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Welcome to the 11th edition of the Kwyll. Last year saw the launch of the remaining Curriculum 
for Excellence qualification in Advanced Higher. Writing, both creative and discursive, is given 
far greater emphasis in these qualifications and became 30% of the final grade at National 5 and 
Higher levels.  For the first time a portfolio of writing is compulsory at Advanced Higher level. In 
recognition of the importance of acquiring enhanced writing skills this edition of "The Kwyll" 
contains pieces from pupils in the senior years from the past two years which demonstrate a 
flair for language and a clear understanding of how to structure writing for maximum impact. 
As you would expect the writers have not shied away from challenging themes and you will 
find work which explores wasted potential, dystopic worlds, the difficulty of meeting societal 
expectations and the human cost of war and conflict. The pieces are arranged loosely by their 
key thematic concerns.  
 
Our younger pupils continue to astound and entertain with their creativity and talents. A wide 
selection of work is included to give a flavour of the work being undertaken across the 
department. For the first time we have gathered together the writing of our pupils which has 
gained success in local and national writing competitions, as well as the pieces which have won 
departmental prizes.  
 
Mrs Morven Ovenstone-Jones, English Department  
September 2016 

 
 
 

- War - 
 

“Arbeit Macht Frei” by Jenny Overend – written in F5 
 
In the summer of 2014 as I stood before the infamous gates of Auschwitz 
bearing the message ‘Arbeit Macht Frei’, I became aware of a quietening in 
the small square as the remains of the camp slumbered and held the horror of 
its history within the solid framework of stone, which had survived the 
destruction. 
 
From these gates, in those terrible days, the labourers would march to work 
in fields and factories, some many miles away. The prisoners’ brass band 
would herald their departure with a bizarrely jaunty set of pieces, designed 
to speed up the marching process. Those prisoners who failed to keep up 
would be pulled out and returned to an uncertain future in camp, for those 
who could not work were selected for death.  These men had the natural 
human desire to live and, in spite of what their captors did to them, retained 
their last shreds of pride; but they shrunk each day from lack of nutrition, 
and few lasted more than four months. Now, in the corridors within every 



camp, photographs of these men adorn the walls and most faces depicted 
there bear the marks of despair and exhaustion on their ravaged faces. I 
walked by the hundreds of images and they started listlessly back and I 
remembered: this could happen again.  
 
The straw filled stalls were stacked six deep in the small rooms and several 
inmates would huddle here at night, with only the sound of racking coughs 
and keening wails to break the ghostly night. Within the courtyard, just 
outside where the prisoners tried to sleep, there was the wall where people 
met their death by firing squad. The route of the final journey was through a 
toilet block and down some stairs, where they would kneel, heads bent to 
take the bullets as they flew like hail and studded the wall in a cacophony of 
fire.  
 
The sheer number of inmates is impossible to comprehend and the display 
cases within the museum, showing personal items is a sobering realisation of 
the vast pathetic tide of human beings that passed through these gates. All 
inmates were required to pack suitcases hurriedly, and these pieces of 
luggage are displayed, spilling their secrets; candelabra, silver, small toiletry 
items, perfectly preserved. The brown leather suitcases tumble, one on top of 
the other, in a disarray, each marked with a family name and number and 
still awaiting the promised reconciliation with its owner. A heartbreaking few 
bear the word ‘waisenkind’ or ‘orphan child’ and an age on the weathered 
outside of the case.  
 
A whole wall is filled with shoes, shoes of every size and shape: some heeled, 
some laced, some very tiny baby boots. Here and there a party shoe, red and 
embellished, beckons and twinkles with the promise of good times that 
should have lay ahead. The glass heaves with the weight of shoes, crammed 
tightly together, with no one to fill them. An impossibly huge number of 
empty shells, sitting silently waiting.  
 
A turn, and it’s the horror of the hair- shorn from heads and stored to make 
blankets and soldiers uniforms. This massive wall of unprocessed produce 
tumbles together in a macabre collage of greys and blacks and there, curled 
like a show pony’s tail, a full plait of startling blonde hair secured with a 
ribbon, nestles like a forgotten prize amongst the shades of darkness.      
 
The tour of Auschwitz I is followed by a trip across the road to Auschwitz II, 
or Birkenau. The sheer size of this camp is astonishing and the remains of the 



crematoria chimneys in the distance bear shocking testimony to the evil trade 
that relentlessly fed the gaping stacks. 
 
At the entrance lies the iconic railway line terminus where cattle carts of Jews 
were delivered from all over Europe. They would stumble, exhausted, onto 
the tarmac, some already half dead from the conditions within. A group of 
prisoners would help to make orderly piles of the belongings and then the 
selection process would begin, under the watchful eye of men such as Josef 
Mengele. Children and the elderly would be separated from the rest and 
marched immediately to the gas chambers. Standing here in the searing heat 
of a Polish summer, I could imagine the cries of despair as children were 
ripped from their mother’s arms to be slaughtered. Often to avoid such 
scenes, mothers and children would simply be despatched together.  
 
We were led to a remaining gas chamber and the inside bore the smell of a 
school gymnasium, with its stone walls and benches around the sides. There 
was a terrible silence and the fearful energy of dying souls seemed to bounce 
around, embedded in the porous stone. The hatches where the deadly gas 
was poured glinted like an evil eye, here and there along the walls. When 
there remained only silence from within the chamber, other prisoners were 
required to load the bodies on to carts and transport them to the crematoria, 
whose chimneys bled into the air twenty four hours a day, such were the 
number of the dead.  
 
The land here now blooms, fertile, and the grass is scattered with beautiful 
wild flowers of every type, mixed in a bold dash of defiant colour, and 
fertilised by the remains of many. The ground here still dips, where the huge 
pit of ash was stored. It is said that small bones still appear in this place, 
washed up by the rain on a relentless tide of destroyed humanity.  
 
This spot is a place of reflection and calm. The trees remain, from that 
dreadful time.  They look down on the area where once mankind tried to 
slaughter millions. They stand like ancient guards, their leaves shrouding the 
place where the remains of so many people lie. Time has passed. The victims 
of these crimes, and the perpetrators who showed them no mercy, are gone.  
 
The trees are the only witnesses to an attempted destruction of a whole race 
of people.  
 

  



“Into the Dark” by Roisin McCrimmon, Advanced Higher 2015 

Based on Kevin Lucey and Joyce Lucey’s story 

 

Shards of cold, obliterating light 

Pierce the darkness 

The night is endless 

It shrouds the world 

 

The man walked proudly  

Away from their embrace of light 

The darkness engulfed him 

Hidden from their sight 

 

What happens in the dark? 

Eyes clouded with light’s lies 

Unprepared to face  

The scratch and burn and stab: 

Scars left unseen 

 

Darkness in the soul 

Darkness in the heart 

Darkness claiming still more lives 

The man limps broken 

Back into the city of light 

 

Laughing, Lightness all around 

But darkness lurks in the mind 

Darkness in the heart 

Darkness in the soul 

 

They call him hero 

Patriot, saint. Yet he could  

Only hear his voice shouting 

Murderer. Murderer. 

 

No love nor light from home could infiltrate 

No rescue from the infinite  

Tormenting dark 

 



Murderer. 

Butcher. 

Soldier. 

Clouded eyes cannot bring protection 

He sees the anguish, pain and fear 

He has caused 

For the “good” of his country 

For the city of Light. 

 

Like bullets; blameless steel 

Stranger’s screams ricochet in his minds 

Innocent enemies under a crimson sky 

He cries his apology 

But the screams are now his own 

 

The son craves his father’s embrace 

But there is no solace to be found 

The darkness remains 

And the embrace becomes a goodbye 

 

Finally, liberation from the darkness 

Rough rope on unmarked skin 

The promise of rest 

To the ravaged soul 

 

Swinging. Swaying. 

For there is no darkness 

Can defeat eternal sleep 

 

What happens in the dark? 

The inescapable war 

Ruined minds. Battered Bodies. 

Hero to Murderer 

 

Swaying. Swinging. 

 

The taut rope pulling 

All that is left is 

Dark.  



“Memoirs from the Stake” by Lucy Drummie, AH 2016 
 
Grant me testimony, a voice, a body: 
Fear is tasting death before the show.  
Fate is my worldly companion, I cannot free - 
“For we are but the same” I scream “in mind, and soul, and face”.  
Pleading with you is futile, silent cry pierce your skin! 
 
Afflicted by fear, you rot like beasts,   
Truly, you kill naught but thyself, 
Sulphurous serpents whisper thoughts of evil -  
There is no quieting your insidious tongue. 
My necromancy marks me the forbidden race  
But your ignorant resilience sends me to hell. 
Illustrious faith bubbles with venom  
For your hungry entitlement breathes flames to my skin. 
Your callous vanity, bitter like beauty, 
Cannot fathom such power and allure; 
Vile ignorance walks the Earth, 
My tantalising secrecy controls your sense.  
 
You play God with blinded eyes  
So I shall fall for Him indefinitely;  
My years like sand, sink through glass - 
Once cracked, I am unsalvageable.  
I am constant, I shall live. Each grain, each cell.  
Matriarch of generations scorched to ash 
Oh Eleanor, oh Duchess,  
For centuries your blackened core has held my skin.  
 
At the end, when the vultures clip the doves. 
Fading feathers drift  
to crepitation of fire 
Dragged to Belial’s labyrinth of inferno  
I burn, I burn, I burn. 
Go. Trial me, throw me, burn me.   
Grand Chimera licks my flesh as  
Pure crimson escapes my hold. 
As my blood escapes your chains my soul follows through,  
But I walk inviolate from your flames, power incarnate. 
A stranger, a myth, a match  
Seal my unbearable fate.  



“Green Eyes” by Anna Hudson, F3 
                                                                                                
    Screams and cries rang in my ears just like they had every day for the last six 
months. I still couldn't come to terms with where I was surrounded by wounded and 
dying soldiers. Our soldiers. Men who had left their families, homes just to fight for 
our country. My heart ached as I watched the scene. It was torture. 
 
    Being a nurse at war hadn't always been my plan and sometimes I missed the simple 
life back home in Dundee; long walks along Perth Road with my classmates and then 
the sudden sprint at the end of the street when we realised we were late for school. 
I never thought I would get anywhere. Life had never been in my favour. My faither 
used to come home from work, throw his jacket into my mither's arms and walk 
straight to the cellar, ready to crack open his first beer of the night. The memory of 
lying in bed late at night, listening to them yell at one another and then hearing the 
heart wrenching slam of the front door as my father stormed down the street in his 
drunken rage still lives in the back of my mind. Neither of them noticed me. But there 
was one person who cared about me more than anything in the world. Grandpa. I 
think of the way he used to wrap me up in his long arms and woolly jumper, 
whispering in my ear, "You're gonna gae far, ma wee lassie". His optimism was 
infectious and it is down to him that I'm the woman I am today. 
 
   Realising my hands were chilled to the bone, I placed my cold cup of tea on the 
table. I stared at the back of the cloth screen which separated the ward and the 
nurses’ area, painting pictures in my mind on the blank material, picturing what life 
would be like after this was over. First back to Dundee where I would become a 
qualified nurse and prove to everyone who had never believed in me that my grandpa 
was right. Then I would meet the love of my life and settle down in the perfect house 
by the Tay before beginning a family. I closed my eyes and breathed in the smell of 
dusty hospital. It was all just a dream. 
 
