterday; I was strolling along the 

pier in the coastal village in which I once lived, when I saw an old man, dressed poorly but 

with the stature of nobility, speaking into the air as if there were someone, or maybe more 

than one someone, actually there. I edged cautiously nearer, but he paid me no heed. And 

then, as I was drawing rather close to him, I felt a strange feeling, as though there were 

eyes, all around me, watching curiously my every move. I cried out in shock, causing the 

mysterious man to spin around. His gaze was not disapproving as I had imagined it would 

be, but rather kind and also relieved, as though I was someone he had long awaited the 

arrival of. “Come closer, child – don’t be afraid, I’m not going to hurt you. I have something 

to tell you, and hopefully I shall be able to show you something wonderful, something that 

will take your breath away!” I was afraid to move closer, but also strangely drawn to the 

peculiar man. I don’t pretend to understand what it was about the man that attracted me so, 

but I am ever so glad I chose to approach him as his secret was something truly incredible. 

He took me all over the island that I had thought that I had known so well, and showed me 

that there were creatures, wondrous creatures, that passed amidst society and yet 

remained unseen by most men; they could melt into shadow and conceal themselves beyond 

the field of human vision. They had once been known of by all but over many, many aeons 

they had melted into the myths and legends that a mother may tell a child as it lays in its 



bed. It was to that man that I owe the knowledge that I now possess. The knowledge that 

shows me how to see the unseen, and to find the hidden. I never saw him after that day, but 

I will always remember him; the person who knew them – the hidden ones. 