  "Kirsty?" I heard Dr Blyth call, appearing round the side of the screen. "We need 
you". This couldn't be good. I stood up straight and tall, grabbing onto the wooden 
desk as blood rushed from my head to my feet. Following him back out into the ward, 
I tied my hair back and pulled my mask down so it covered almost my entire face with 
only my green, sparkling eyes visible. We came to an abrupt stop outside a yellow 
curtain. Dr Blyth turned round slowly and when he faced me, looking me straight in 
the eyes. I listened intently as he explained the situation to me, feeling my face 
drained of any colour. A man who was so wounded there was physically no way of 
saving him. It was my job to help him die. It was me who he had to spend the last 
seconds of his life with, me who had to make it easier for him; if that was possible. I 
nodded and Dr Blyth thanked me, rushing off to deal with his own patient. 
 



  I pulled the dirty yellow curtain open and tucked it smoothly behind me as I took a 
seat in the corner. The solider opened his eyes, his face practically purple from 
bruises, the rest of his body covered by a sheet. His head slowly turned towards me 
and I realised that his eyes were brimming with tears. "I know this is it for me. I know 
this is the end," he croaked, gulping in the wrong parts of sentences, "But before I go, 
will you listen to my story?" Without letting me reply, he began to tell his story and I 
listened to every single word as if it would stop the war because I knew it would mean 
something to him. "There is a lass, and I love her, but there is no way she will ever 
know," he started off, the pain in his eyes making my heart throb. "Tell me 'bout her," 
I whispered, leaning in.  
 
He told me how it all began, back in Dundee. There was a girl, crying and hugging her 
teddy as she watched her father storm down the street, drenched in alcohol. He told 
me how he watched her every single day, wishing she would notice him. He told me 
about how he watched her grow up and how he would wait every morning in his room 
to see her running down Perth Road with her classmates, wishing he could spend his 
days with them. My heart was pounding. This couldn't be happening. "And you know 
what was really special 'bout her?" he asked me. "Her sparkling green eyes". My 
throat was completely dry. I began to stand up and, without thinking, slowly pulled 
the mask off my face. The soldier's face was completely straight but within a second 
his mouth spread into the most beautiful smile I had ever seen. "Thank you.." he cried, 
reaching out to take my hand in his and, before I could say anymore, he was gone. 
 
That day was when it hit me. This was what I'd needed to do, I needed to become a 
nurse. I needed to make a difference to people's lives. Now every day, as I walk in 
Dundee, I think of that soldier. That soldier who I never knew but would love every 
day until I died.  
  



“Sarah McNaughton” by Joe Carstairs – written in F3 
 

“Good evening, Mrs McNaughton, and I can’t say how glad I am to have you here 

with us today. Can you tell us a little bit about your youth, about how you came to 

medicine?” 

I came into this war confident in my experience. I thought I knew war like an old 

work-mate. But this is, as we all soon came to grimy realise, no Boer war. This was 

none of the glory and patriotism of the Crimea, nor the honour and piety of the days of 

the Grand Coalition. This was a new meaning to war. 

“Can you explain how it felt the first time you ever entered a war zone?” 

We’ve long since forgotten the old ideas of the grand sacrifice, the proud 

nationalism that war once was. Every man who comes here fights not for his country, 

but for his family, his home, his comrades, but most of all, for his fragile, vulnerable 

self. It’s easy to lose yourself at eh front line. 

“At what point did you want to take part in the Great War itself; what was the 

moment of inspiration for you?”  

Nobody can win this war. Defeat is inevitable for all nations in the end. Even the 

so-called victor will be left, like many of the men we see here, missing an arm, a leg and 

both eyes. The war is far from over, but we’ve already lost. 

“What were your experiences of front-line hospitals, and how did they differ 

from peace-time hospitals?” 

We are blind, as humans. Once the fuel is lit, the fire that grows from it is far 

greater than the little spark that started it. Do we even know why we are fighting? Do 

we even care? It is beyond sense now – purely an unstoppable determination. No one 

will give in until they haven’t a man left to fight with. Those men who sit in 

Westminster may know best the enemy strategy or economics, but they are not 

intelligent men – just their own kind of particular idiot.  

“I am aware that your husband joined you in France later on in the war. Could 

you elaborate a little on that event and how you felt about it at the time?” 

I find that the greatest anomaly marked to this war is that it will never end. The 

stench of war is everywhere. It fills the air, it fills the hospitals, it fills the trenches, and 

it fills my heart. The unremitting pounding of the earth by godsent shell after godsent 

shell has gone on for so long, entrenched for so long in my being that they’ll never stop. 

Not really. Nor will the blood wash off my hands. Nor will the screams of the 

malformed and the dying ever be silenced.  

“And how did your husband, God bless his soul, come to be killed?” 

Boom. Boom. Boom. The pounding has stopped for the others. They don’t hear 

the artillery, or the gunshots, or smell the death. Boom. Boom. Boom. I can only wait 

for the next shell to arrive.  

 
 



“Amazing Grace” by Hannah Rhodes, AH 2015 
 

 

“Amazing Grace, how sweet that sound,” 
Silence, in the abandoned town, aside from heavy breaths. 

Hot, humid, no shade. 
Just dust and sand and decrepit buildings. 

A deserted battlefield, 
Or so it was previously believed. 

 
“That saved a wretch like me” 

The star-spangled soldier steps his way through the rubble, 
Searching for prey, 

He is the top predator here, a killing machine, 
Unstoppable. 

Armoured, weaponed and always ready, 
His scope catches movement,  

An enemy, 
The Taliban. 

 
The man, beige face masked by his scarf, has checked for predators  

He perches beside the well, 
Unawares that he is being watched, 

Too busy dragging up the water, trying to survive. 
But, not for much longer. 

Like a snake, the soldier crouches, 
Preparing to attack. 

To strike. 
 

Then,  
Lunging, sinking his fangs… 

The shrapnel’s pain spreads through the man’s veins like venom, 
As the bullet bites through his chest. 

The fresh water is poisoned by red liquid, 
Sand stained by blood. Inking the grains till the next rain, 

Who knows when it will come? 
If ever. 

 
  



“I once was lost but now am found,” 
The man stares at the corpse, down the barrel’s scope. 

His rifle pressed to his shoulder. His heavy breaths stop, as he sees a boy 
Scurry to his father, face-down in the red-soaked sand. 

The pail of water mixes with the darkening crimson, pooling in ominous black 
spots. 

The boy wails in a foreign tongue, begging for his father to wake up. 
Grabbing his slumped shoulders, he shakes his father’s heavy head. 

He pleads and cries for hours, but still, the man lies dead. 
A single bullet was all it took,  

to kill an innocent man.  
 

“Was blind, but now I see.” 
The soldier’s mind is forever trapped in that memory. 

His medals sing he is the best in the U.S. Army. Soldier. Sniper. 
Cold-blooded murderer. 

He tells himself this War was for liberty, 
But whose liberty was this? 

When he steals the freedom of life from others? 
When a boy has been left an orphan? 

When an innocent man has been killed by his hand? 
He has ruined them and lives on with guilt, 

Watching the memory repeat, over and over again. 
Like the refrain of a nightmare song. 

 

 

 

 

 

  



“The city of Islamophobia - a Dystopia piece” by Taskeen Gani, F5 

 

 

Islamophobia. A term commonly used to show the hatred and fear against Muslims. 

Ever since 9/11, hostility towards Muslims has increased. The formation of Al Qaeeda in 2004, 

and the emergence of the organisation known as ISIS became the news permanently glued on 

our TV screens between 2015/16. Their brutality in killing innocent children, raping women and 

selling people as sex slaves continues, and for this reason the deep- rooted hatred of Muslims 

within Western Society was ingrained. 

 

Isolation. The aftermath of the war had left me and my family cloistered. Friendless. 

The people I trusted most rejected me. We were forced out of our homes, with no intention of 

what was awaiting us. Shipped like cargo to a different country. Saudi Arabia was our 

destination. It became our prison. 

 

I stared at everyone's blank faces. Some scared, some angry, some confused. 

Something wasn't right. The familiar burning sensation cascaded down my body in waves. 

Sweat began to accumulate on my forehead. I clenched my sweaty palms, forcing a weak 

smile to reassure my sisters. Keep walking. The sound of heavy feet marching drummed 

through my ears. I felt trapped. We followed the masses of other Muslims. Outlining us were 

men in uniform, armed with guns. As if this wasn't enough cameras followed our every activity. 

We were dropped off at camps, made to share rooms with other innocent people whose lives 

had been ruined by the impact of ISIS. After the war which resulted in ISIS’s army being 

defeated, Muslims were treated differently. I was no longer accepted as part of my community. 

My home was no longer my home. Friends I had known my whole life had slowly distanced 

themselves, becoming strangers I merely walked past, with no signs of recognition crossing 

over their faces. Slowly the government clamped down on everything we did. From who we 

associated with, to what hours we were out at. Islamophobia had taken over our lives. It 

became the bane of my existence. It wasn't really surprising that we were being ordered to 

move to some place different. It just meant that we weren't a constant threat to those around 

us. Our lives had become stagnant either way.  

 

The day following, we were awoken by loud sirens. The crying of little children became 

apparent as they searched through crowds of people to find someone who they recognised. 

We were made to queue in an orderly fashion. As the line slowly moved forward, I caught a 

glimpse of a masked man greeting us all. 



“Outstretch your hand!” I did as I was told. A large needle with clear, sloppy liquid was 

injected into my arm. “That will keep your sort from trying to get out of here.” He sniggered as 

he pushed me out of the way. I suspect it was some sort of GPS system they had 

administered into us. Why? Why was I here? I hadn't done anything, none of these people had 

done anything. Did they think this was funny keeping us as prisoners in here? I was innocent. 

My siblings were innocent. These people were innocent! 

 

Most days I cry myself to sleep. I sometimes tried to keep myself awake so the 

darkness could never overtake me. The worst thing of all, was watching my younger siblings 

along with all the other children, being stripped of their childhood. Instead they were being 

incarcerated for things they didn't even understand yet. All these innocent people, most 

disagreeing with the beliefs of ISIS were being victimised as a result of a generic stereotype 

given to them.  

 

There was no purpose to life anymore. We weren't even treated like human beings. I 

couldn't lie and say the thought of suicide hadn't crossed many of our minds. Why wait around 

rotting in crowded tents? Some of us had questioned why we were here, but these questions 

had been met with brutal beatings. I watched my own friends and family experience this. At 

first I used to cry till tears could no longer form, fall to the floor in a heap, scream and shout 

anything to make them stop. Eventually I just gave up, there was no use, I just watched them 

happen. You get used to it.   

 

I sat under a lifeless tree, watching the sun set over the desert. My back aching from 

the scorching sand underneath. I liked the painful feeling it gave me, the small stones piercing 

into my back, it was the only real feeling I had in here. I watched the sun set, jealous it was 

able to hide from the world at certain parts of the day. The multi-coloured sunset gave me 

hope that one day the light coming from it would shine on me from a different angle. I hadn't 

seen my parents since I got here: they separated us by our age, ethnicity, and language. 

Basically anything that made us different from the person standing next to us. I saw my sister 

occasionally, her glowing skin replaced with a sickly pale colour. her beaming smile replaced 

with a tight grimace. Her soulless eyes looked to me, pleading, begging me to help her. She 

knew not to say anything though. They made sure no one here had a voice. 

 

Beep beep. A small blue dot appeared on my wrist, it must be the GPS system. An 

arrow appeared, guiding me to some place unknown. I found myself in a large area of flat 

ground along with everyone else. The children were being directed behind one gate at one 

end and the adults behind another, at the other end. I tried to look for my parents but there 



were so many people that it would be very unlikely I would see them. The murmurs were 

silenced as a holograph of the president was shown.  

 

“The execution of five Muslim men in Saudi Arabia will be carried out today. Punished for 

trying to escape the camps. In this country we take pride in the security and freedom of our 

people. We plan to take immediate action, to prevent any Muslims from harming our country 

again.” 

 

A roar of cheers could be heard from the crowd, before the hologram quickly disappeared into 

thin air. In contrast, the news didn't have such a happy effect here. We were all furious. These 

men were fighting for our freedom. What had happened to equality? Discrimination? 

 

We were all silenced as five men, handcuffed with brown sacks covering their faces, 

were thrown to the ground in front of us all. Behind each one of them were large men with 

guns. They were mimicking how ISIS killed their victims. One by one each of their masks were 

ripped from their heads. I felt like I was about to faint. I lost all the air in my lungs; I couldn't 

breathe. Tears began to form in my eyes, it was my…my…dad. I started to push through the 

crowd to get through to the front. 

  

“DAD! DAD!” I screamed. 

 

  He raised his head on hearing my voice. Two uniformed men approached me grabbing 

both of my arms, so I could no longer move towards him.  

 

I watched them beat my father to death. With every blow, his eyes stayed on me, as if he was 

trying to tell me it didn't hurt. When he realised he couldn't take it anymore I watched him 

breathe his last words: “I love you,” he mouthed, as he fell to the ground. An avalanche of 

emotions flowed through me. I wasn't going to let my father die for nothing. I was going to find 

a way out of here. We deserved freedom. We deserved peace. We deserved equality.  

 

Bismillah-hirrahman-nirraheem. 

In the name of God, the most compassionate, the most merciful. 

 

  



- Self and Identity - 
 

 

“A Credit to Society” by Pyla Bird, (AH 2015)  

 

We are told we can fly,  

Yet we are tagged, 

And our wings are clipped, 

And we are trapped in a cage 

Made from metal and all things unbreakable: 

Society, 

Sexuality, 

The limits of being human. 

 

We are told to love, 

Although we only know love hurts, 

And although we know love only exists in books, 

And although we know no one loves us back, 

We are unwillingly trapped 

In the grip of cold humans, 

Rising up 

By putting others down. 

 

We are told we are unique, 

But we hold ourselves back, 

And we hold ourselves back, 

Because though unique, 

We’re nothing special, 

So cry with shame 

And hate ourselves.  

 

We know we need to breathe, 

But we are suffocated, 

By social expectations, 

Forced on us by people  

We think we need to please: 

Parents 

Friends 

Teachers 

Ourselves. 

That thick fog blinding our eyes, 

Holding back our senses, 

And decaying our minds, 

Shouldering its way into our souls, 

Corroding everything we love  

About ourselves; 

Everything we’re proud of.  

 

We try hard to fit in, 

But be different. 

To excel, 



But make it seem easy. 

To be ourselves, 

Whilst aping someone else. 

This ironic nonsense rules us. 

The Rule Book: 

Living 

Slaving 

Working 

Dying. 

 

So- 

 

 

Keeping the rules, 

Never escaping the cage, 

Or taking a breath 

Big enough 

To fill their lungs, 

 

To allow them to climb a mountain and scream. 

Never fully loving someone, 

They’re too scared to be hurt, 

Always holding back their thoughts 

And words 

And jokes 

And stories 

They’re too scared to be judged, 

By people who are thinking the exact same thing. 

Those people are the ants of the world, 

Never stepping out of line; 

Carrying the pack to their inevitable doom, 

Of misery 

Of monotony 

Of life and death. 

 

 

But I refuse to be swept away 

In the black wave 

That washes the originality  

Out of each person. 

I want to live 

And breathe  

And love 

And climb 

And find things 

And invent things 

And be hurt 

Experience pain 

And passion 

And scream at the top of mountains 

 

I want to pick the lock of my birdcage and fly free.   



 “Wanderlust” by Lucy Drummie – written in F5 
 

Completely tangled hair somewhat tamed by the bandana you bought simply because “that’s what 

travelers do”. The same t-shirt you’ve worn since last Monday that you’re pretty sure was white at 

one point but now if you dulux colour swatched it, it would be named some pretentious shade of 

yellow. Clutching on to the worn handles of the rucksack containing the survival essentials, mostly 

including the million toothbrushes your mum packed just in case you lost one or two. All of these 

things make for a rather uncomfortable journey on a cramped bus full of strangers through the heart 

of Malawi.  

 

When people my age of 16 are asked about the future, usually the reply is they want to travel. 

Maybe it’s a stage of adolescence where freedom becomes the number one goal, other than to get 

more twitter followers. Whether it’s a stage of life or not, I’m aiming for my life to include as much 

travel as possible. I went on a volunteering expedition to Africa for a month in the summer and that 

my friends, was life-changing. You can watch as many Comic Relief shows, or guilt-tripping 

adverts about Africa you like, but I can tell you now that you cannot begin to imagine the 

experience unless it’s first hand.  

 

Sitting cocooned in your sleeping bag, sitting around the fire you nicked from the American 

travelers when they went off for food, with your friends under the observatory also known as the 

African night sky, is what many dream of whilst sitting at their office desk waiting for work to end. 

Yet here I am, 16 years old, and I have been on this incredible adventure. I’m not going to lie, it 

feels pretty good. I’ve always had a sense of wanderlust but now it’s my drive, my goal, and 

hopefully my future. Now I know that’s a pretty big decision for a youngster like myself but this is 

only the start.  

 

I’m very much aware of the corruption and inhumanity the world possesses, who isn’t? But being 

with the kids in Malawi sparked hope in me. We were building a nursery for the local village. So 

armed with our khaki-shorts, garden gloves and SPF 50, we set off building. Around a day into the 

project, little by little the village kids started to help out until all of a sudden I was walking for 

bricks with my delighted army of 250+ kids all trying to hold my hand, singing the Shakira world 

cup song “waka waka”. Nothing has ever brought a bigger smile on my face. Ever.  

I’m a strong believer in the glass half full way philosophy but that trite expression fails to 

encompass the limitless hope I encountered in the people I’ve met on my travels. We visited an 

orphanage for toddlers affected by HIV/ AIDS, where we spent the day fussing over these little 



bundles of joy. And there is absolutely nothing more heart-warming than making those big brown 

eyes sparkle with happiness, just because you stopped by to say hello. It’s remarkable to see these 

kids with a rough start to life, see you with nothing but admiration and love. There’s no doubt that 

the little ones are going to face a couple bumps in the road. There’s no doubt that they’ll forget that 

I visited. But there’s also no doubt that I will never forget them. They have brought more joy to me 

than a lifetime of money or cars or clothes ever will. And for that, I am eternally grateful for those 

little brown eyed monsters. 

 

After a month I’ve been reintroduced back home. Gradually the scares of grades, results and Uni 

applications all come rushing back. I can’t let myself be consumed by this. These thoughts of office 

jobs and “cookie-cutter” lifestyles. That way of life doesn’t sit right with me. I know there are jobs 

where I can travel and see the world but I don’t want to see the world through hotel and plane 

windows. I want to relive my experience in Africa. The feeling of wanderlust still courses through 

me, and I’m beginning to wonder if that’s ever going to change. For the sake of my own sanity, I 

really hope not. 

 

Lots of people travel just to have some cool stories to make themselves seem more interesting and 

“cultured”, and that’s perfectly fine but that’s not what I want to take from what I’ll do. I love my 

life here in Scotland but I don’t think I’d return in the future. I like to think I could just catch a 

plane every couple of months and keep moving. If travelling was free, odds are you wouldn’t see 

me again but unfortunately there’s a catch. There’s always a catch. MONEY. The world functions 

and revolves around it (or is that the sun?). Anyway I’ve yet to find a way around this obstacle as I 

imagine finding a job and only keeping if for a couple of months before I move on doesn’t seem 

like the brightest of ideas. I’d like to become something like a photographer, journalist, or a travel 

writer which means it’s probably required to get some kind of qualifications first. So maybe I’ll 

have to postpone gallivanting around the world for a little while, just maybe 2 or 3 years until I 

become a billionaire (or maybe a five hundred millionaire if I work part time) until I can finance my 

travels. There are also hundreds of charities that I could work with that would send me out across 

the globe and cover all expenses which Is something that I can look into. But does money really 

matter? If I choose to return to Britain in my old age then it would but what about life on the road? I 

wouldn’t really need a large income to support myself so realistically I have lots of freedom and 

little worries. Now don’t get me wrong I don’t intend to “live off the land” and wear used clothes 

that I defend by saying they “have character”: I will need money to buy the essentials but I feel so 

passionate and driven to travel that money becomes a small hurdle compared to the amazing 

adventures and memories that I will create in the upcoming years.  



- People - 
 

“An Ordinary Life” by Charlotte Hair, AH 2016 

Number 6 All Hallow’s Court, was the most charming site; a quaint Victorian cottage, the 
paint a little faded and chipped and the stone walls mellowed by the sun. The garden 
which once would have been a riot of lavender and hollyhocks, had been left to nature and 
wild flowers now grew amongst its beds. Yet a more perfect picture of peace could not be 
found anywhere in England.  The cottage sat on the outskirts of Little Sutton, a small 
village that nestled in the foothills of Townbrook Rise.  This part of Shropshire has not 
changed much over the centuries. The same families have lived here for generations and 
everyone knows everyone.  The Forshawe family had lived at number 6 for two 
generations. James Forshawe had rented the cottage at the turn of the century. A 
blacksmith by trade he had raised his family there, and when he had passed away the 
cottage went to his son; Billy, who in turn raised two boys and a girl. Mary, Billy’s wife had 
died giving birth to Emily. The hole left by her loss had never really disappeared, but Billy 
had done his best and throughout his children’s childhood the house had been filled with 
love and laughter. But now Billy was gone and so too the two boys. John, the eldest never 
made it back from Dunkirk and Frank faded away two years ago, struck down by a 
tumour, or so the letter from Australia had said. Now all that was left was Emily. 

Emily had lived on her own in the house ever since her father had died. She had never 
married although there had been a lover once. Joey McCallister…..thick black hair and the 
most twinkling brown eyes you ever saw. All the girls in the village were after him but he 
had chosen her. For three blissful months he courted Emily. They spent hours walking by 
the river; on Sunday afternoons they lay in the long grass whiling away the hours. He had 
called her his angel, his sweet princess and she had dreamed of the life they would lead 
together. But he too had died when his car had skidded off the road and rolled into the 
River Tern. Emily smiled to herself when she thought of their times together; who would 
have thought that was over fifty years ago? 

Yet Emily did not feel that she had had a bad life.  On the contrary, she felt blessed. She 
loved the village.  She loved that everybody said good morning. That children still played 
in the street and the  men washed their cars on Sunday morning.  ‘You know who you are 
in a place like Little Sutton’, she would tell anyone who would listen.  She had filled her life 
with good friends, with doing flowers for the church, baking for the Women’s Institute and 
being a surrogate granny to the three boisterous boys next door; the three boisterous 
boys who were now men and had children of their own.  

Emily had spent her working life in the local shop. In the old days it had been the hub of 
the village; a place where people came to hear the gossip and share their news. It had 
stocked everything from fresh baked bread to paraffin lamps, but now it was a sad shell of 
a place. The opening of a supermarket a few miles away had been the death of the 
shop.  Folk no longer popped in on a daily basis, instead they jumped into their four by 



fours and stocked up on food for the week. Last time Emily had been in the shelves were 
almost empty and Audrey, who ran the shop, said she was thinking of shutting it for 
good.  Mind you that had been a while ago. A fall in the winter had really knocked Emily 
for six and these days she rarely left the house. She spent her days sat in her favourite 
chair looking out over the garden.  Social services had come and moved her bed into the 
living room so she no longer had to worry about the stairs. 

Emily was content. True she had few visitors these days but her world was filled with the 
voices of those long gone. There was her grandfather, sitting next to the hearth. Emily, 
five years old breathing in the musty smell of smoke and sweat that rose from him. 
Listening to his tales of great shire horses and of his childhood growing up in a forgotten 
world where oxen still pulled the plough and men doffed their caps at the gentry.   And 
there was her father, sitting looking lost and broken holding the telegram that told him 
that John wouldn’t be coming home, the tears falling unheeded down his face.  Shouts 
from the garden made Emily turn and a smile spread across her face as she saw the boys. 
Always running, pushing each other over in the need to get to the house first; bursting 
through the door, brown as berries, scratches covering their arms and legs from the 
brambles; triumphant with their prize of rosy apples scrumped from Farmer Jones’s field.  

But there was one voice Emily never heard, one face she never saw; her mother’s.  Her 
father never spoke about her much. He said she always smelled of lavender and had a 
voice as soft as spring and hands that could sooth the most fractious of infants.    

One day in late September social services came. They told Emily she could no longer 
manage on her own. They said she needed special care. They said the home would be 
good for her. There was bingo and at Christmas a concert. They said she wouldn’t be 
lonely anymore sitting day after day on her own.   They didn’t seem to see the tears in 
Emily’s eyes, they didn’t seem to hear the words she spoke telling them that her life was 
here. They said they would be back the next day. 

When they had gone Emily sat staring unseeing, tears flowing down her face, a strange 
animal like groan coming from her throat. She could feel panic rising within her, she felt as 
if she was suffocating; her breathing was harsh and ragged. Then, softly at first, from the 
corner of the room Emily smelt the sweet smell of lavender, cool hands rested on her face 
and a voice as soft as spring whispered ‘Hush now Em. Everything is going to be fine my 
darling girl’.  

Social services didn’t need to take Emily to the care home and nearly the whole village 
turned out for her funeral. She had asked for a quotation she had heard, she didn’t know 
who by, to be written on her gravestone, so that in the years to come it might make 
people stop and pause. The words said ‘It is the ordinary things that make a life’. 

  



“Wonderful World” by Laura Meiklejohn – written in F5 

 

Jenny sat at the front desk, only looking up from her book when someone came to check something 

out. That only happened rarely which was sad, really, but she didn't mind because it meant that she 

could keep on top of paperwork and then continue to read. The hours ticked by in the musty silence 

of the library. This was where she stayed from 8:30 until 5:30 from Monday to Friday. 

 

 As this particular day was a Thursday, she was wearing a blue dress. At exactly five-thirty, she 

swept her long brown hair off her shoulders, packed away her books, locked up the library and left. 

It took exactly seven minutes to walk from the library to her favourite café where she went every 

afternoon for a black coffee and blueberry muffin, before walking a further four minutes back to her 

flat. She enjoyed sitting in the café. It was usually fairly quiet and she was able to sit at the window 

watching the world go by. Jenny saw beauty in the things that other people dismissed or found 

irritating. She enjoyed the heart-warming sight of two old friends meeting and talking in the street; 

their smiles of recognition, the eager exchange of news. Or she could laugh at the antics of a nervous 

sparrow trying to peck at a discarded chip on the pavement. At home, she would lie on the flat roof 

of the building where she lived when it was raining, giggling when a drop of water landed on her 

open eyes. The rain pattered around her like millions of tiny drums. Life was full of colour, movement, 

joy. It was at times like these that she had managed to convince herself that she liked to be alone. 

 

She was so deep in thought that she was oblivious to the murmers of the staff; "There she is again, 

just sitting there with that lost expression. She looks quite sad, today, don’t you think?" 

"She always does. Actually, she is weird, that's what I think. She's in here everyday. Same clothes 

too. Different each day but the same from week to week. Monday red, Tuesday green, I'm off on 

Wednesdays but here she is again - blue on Thursday. 

 

"Last week, someone offered to buy her a coffee and she just raised her eyes and muttered "No 

thanks". Then she walked off! You've got to admit that's strange." 

 

"Mm... She works at the library. My brother worked there for a while, but he left.  Said it was really 

boring.  Apparently she never talks to anyone there either. Not unless absolutely necessary. She 

just reads." 

 

They both shook their heads. "Strange girl. I wonder why she's like that." 

 

Jenny lived just beyond the city centre at the top of a tall old building overlooking a river. In the sun, 

the rays would bounce of the surface of the river and fill the whole living room with a dancing, 

shimmering golden light which reflected on the ceiling of the room and illuminated the glass cases 



filled with books. In winter, Jenny would switch on fairy lights that filled the room with a magical glow. 

And for Jenny, there was magic in that room: the magic of her books. She lived in strange and 

different worlds, when she read novels; in the lives of others, as she devoured their biographies and 

histories; in the music of poetry.  Books. Her only real friends.  And she didn’t mind.  Year after year 

she bought more and more books and so her friends accumulated. The forest of books grew up 

almost to the ceiling, all of them in perfect condition despite having been read repeatedly. A straight 

but narrow path ran through the middle of these books, running from the door to the hall which then 

branched off into the kitchen, bedroom and bathroom. However, it was the tiny sitting room that 

Jenny loved the most. It was where she could sit on the armchair in silence, broken only by the 

occasional sound from outside and, if she listened very carefully, she could just about hear the sound 

of the river. 

 

On that particular Thursday evening, after her visit to the coffee shop, Jenny decided to break with 

her usual custom go for a walk. It was late summer and such beautiful day. As she sat down on the 

grass, the sun began to tap at the horizon, colours bursting out and leaking through the whole sky. 

It was breath-taking. 

 

It was as she was lying there, on the grass with her eyes closed, that she heard them. Without 

meaning to, she listened to their hushed whispers and giggles. She opened one eye very slightly so 

that she could see beneath her lashes.  It was a young couple that she had noticed before in the 

coffee shop. They sat close together on the grass, their arms touching, whispering to each other. A 

kiss.  How lovely. But then she noticed the girl look slyly over her shoulder towards her.  She closed 

her eye quickly.  She heard the soft laughter then the girl spoke, low: 

 

"Look! That's her! What's she doing anyway? She's always by herself in the shop. Staring into space 

with that daft look on her face.  Wearing those sad old dresses all the time.” Her boyfriend gave an 

unpleasant laugh: "She does seem kind of weird, doesn't she?" 

 

Jenny felt compelled to lie there, seething with humiliation.  She could not get up and walk away, 

letting them know she had heard them.  Eventually, it began to rain and the couple got up and left.  

When she felt it was safe to do so, Jenny did the same. 

 

She trailed home. The rain fell, dripping down her cheeks. Or maybe they were tears. Nothing was 

really making sense to her now.  

 

Without realising it, she had arrived home. She entered the flat and sat on her armchair. The room 

didn't even look exceptionally mysterious now. It was just a room. In the same way that she was just 

alone. The rain was really falling now but Jenny didn't move. Instead, she stared out of the window. 



“The Partnership” by Rebecca Brown, (AH 2015) 
 

Some were destined for greatness. Others were doomed for the bleakness of failure. 

She was the latter. Head in the clouds, absurd, and quite frankly a waste of space. 

She was never to be seen in the school; training tirelessly, perfecting every last hoof beat, 

readying for the leap that could win or lose it all. She didn't know clean breeches, polished 

boots, and blue ribbons. Her world was one of wellingtons, jeans and jumpers. Of dirt on 

hands and straw caught in unruly hair. A world alien to those on their way to success. Those 

who truly mattered. 

"She's ruining that horse," the mutters would circulate as she plodded past. Past the arena. 

Past the jumps. Out to the dark woods or some shabby field. In merciless rain, or blissful 

sun, she rode. No matter how dismal the day or perfect the evening. No matter if she 

returned shivering with cold chilled to her very bones. She rode, wasting every particle of 

excellence in the magnificent beast she commanded. 

 

Early morning, even before bloody light stretched across the fields, she slogged with the 

stable hands, hauling hay here and there, carting manure and heaving wheelbarrows. She 

worked like a groom. A livery, who worked like a groom? It was unfathomable. Why rise 

early to cold and pain and dirt when all could be miraculously done for you with the simple 

exchange of paper? 

"She's broke," one of the other riders put it quite plainly. It made perfect sense. Why else 

would she not compete? She could not afford the trainer. She could not afford the entry fees. 

She could not afford nice tack or clothes or velvet helmets. How she ended up sharing a 

yard with the great and the good of the local horse-riding community, no one knew. 

 

Wasted talent. Both horse and rider. 

 

Whispers rippled down the line, but she turned a blind eye, a deaf ear, and a smile tugged at 

the corners of her mouth. Behind, the commotion of the prestige continued to unfold. Before 

her: the world. So many paths untrodden. So many fields ungalloped. Streams unswum, logs 

unjumped, hills unclimbed. Ears pricked, her horse nickered. She'd never heard that quiet 

burst of joy leave any of the other horses, the robots who ran in endless loops, occasionally 

taking flight over fences at bone crushing heights. She couldn't find anything to admire in 

silk coats soaked in sweat, or protruding veins or horses, beautiful horses, frothing at the 

mouth like a rabid beast. The riders yanked the animals around the place with horrific 

chunks of iron ripping at their mouths. They slammed their legs on the creature's sides and 

cracked the whip when petty mistakes were made. 'The Sport' they called it. She couldn't see 

the appeal. The whites of the horses eyes, widened with fear and adrenaline. How could the 

pain be worth a piece of blue fabric? 

 

The wood was a sanctuary. Far away from the competitiveness and the shouting, and the 

horses tripping over their own overworked legs. Her hack was like a voyage from Hell to 

Heaven. In the quiet, other than the odd dog walker, she listened to the soft thudding of her 

companion's hooves on the dusty ground. Her reins hung loose. Her feet dangled out of her 

stirrups. Her horse's neck stretched out, and ears flopped to the side - relaxed as she - only 

flicking back every few moments to listen for her cues. The canopy of leaves overhead 

drifted by in tones of green and yellow in those summer days, fading to beautiful oranges 

and reds, withering and dying, exposing bare branches that later gave way to beautiful 



blossom. Sun kissed the fields she flew through, warming her soul and that of her horse. Her 

partner. Creatures would dart around them as they picked their way through undiscovered 

thickets. They sloshed through glittering, tranquil streams and paused to linger in the lush 

grass, before making the dreaded journey home. Grass gave way to concrete, and wildlife to 

cars as the journey progressed, until once again fully exposed to the anxieties of the yard.  

To the glances and whispers. 

 

But no one ever expected the day when she would actually compete. No one expected the 

day she decided to put an end to the gossip, the day she sought to prove them all wrong. A 

chill lingered in the air as the sun cast its first glow over the hillsides. Her breaths came in 

shaky bursts, and her hands fidgeted nervously with her saddle. Her black show boots cut 

off the blood supply to her legs, the breeches itched and the jacket almost asphyxiated her. 

And they did this every week? Her horse shone; newly applied hoof oil glimmering and the 

sun catching neat braids. She was used to stares, but never before had she encountered so 

many. No one uttered a word to her, but she knew what they were thinking. "She's 

competing? Her?" 

 

A few hours later and she put a quaking foot in the stirrup, and watched the others fly round 

the course. Sweat, whips, shouting, the usual. They rode with reins shorter than she had ever 

thought possible, and anger so wild she felt a storm brew. 

 

And then –  

 

All eyes on her. 

 

Time slowed as she nudged her horse into the arena. She knew the course. She knew her 

horse. She trusted her horse. All would be fine. All would be fine. Every particle within her 

quivered with anticipation and dread. And she clicked her tongue, into canter they moved. 

With every stride, her confidence grew, becoming a torrent, a grin taking her over each 

fence. Her horse followed her cues, and she listened to her horse in turn. She barely used her 

reins. She barely used her legs. They worked as one, and cleared all but one jump. No pain, 

no fear, nor anger. Only ecstatic exhilaration. Mouths fell open and eyes grew wide when 

they landed the last fence, still calm and still collected. Their mouths fell even further and 

their eyes almost fell from their skulls when the pair claimed the first prize. 

 

Some would call it a one-off, some would call it bizarre, but she claimed the ultimate 

victory. No longer would she compete. She has shown them. Now perhaps they would learn. 

She returned to her blissful evening wanders and afternoon gallops, but she noticed she was 

less alone. More and more often, she would come across others on the hacks. Competitive 

peers, hacking. They asked her questions and smiled. They asked her opinions on how to 

improve their horsemanship. And she taught them. She saw a new dawn at that small livery 

yard. People working with their horses. And still competing, still winning, but in 

partnership, not dictatorship. 

 

 
  



- Reflections on Objects - 
 

 

“SON OF GAIA, BROTHER OF KRONOS:  

THE PEBBLE” by Susie McAdam, AH 2016 

 

 

I am 

Small and stubborn, 

Without use or purpose, 

The pebble 

you notice on your path and 

all you want to do is 

Kick as far as you can,  

Kick me  

into  

the gut- 

ter down,  

and hear 

 me -- 

Plop! 

I plummet into the depths below, 

You don't care. You walk on. 

 

But usually not even spared your notice, 

I am not fashioned by your carve, 

The Trevi Fountain or the Greek Parthenon, 

I am not by your arrangement, 

The Great Wall or Stonehenge, 

I am not touched by your hands, 

nor admired by your eyes,  

Thus, I am to be unworthy of your worth. 

 

Oh! If I were a pillar, 

Or the tip of a cairn on a wind-whipped mountain top, 



Or a statue of your thieving king, 

sitting proudly with protruding belly, 

Would you then honour me? 

 

Yet, when this day is done, 

And metal and fire reign from the skies once more, 

You will envy me as your 

soft flesh betrays your weakness, 

For I was forged in that fire  

alongside that metal that slashes your veins, 

Birthed by Gaia herself, 

The Titans are my brothers. 

 

Time, Fate and Death are your lords, 

But all three serve me, 

Time does not age me but corrects, 

Fate does not determine me but guides, 

Death cannot vanquish me,  

I am immortal. 

 

In the end, I am the sole legacy of kings, 

All giants must fall, as must all empires, 

But I will survive the next Hiroshima 

Even after your pyramids and cathedrals collapse, 

After your expiration I shall witness the cockroach coronation, 

The birth and death of many nations, 

And when you recede to rot and dust and fossil, 

And only a grave-stone shows you ever were, 

Then you will realise, 

I conquer all. 

 

You cannot wear me down, merely smooth and perfect me. 

 

 



Asked to select an image of shoes, F1 imagined a life (and owner) for those shoes.  
 

“These are the shoes” by Christina Kennedy , F1 
 
 
These are the shoes 
She strutted along in 
On catwalks 
Under lights and cameras 
Friends with Glitz and Glamour 
Click clicks  
Of a camera 
Shoots for magazines  
Interviews for the press 
Privacy invaded 
Unhappy mind 
These are the shoes  
She strutted along in 
Diets and photo shops 
But you can't hide everything 
 
These aren't the shoes 
She lies miserable in  
Remembering the past 
Forgetting the few happy memories  
After being told to go 
Not pretty and thin enough  
Left unemployed  
With no money or hope 
She had nothing to fall back on 
Left to deal with the consequences  
Then she remembers that 
These are shoes  
She strutted along in 
Learning her lesson too late: 
Personality not Pretty 
 
 

  



 “Shoes” by Jack Williams, F1 
 
 
These are the shoes  
Dad boxed in 
When he trained 
For hours, 
When he came  
Home late, 
When he left  
Home early, 
When he went  
To the final, 
When he won  
His title. 
These are the shoes 
Dad boxed in  
And I've kept them 
Safe. 
 
These are not the shoes 
Dad went to hospital in 
When he got  
Knocked out, 
When mum told 
Us to be brave, 
When he was put 
In a coma, 
When mum started 
To weep, 
When he missed 
Christmas and my birthday, 
When our family 
Was incomplete. 
These are not the shoes  
Dad went to hospital in, 
When he had his  
Last fight , 
But they are the shoes 
That remind me of him. 
 
 

 



 

- Dundee - 
 

 

“10th November 1669” by Katie Bonnyman, F3 

 

    My feet pound the rough dirt track, my breaths becoming more desperate with every 

step I take. The shouts of the mob calling out in the icy night chill me to the bone. "Witch, 

witch,  witch!” they call for my blood, "Devil's spawn! You'll burn in hell". I am no witch but 

the words still terrify me. I have to escape from these people who I call my friends, my 

neighbours, my family. Their betrayal hurts more than the blisters forming on my feet. I 

trusted my family more than the world and this is how they repay me? My dad, pitchfork in 

hand charging down Blackness Road, face contorted in anger. My ma, my own ma, joining 

in with the mob, believing that her own daughter was a witch based on rumours. I'm not a 

witch.  

 

    People will do anything to see a good burning these days. Elsie Johnston from 3 doors 

down was accused a few weeks ago just because she was a widow and ran a small 

apothecary business to help pay her rent. I've heard of different methods of witch trials 

from other burghs and none seem to be very pleasant. I've heard that up in Forfar, they 

sometimes tie a witch’s hands and feet and put her in the loch. If she comes up to breathe, 

then she is a witch and if she stays under and drowns, she is not a witch. Women are locked 

up in tollbooths and deprived of sleep until they confess or stabbed with a needle to find 

the witch's mark, which apparently is a mark given by the devil that does not bleed when 

pricked by a needle. This is a little depressing at the moment and I try and keep it out of 

my head but the images refuse to leave me alone.  

 

    Hours. Days. Years. I don't know how long I have been running, fleeing from these 

monsters who I thought I could trust. But I am almost spent. An endless sea of muddy 

grass stretches out in front of me. The flickering torchlight of the mob is getting closer 

and I can see my shadow dancing in front of me, taunting me to run faster. I think of my dear 



son Ed who's a sailor on voyage to Japan. If anything, I want to survive so that I can see 

his dear face again. I must push on, keep going that is the reason that I keep moving.  

 

   I do not know where my husband is, he did not come home from work today and this 

worries me as it is also a crime to be married to a witch. I think back to this evening when I 

was peeling the tatties for the broth when I heard the thudding of many pairs of feet 

coming along the road. "Grissell will burn!". Shouts and cries came up from the front door 

of the tenement. I looked out the window and saw what looked like the whole of Dundee 

on my doorstep. Many carried flaming torches, farming tools and butchers knives which 

are designed to terrify people. I was terrified all right. I grabbed a coat and ran down the 

stairs as fast as I could, my thoughts jumbling up. Why were they after me? Am I a bad 

person? This couldn't be about the time I didn't pay for my groceries when I was 18, could 

it? I own a black cat called Tommy. I meet with my old school friends on a Friday evening 

for drinks and cards. Do these people think I'm a witch? An icy shiver ran up down my 

spine, even though I was sweating with cold fear. I reached the back door of the tenement 

block and tore it open, sprinted through the garden and dived into the hedge. Why was I 

hiding? This was silly. I had to escape before I ended up dead. That was the harsh reality 

of it.  

 

    My mind jolts back to the present. I'm coming up to a wooded bit in the park and this 

could be my only hope. I bolt down the last hill and make it about a hundred paces into the 

forest before coming to a halt. I choose a large oak with a fork in the branches about half 

way up and started shimming up the trunk. I make it to the fork and try to disappear. I'm 

exhausted so I drift off.  

 

11th November 1669 

 

   My eyes snap open. Where am I? There is a horrible musty, damp smell and I'm in a small 

stone room. I raise my hand to itch my throbbing head but it gets halfway before it stops. 

I'm shackled to the wall. Footsteps approach. "Your trial is now Witch", he grunts.  

  



“Camellia” by Alex Denholm, F3 
 
  Dreams, I think, would always scare me half to death and back. Perhaps because once you had woken, 
it might, maybe, have been real all along. 
 
*** 
 
  It's cold, in January, and I'm walking swiftly along the treacherous, ice-plastered streets of Dundee - 
to reach the warm sanctuary of the jute-factory, where I work. My heart is heavy, and I feel the presence 
of my new found horror - grief.  
 
  Charlie made it to the age of three- surely, the worst time for sickness had passed, and he was freed 
the arms of the devil. Just out of reach, his fingers clawing. All of us huddling around the fire, just after 
Christmas-time, the coal bucket becoming lighter, slowly, and then - all at once - no more. Charlie 
Forster fell, unnoticed, into endless night. 
   
  I'm arriving, struck by the warm haven caused by sweat, and over-heated machinery. I am paid to crawl 
underneath the machines, releasing small pieces of material stuck in the looms. It's difficult, knowing 
just when to move, just in time before the mechanism snaps shut, just in time before your fingers crack. 
That sound, echoes from the walls and in sleep, bouncing off the walls of the silent, stone cold tenement 
where myself and my family live. The adrenaline is unrivalled, as it never gets old, not ever, not even at 
the grand age of fourteen. 
 
  *** 
 
  A sound, outside, sends me jerking awake. Dreams, I think, have found a way to reach me, to hold me 
prisoner in the dead of night and hold me, tighter than anyone I know. Charlie, I see, has scampered 
across to the bed where my mother and father are sleeping. I stand up to check, just to be sure, for if I 
don't, my nightmare is as good as the truth. 
 
  As I stand, my eyes fall on the small bottle of laudanum, a drug my mother gives us if we feel unwell, 
to lure us into an easy sleep. I measure what looks like the correct amount into a small glass that is kept 
beside the bottle. After swallowing the drug, I pour out more. 
 
  My brother lies sleeping, on the bed almost directly next to me. The light from the moon is reflecting 
off his pale forehead. I reach out, to hold his hand. It's cold, like his forehead, and I worry that he is 
not warm enough. Too still, too silent, too cold. I hear no heavy breathing, I feel no fast heartbeat 
against my hand - he does not dream. I'm asking myself why I cannot feel a heartbeat at all, why his 
skin is so cold, and so pale.  
 
  Now I'm screaming, so loudly I cannot describe, it's echoing, echoing from the walls, the window, I 
am surrounded and suffocating in my own pain. If I ever were to wonder, what it felt like to die, to feel 
life taken from you, with you being powerless to stop it - I would recall this moment, and know.  
 
  Charlie Forster, my brother, is dead. 
 
  *** 
 



  I'm underneath a machine, hearing the deafening noise from above, breathing in mounds of dust and 
coughing so much I can hardly breathe. I feel drowsy, as if I were tired, the same way I do when mother 
gives me laudanum to guide me into an easy sleep. And - yes - something is hurting, and I remember, 
how Charlie is dead. How exhausting it is to carry a heart of lead inside you that does nothing but cause 
insufferable pain. 
 
  And through my half-closed eyes I see material stuck on a loom above me, and I want to reach out, 
and grab it, and hold it in the palm of my hand for it is so pretty, such an interesting shape. But no, 
Camellia, I tell myself - I recall the machines snapping shut, so quickly, Camellia. Remember the sound, 
Camellia... 
 
  Yet everything is so heavy... 
 
*** 
   
    It was a tragic incident, the boy and the girl, those whom lived on Bell street. The girl was found on 
the bedroom floor, so I'm told. Doctors came, and so it was said the young boy died of cold, but no 
one could agree on the girl. Neither, am I saying, that anyone cared, or particularly wondered - the girl 
was dead. One young doctor proposed that her breath smelled like laudanum, so perhaps an overdose; 
a second believed that she had fatal head injuries, the kind of injuries that occurred to those children 
who worked in the jute factories. They were ignored, however - surely she died of the deathly January 
cold like the boy. But I wonder, as I do so frequently, if Camellia Forster did die of cold. Perhaps a 
broken heart. 
 
 
 
 
 

 

“The Tay Whale” by Hannah Alijani, F3 
 
 Waves roared against the stumps of the old Tay Rail Bridge, crashing out from the 
humpback whale rotating its body. I watched from afar as the smooth tail wings rose high 
into the air, causing the surrounding hunters' eyes to widen in anticipation. Slowly, yet with 
magnificent power, the whale lowered its tail and a torrent of small tsunamis tossed the 
hunting boats around. 
 
 Two days previously, the humpback had found its way into the Tay estuary, no doubt 
searching for the plentiful shoals of herring to be found further along. The whalers quickly 
caught wind of the huge sea mammal trespassing their waters. I saw their faces tighten and 
determination set in their eyes as they stood on Broughty Ferry beach, scouring the river 
to spot the whale. They wouldn't let the opportunity pass. Masses of whale oil produced 
from a carcass could be sold to the jute mills and would bring home a good sum. 
 
 At the crack of the next day's dawn, with the warm yellow sunlight seeming 
inappropriate for the men's intentions, hunters were already out on the river. I saw the sharp 
metal on the harpoons glint threateningly in the sun; they knew of the cruelty they would 
bring. I observed the hunters' struggles in relocating the whale. It seemed to have 
disappeared and on the still water there were no revealing ripples. For hours I watched the 



hunters paddle their boats around the Tay, for the wind was non-existent in their sails. It 
was a hopeful time; perhaps the whale had made its way back to safety in the sea.  
 
 Tired and hungry from the strenuous paddling, they eventually gave up when the 
light was too low to see the coastline. The men stomped away in frustration, but I knew 
they would not give up. The next day they would return. 
 
 I was there before the whalers the following morning and it was eerily quiet, the only 
audible sound being the soft lapping of waves against the shore. It didn't take long for the 
burly, wide chested men to arrive with endless lengths of ropes and piles of harpoons 
weighing them down in their arms. It was no longer peaceful. As the men stumbled aboard 
their little wooden boats, playfully shoving each other, a young boy ran up.  
 
 Eyes shining with excitement, he stopped to catch his breath and exclaimed: "I seen 
the whale! He was doon past Dundee centre. I seen him wi' me own eyes!" 
 
 In response to his words, the wind picked up and filled the sails of the fishing boats. 
The timing couldn't be better for the men and they cheered as their boats sailed further 
along the River Tay. Letting them disappear from my view, I made my way upriver. There 
were crowds of people at the edge of the river; children pushing forward, ducking through 
legs to get the best view across the water. 
  
The astounding creature was billowing amongst the waves. It was unknowing of the hunters 
gradually surrounding its heavy body, harpoons clenched in whitened fists. I observed in 
silence beside the hushed whispers from the audience.  
  

The first harpoon was thrown. I flinched. 
  

Shouts and grunts carried across the river from the men's boats while they furiously 
tossed harpoon after harpoon at the whale, each hitting home with a sickening slice. Cheers 
and shouts of encouragement were screamed back at them from the coastline, though the 
humpback was strong. Its powerful body thrashed in the water and almost overturned the 
flimsy sail boats, but as the minutes agonisingly passed, I realised that the whale was 
weakening. The tail no longer thumped against the rough surface and the delicate eyes were 
widening. 
 
 All too soon the humpback completely stilled. Tangles of rope held the mass in place 
and blood from the wedged harpoons seeped throughout the water, swirling amongst the 
waves and reaching out its ruby tendrils. Wave by wave, the men towed the whale to the 
coast until they had to leap out of their boats and pull the ropes by hand. The crowds heaved 
forward, much like a swarm of wasps, and latched onto the ropes. Together they 
triumphantly pulled and tugged the creature onto land. 
 
 It was a heart-wrenching scene to watch. The last thing I saw was the humpback's 
eye glisten slightly, glance towards the river then gradually shut one last time. Beached on 
land and surrounded by seemingly all of Dundee's people, the whale had given up. 
 
 I swam away from the scene and swished my own tail wings in the bloodied water, 
desperate to escape the trap that the River Tay was. I didn't want to be the whalers' next 
target. 



- Fiction -  
 

 
 

“Alice in Murderland” by Anna Kerr, F1 
 

 

Alice stood in between her parents, full of apprehension. She stared up at the brightly lit, red sign, it 

read; 'Wonderland Carnival'. The red glowing sun shone in the distance as the sweet smell of sugary 

doughnuts and candy floss drifted up her nostrils. Her father tied a blood red paper band around her 

wrist, which allowed her to go on all of the carnival rides. As they entered through the towering 

gates of the funfair, Alice glanced back behind her where the sign stood tall above her. 'Murderland' 

it flickered! Screams of enjoyment echoed in her ears as her body filled with dread and terror.  

 

Alice's engrossment of the carnival sign was interrupted by her dad tugging her hand towards the 

dodgems. The dodgem carts were old and dusty, their steering wheels were rusty and the breaks 

were stiff. At the entrance of the ride, an old, crippled man was checking the wristbands as people 

filed in, filling the old dodgem carts. Although she was having fun driving around the circuit, she 

felt that the crippled man was watching over her with his dark beady eyes.  

 

Next, Alice and her parents queued for the Waltzers. They walked into, what looked like a cave, 

and sat down in an empty cart. Alice's stomach started to churn. The ride began. The cart spun and 

spun, and so did Alice's head. She closed her eyes and her mind went black. She saw flashes of the 

'Murderland' sign and the crippled old man at the dodgems. She was beginning to feel uneasy or ill, 

she wasn't quite sure. The ride began to slow down and Alice was so grateful when it finally 

stopped as her head was still spinning and she felt nauseous. Seeing a toilet sign, Alice decided she 

needed to go to the bathroom. Wandering to the bathroom alone as she promised she'd meet her 

parents at the candy floss stand straight after.  

 

The still, black night loomed over the carnival and the moon shone down as if watching her every 

move. In the bathroom Alice breathed a sigh of relief. She entered one of the cubicles and as she 

closed the creaky door she noticed it was plastered with posters of circus clowns. Alice thought that 

the clowns' peering eyes could see right to the back of her mind and everything she was thinking. 

As she washed her hands over the sink, she looked into the dirty mirror, only to glimpse the back of 

someone with vivid, curly red hair slip through an exit door. Alice turned and followed.  

 

A gust of wind slammed the door behind her and Alice realised that she had taken the wrong exit. 

She turned to reach for the door handle, but there was none there. It was almost as if the door had 

never existed. The only way was forward, towards the darkness. Alice was aware that she was in a 

very strange place.  

 

The lonely darkness swallowed Alice up, as she squinted through her glasses to see what was lying 

in front of her. Finally the blackness ended as a glimpse of light appeared and she found herself in a 

mirror maze. Everywhere she looked, all she saw was her frightened self. Whilst looking deep into 

the mirror she caught a terrifying flash of the face that belonged to the vivid, red hair. The face was 

pale with a bright red nose. Gasping her breathe she spun around. Nobody was there, but a trail. A 

trail of red splatters.  

 

Alice's heartbeat quickened, and she began to panic. She ran forward, hoping to find an escape. 

Alice found her route out of the maze only to lead into, what looked like a clown house. The 

colourful floorboards squeaked and creaked as she walked. Alice dashed up the moving stairs and 



through the gloomy tunnel. The floor moved as the clown appeared in front of her. The face she 

almost recognised underneath the thick makeup. His eyes were dark, mysterious and threatening. 

His lips were painted red, with a deathly white face. Alice's knees weakened and she began to 

tremble. Her eyes were fixed into his.  

 

Suddenly, without warning, the floorboards split apart, leaving Alice to tumble down the gap. She 

shut her eyes. As she plunged into the darkness screaming, she heard the evil cackle of the clown 

above her. She landed on a slide, that spat her outside. Alice opened her eyes, and was surprised to 

find herself back in the busy, bustling funfair. She looked back up at the clown house, gasping for 

breath. Alice was so relieved to be back in the carnival and even more so when she saw her parents. 

She ran straight into the arms of her dad, and begged him to go home.  

 

As the family were walked through the exit gate of the 'Wonderland' carnival, she glanced back up 

at the red glowing sign.  A repair man was repainting the large 'W' with red paint. The man twisted 

his head around, to Alice's horror, she saw the face of the clown! A shiver ran down her spine.  
 

 
 
 
 
An Extract from “A Grim Fairytale” by Ailsa Millar, F2 
 
Once upon a time lived Aurelia Forest who lived a pleasant life. She had a nice house, a nice car 
and a nice job. But she wanted more. Her one bedroom apartment and her black corsa just weren't 
cutting it. She was confused, she thought this was all she wanted. As Aurelia looked in the mirror 
she sighed. Her blond hair and brown eyes nearly bored her to sleep. She had had enough. That 
night she hatched a plan. On a street nearby, in marvellous grand town houses which towered 
above the rest, where only the richest lived, a party was being thrown. Their host, Zenia Romano 
was downing a bottle of champagne, as if it were water and she'd just finished a marathon. 
 
So the next morning Aurelia set off to No. 12, Palace road, Chelsea, where outside perched like a 
bird of prey sat an orange Lamborghini. The street was lined with sports cars, still as guards 
protecting the palaces. Stealthily Aurelia crept into a house that only a child could dream up. The 
ornate marble staircase swept up the middle of the house like a beautiful ball gown swirling at 
Cinderella's ball. Pieces of art by Monet and Picasso adorned the cream walls and above 
chandeliers were suspended, like swans soaring in the air. The kitchen was bigger than her 
apartment and had more than one cooker. On the island, waiting for its consumer, was a plate with 
quail eggs Benedict and a champagne flute with Bucks Fizz soon to become Aurelia's cauldron of 
success. She added the sleeping pill and watched it dissolve as her own life would dissolve into 
Zenia Romano's.  
 
Once Zenia was safely locked in a cupboard she took a deep breath. This house was all hers. She 
bounced on the king sized bed and played with any remote control she could find, eagerly pressing 
all the buttons spinning her head round and round trying to get a glimpse of another hidden 
treasure. When all was done she opened many cupboards and fridges to find ingredients to make 
herself a bowl of porridge and wondered what her day would be like. She skipped up the grand 
staircase and found herself in a whole room devoted to clothes. She found a navy skirt and white 
blouse and a pair of black shoes with a red sole that she thought very odd. When leaving the 
house she smiled and thought, 'this is the life.' 
 
Strutting into work, people quivered in her wake. She was going to make some important decisions 
today, decisions that surmounted to more than what would be for that night’s dinner. Today she 
was Zenia Romano and no one was going to tell her what to do.  She had her usual eleven o'clock 
coffee, shouted a few people down, improved the economy and at 5 o'clock on Friday night she 
went out to party. Partying was what she was best at. She went to the highest profile clubs and 



talked to the richest people in London. She was horrified when a commoner, like she used to be, 
entered the bar and stole her date away - how could this happen to Zenia Romano? She stormed 
out leaving behind her blood red cloak. 
 
The next morning Aurelia awoke amongst a bundle of duvets and what must have been 10 pillows. 
She didn't remember last night at all, so had forgotten all about the girl who stole her date. As she 
took stroll in the park it occurred to her that no one looked or acknowledged her. No one seemed to 
want to talk to Zenia. All her conversations were short, no one wanted to be within 100 metres of 
her as if she were a bomb on the edge of exploding. She hurried home trying to shake off all the 
dirty looks she was getting like the raindrops off her umbrella. Sulking in her bed binge watching 
TV series, she had had enough. She switched it off and looked at her reflection, glaring back was a 
monster, not the loving and kind person she left behind only 24 hours ago. She was a witch. Even 
though she hated who she was she wasn't going to leave without a bang. She planned the biggest 
party and invited everyone she knew. She danced and drank like it was her last night of her life and 
for Aurelia, who was leaving Zenia Romano's life behind, it was.  
 

The next morning Aurelia tidied everything back to the way it was and wrote Zenia a letter stating 

that she had a lovely house but she needed to sort out her life, reconnect with the family and 

friends she had lost over the years. She told her that no one wanted to talk to her when she was 

living Zenia's life. 

 

… 

 

Back at home where she really belonged she hoped that the people from which she briefly stole 
their lives do something. Use this opportunity to change their lives for the better. Aurelia had tried 
her best but to no avail. They kept on living their lives the way they were. As for poor Aurelia 
Forest, she spent the rest of her life in prison for stealing lives that weren't hers. Well, what do you 
expect, after all this isn't a fairytale? Well maybe a Grim one! 
 

 
 

 

“Bloodied Gold” by Ivan Kapelyukh, F5 
 

 

The sky was a pale, morning blue decorated with occasional wispy clouds through which the generous 

morning sun cast its lively rays. They animated the calm waters, turning the deep blue sea's surface into a 

dancing, glimmering, golden cascade. Seagulls skimmed the salty sea foam, their distant cries barely 

audible over the lulling, regular creaking of the ship. 

 

Sunlight did little to brighten Francis' mind. Ever-present, furious heat beat down upon his scarred skin. 

He gazed at the open sea, not the endless realm of freedom for which he yearned as a destitute child, 

but the walls of his wooden prison. The deck boards squeaked under the arrogant boots of the captain, 

each sound an irritating reminder that his stubborn rival remained in command. The seagulls, the perfect 

sky, the golden sun were all so blissfully indifferent to his frustration and his deep desires. 

 

His thoughts were consumed by the map. The Map. His map, his prize. The parchment and ink a 

prophet that would lead the crew to the riches of the promised land. His legendary magnum opus, the 



crown jewel of his brave service as first mate under the Jolly Roger, taken from him, commandeered by 

the incompetent coward who dared to call himself Francis' captain. The map, the ship, his great dreams 

and fearless ambitions should all belong to Francis. 

 

As he brooded, the seagull cries died down. The clouds twisted and amassed themselves into a growing, 

threatening darkness, blanketing the ship in shadow, making the waters seem rougher, deeper. The 

gentle breeze was gone, replaced by a violent wind that disturbed the sea to its very depths, summoning 

an army of hungry waves that crashed against the old wooden hull. 

 

The crew stirred, their atmosphere of merry celebration shattered. Panicked faces scrambled without 

direction around the swaying rigging and the deck, the wood slippery from the torrents pouring down 

from the dark heavens and the monstrous waves assailing the ship. Terror gripped Francis' heart and he 

held on tightly to the mainmast, even as he saw the wall of water that rose over the deck, a towering 

behemoth ready to sweep the crew overboard. He closed his eyes just as the water engulfed him, tearing 

him from the mast and smashing him against the very edge of the deck, knocking the breath from his lungs. 

 

Stimulated by the realisation that he was still alive, Francis pulled himself off the drenched wood, leaning 

on the side-boards of the ship, his heart racing. He jumped when he heard a cry coming from over the 

side of the deck. As he leaned over to face the bottomless depths, he almost gasped in shock: hands 

clawing at a wooden ledge, boots dangling wildly over the waves, screaming face pale with sheer terror, 

the captain was barely hanging on to the deck, pleading for Francis to help him back on to the ship. 

 

Francis instinctively leaned over to stretch out his hand to his old comrade. Yet something stirred in the 

mind of Francis, an idea given life by a scroll in a lantern-lit cabin. An idea so dark, an idea so hideous 

that he was shocked at himself for even daring to entertain the thought. 

 

Francis, nevertheless, hesitated. He hesitated a second too long. The look of relief on the captain’s 

face after seeing his first mate wavered, a shadow of doubt growing quickly. Within Francis’ reach was 

not a crewmate who needed saving, but an opportunity. From before he first left the shore, Francis had 

been ambitious. He never lusted for the mountains of gold, the power, having the name that would only 

ever be whispered after a fearful glance around the tavern - he yearned only for the freedom to pursue 

the opportunities that fate dealt him. And now the barrier to fulfilling his dreams was not the incompetent 

fool hanging from a ledge at his feet but his own conscience. Weakness. So he smothered it; drowned it 

in his ambition, steeling his mind and soul, a wolf savouring the fear in the eyes of the prey before him. 

 

He reached out his hand, and with steady strength quickly pried the captain's fingers away from the 

wood. He fell: his face pure horror; his haunting cries damning Francis to hell swept away with the wind as 

he was swallowed up by the roaring, ravenous waters. 

 

Francis stared into the depths, his strength sapped from him, aghast. His hands, though brave veterans 

of dangerous battles on the high seas, were now shaking uncontrollably. His troubled mind a torn, 

tangled web; betrayed and shocked by the cruel ruthlessness of its instruments yet consumed by a 



growing infestation of morbid excitement at the door of opportunity that he unlocked, through whose 

keyhole he could before but peek and see himself, a pirate captain whose name alone drives an icicle of 

fear into the hearts of sailors, illuminated by glowing, glistening mountains of gold and precious jewels. 

Having shed his chains overboard, Francis was free to lead the crew in pursuit of the buried treasure. 

He, and he alone had the courage to fulfil this dream; and now, the fabled map, kept by the captain in his 

cabin, was in his grasp. 

 

The map called out to him. Francis made his way across the swaying deck with purposeful strides 

towards the dead man’s cabin, his troubled mind fixated on the objective. A shiver shook him to the spine 

as he thought he heard a distant voice cry out to him but he concluded that it was the howl of the wind, a 

remnant of the dying storm outside. 

 

Entering the cabin, Francis was stunned by the stark contrast with the storm outside. A fireplace 

crackled and burned, drying him from the merciless wind and waves but making his collar seem tighter, 

stiffer. Oil lanterns lit up the ornaments and velvet furniture with a dim, flickering light, casting long, 

ghostly shadows over the walls. On a desk, surrounded by other documents and seafaring instruments 

lay the map, the key to Francis' ambitions. Lit by the gentle flicker of candles and lanterns, the ink stood 

out from the parchment forming symbols, shapes, names scribbled down by a dying buccaneer on an 

island of beaches awash with blood. Francis walked slowly, reverently towards the relic and gently 

stroked the parchment, flattening a crease. 

 

Footsteps. He froze, his heart pounding loudly against his ribs. He would normally be pleased to see 

Jack, a loyal friend since childhood. Yet a dark dawn of realisation shook Francis' mind to its core. Did 

Jack see? Could he know? Did he know? Jack had fought side by side with Francis through every 

triumph, every sorrow. Furthering Francis' ambitions. And now, this man was a loose thread, a lit fuse, a 

threat to Francis' future. He smiled at his friend, returning a greeting but screaming behind the mask. His 

trembling hand on his cold dagger, looking for an opening to strike. Jack's eyes seemed innocent, free 

from any hints of suspicion or caution, but he could not take the risk. The eyes looked away. Francis 

pounced. 

 

With surprise on his side, Francis easily overwhelmed his opponent, his friend, now lying lifeless against 

the desk. Motionless, yet Francis could not hear the silence. A soft murmur, a distant voice called his 

name. Murderer. He looked around, searching for the source. The wind outside, the hissing fire, a far-

off clinking of golden coins. Traitor. Francis backed down, clutching his face in his blood-coated hands. 

The shadows on the walls twisted and formed figures, faces, contorted, tortured, haunting. Francis cried 

out with broken madness and looked pleadingly at the map for which he fought with cutlass and dagger. 

The ink gone, parchment soaked in blood. 

 

Ruined. 
  

  



- Competition section-  
 

The pieces in this section have all gained success in departmental, local or national writing 

competitions.  

 

 

 “On the Gravestone of Paris: The Profile Picture Phenomenon” by Ciara 

Mitchell, AH 2016 

 

- Highly Commended in the Scottish Schools’ Young Writer of the Year 

competition 

 
Friday the 13th has always been cursed. But it was on Friday the 13th November in 
2015 that true tragedy engulfed the world, as the tide of terror which towered and 
crashed over Paris condemned 132 innocent civilians to a gruesome end at the 
hand of Islamic State. This is a body who seek not only to wipe out individual lives, 
but to destroy an entire culture enshrined in the promise of liberty and equality, and 
plague it with extremism and intolerance. Once again they have reminded us of the 
evil which clings to our outer defences and slides insidiously amongst us. Perhaps 
the most visual reminder of this atrocity was the way in which the spilt blood not 
only poured over the streets of France, but transcended the boundary between the 
physical and the virtual; as flurries of red, white and blue appeared almost 
instantaneously across our social media newsfeeds. The despair and desolation 
which was embodied in the filters of the French flags sat opaquely on top of our 
holiday snaps; our sunny, bikini-clad poses pouting out from beneath them. To 
have such a powerful symbol of unity and respect papered over something so trivial 
as a photoshopped selfie, not only confronts us with a somewhat superficial 
perception of the grievance that the world is facing, but poses a heated debate over 
both the effectiveness and legitimacy of this as a statement of solidarity. The 
victim's lives may be vanished, their identities and hopes destroyed; but hey, look 
for the silver lining. Facebook has gotten a lot more colourful this weekend as 
fleeting flashes of red, white and blue are juxtaposed against our happy, smiling 
faces. 
 
Perhaps the most obvious and striking problem with the profile picture phenomenon 
as a means of expressing grief is the western-centric nature of it. It does not detract 
any significance from the Parisian tragedy to point out that across the rest of the 
world, Islamic State systematically slaughter entire communities on a daily basis, 
and this consistently draws a lot less outrage than when attacks happen in the 
West. The evil which manifested itself into butchery and murder in the Bataclan 
theatre and Stade de France does so in Lebanon, Syria, Iraq, Libya - the list goes 
on. No one changed their profile picture when IS beheaded those adolescent 
Christian girls who refused to marry Jihadists, or when they sold 3,500 women into 
sex slavery, or when they buried Iraqi children alive. The reason these crimes gain 
less media hype is largely because as a society we have become desensitised and 
detached from their occurrence, to the extent that, however saddened we may be 
at the news, we are no longer shocked at woeful tales of death, destruction and 



destabilisation in conflict-infested areas of the Middle East. The Paris attacks 
affected us because they challenged the very core of our complacency, proved that 
protection by Western governments isn't sufficient to ensure our safety, and inflated 
the emotional impact by driving the threat of tragedy closer to home. It's 
understandable that our reaction to the Parisian attack is so much larger than other 
ones, but this does not mean that the French flag should continue to become a 
symbol for the fear and outrage we are gripped by. We should not sink into 
ignorance of the fact that the very nature of a single flag for a global response 
demonstrates only concern for the lives lost by the citizens privileged enough to live 
under it. This drowns out the very humanity we are trying to display by prioritising  
the lives of predominantly white Europeans over those in far-off corners of the world 
who live in worse fear than any European ever will. Perpetuating this dangerous 
narrative resonates with the very essence of the intolerance and prejudice we are 
trying so violently to combat. All lives should matter equally, which is why the 
French flag is such an ineffective symbol for global grief. 
 
Not only does the French flag fail to embody the way in which the ramifications of 
this violent cataclysm reach over arbitrary national borders, it also fuels harmful 
narratives inside France. When posting the red, white and blue stripes, we are not 
really reaching out to the nation as one homogenous entity; but rather to the 
specific victims of this monstrous act who happened to live there. Mischaracterising 
this as a crime against a nation as opposed to against individual citizens risks 
strengthening feelings of nationalism which, by their very nature, are 
counterproductive to our aims. Given that in response to the attack, violence and 
hate crimes against Muslims have already rocketed along with the growth of the far 
right, legitimising nationalist imagery and rhetoric renders these groups much more 
vulnerable. After all, nationalism is one of deep-rooted reasons for Islamophobia 
being such a stark and dangerous issue in contemporary French culture. For many, 
the French flag is dipped in blood, embodying outdated ideology and culture from 
the eighteenth century. It can falsely represent a society to the exclusion of minority 
communities within it, who are alienated by unfair associations to extremist groups 
which hijack and distort their belief system. That our reaction to this tragedy has 
translated into flippant, insincere Facebook responses which will pass fleetingly as 
soon as the filters disappears, represents an incongruous, inappropriate, insulting 
display. It would take a mere two seconds to change my profile picture, and yet in 
those two seconds, children would be crucified, journalists decapitated, women 
tortured. An inclusive and stable symbol of solidarity, which doesn't hold 
connotations of a nationalist identity or allow greedy corporations to capitalise on 
humanitarian atrocities, would be far more conducive to the creation of a cohesive 
and tolerant society. Only this unified force, which views national identity as 
irrelevant to your status as a victim, will be powerful enough to stand strong in the 
face of a threat as destructive as IS. 
 
Friday the 13th has always been cursed. But when the curse is man-made and 
seemingly impossible to extinguish, it will take more than a new profile picture to 
make things right.  
 

 



“Equality” by Emily Baxter, F2 

- Finalist in Radio 2’s 500 words competition  

“This is an outrage!" yelled Esme Davison across the grand hall of Oxford University, ceiling lined with 

wooden beams and walls, covered with old paintings. The measly janitor, George, stood before the red-

headed, fierce, strong-minded head of the University's Student Council. "He found it appropriate to dress 

up as a woman, hiding at the back of lectures and classes! We may have had the vote for 100 years but 

it's only in the last 10 that we have broken through the glass ceiling and put men in their proper place", 

exclaimed Esme, "It's time everyone understands that men are made to work FOR women, not WITH 

them!" 

Esme rose up from her chair, shrieking like an angry cat as it slid back on the vanished, wooden floor. 

She turned around marching off to the principal's office. 

Her strong fist thumped hard and fast on the principal's door and without waiting, strutted in. "Lady Adams 

can't see you for at least an hour", stated Mr Price, the secretary. "Ok, I'll wait!" 

Esme was agitated and couldn't sit still. Pacing back and forward, flicking through magazines, twiddling 

her thumbs. 

While waiting she noticed an old door, partly open. Esme decided to have a sneaky look inside, she'd 

always been a noisy parker. The door creaked as she stepped inside. It was dusty and uncared for, a 

small bit of light entering the room from a small window on the back wall. 

Esme slowly walked to the back where she found two big boxes stacked on one another. The top one 

was labelled 'Esme Davison'. No notice was taken there - she knew it was her. The bottom one however 

was labelled 'Emily Davison'. "Who's this?" She thought, "Not many people spell their name like that..." 

She opened the box to find an aged, crumpled photograph of a woman. Esme recognised this woman, it 

was the same photograph that sat on her gran's mantlepiece. 

"Who is she?" Esme searched further to find sashes that read 'Votes for Woman' and a diary with the 

name Emily Davison on the front. Esme's eyes were immediately drawn to the last entry, 3rd June 1913. 

It read, "Tomorrow we go to Epsom and show the King, just how much women's rights mean to us! All 

people should be equal, no one should be told they're weak or inferior- Deeds not Words." 

A cough. Esme turned around to see Lady Adams. "Why didn't she get a degree, she clearly came to 

Oxford?" asked Esme. 

"In those days women didn't have the right to get degrees, no matter how clever. Is this how we see our 

future? Maybe you should rethink your dissertation... Oh, and she was your great-grandmother." Lady 

Adams turned, and walked away. 

Esme sat in the library, needing time to think. 

She began to write- "Everyone is equal, we must fight for equality for all. Man, woman, black, white, gay, 

straight, Muslim or Christian. Deeds not words... 

  



“The Lost Life of Nathaniel E. Grant” by Ethan McColgan, F1 

 

- Old Boy’s Prize for Creative Writing in F1-3  

- Runner up in the University of Aberdeen Flash Fiction Competition  
 
 
On a sunny afternoon in 1861, Nathaniel E. Grant strolled home from his office with a 
contented smile on his face. He was a tall, handsome man. Nathaniel had become a man 
of high esteem, a powerful and influential banker, who due to his affluent family and 
banking success, was somewhat of a celebrity within his hometown of Pennsylvania.  His 
adoring wife, Abigail, greeted him, as she always did, with a loving hug and a kiss. They 
had been married for eight happy years now and their love for each other was abundant. 
Pennsylvania was economically thriving, and had a vibrant and neighbourly community.  
Nathaniel's life was close enough to perfect, but very soon that was going to change. 
 
On April 12th 1861, the American Civil war broke out following unrest in the Confederate 

“slave” states.  Nathaniel's two older brothers were esteemed generals in the Union Army 

and this inspired him to join, for he abhorred slavery and wanted to save the Union. 
Nathaniel, along with a small group of friends, left their wives and amicable town to join the 
horrors of war.   
 
In only their first battle, two of Nathaniel's friends tragically lost their lives. Nathaniel was 
plagued by nightmares that constantly replayed the bullets piercing through their skin. The 
vision of bloodshed and the cries of the dying haunted him. Letters were his only 
communication with his beloved Abigail, and he wrote many of these, describing the death 
and devastation of the war. He missed his wife dearly and longed for the day that he could 
hold her in his arms again. But the war raged on. With every fierce and gruesome battle 
that followed, Nathaniel witnessed more bloodshed and the lives of his friends being taken 
prematurely. Almost three years after leaving behind the serendipity of his life in 
Pennsylvania, Nathaniel fought his last conflict. This was to be the most bloody battle of 
the whole war. Nathaniel shot mercilessly at the Confederates. For these men had taken 
his friends lives and almost his own will to live.  It was only his desire to be reunited with 
Abigail that kept him alive. The Confederates were weakening. The Union army advanced. 
Suddenly a grenade was thrown. Nathaniel acted quickly and bravely. He jumped into the 
grenade's path, heroically saving another soldier's life. But Nathaniel was gravely injured. 
He blacked out with pain. 
 
As Nathaniel lay in his hospital bed, weak and tired, it was then that the war had its most 
devastating effect on him. The dreadful news was broken that the Confederates had 
sieged his hometown, burning it and killing everyone. 
 
Nathaniel returned home but Abigail was gone. He had lost everything. Nathaniel was 
heart- broken, demoralised, and full of sorrow.  He had returned from the abomination of 
war and was greeted by a pain ten times worse.  
 
Years on from the war, the town had reconstructed to what it was before. Content and 
thriving.  All except for one man, Nathaniel E. Grant. He rarely spoke to anyone and 
everyday he revisited the site where his house once stood, and thought about his beloved 
Abigail and life before the war.  Ironically, America was now "The Land of The Free" but 
Nathaniel E. Grant was trapped in the past, enslaved by his memories. 
  



“Behind You” by Jenny Shang, F1 
 

- Runner up in the University of Aberdeen Flash Fiction Competition  

 
The darkness engulfed her like a blanket as she walked along the icy road.  The tall trees seemed to 

grow closer and closer for every step she took closer to the edge.  She kept on walking until she 

reached the edge of the park, as she opened the old, rusty gate she heard mumbling.  She looked 

around her but there was no one to be seen in the desolate park so she progressed.  The park had 

been abandoned for years since there was an accident where the centre of the park had collapsed 

and a group of children had also fallen, along with everything else into the endless abyss.  Many 

stories evolved around the accident and some said that every year, there was a day that the children 

crawled up the edge of the pit and roamed the park until sunlight.  But no one believed that story 

anymore.   

 

Emilia had walked along this path many times before, even though on one believed the stories 

anymore, they tended to avoid this area of town anyway so she could always rely on this area to be 

isolated.  Every day she came to this park to reflect on each day of her life.  While her thoughts 

roamed her head, an eerie coldness had settled across the park.  The birds stopped singing and even 

the rats scurried into their cramped, dirt homes.  The wind picked up and sent the leaves dancing 

across the path. 

 

Emilia suddenly became aware of the situation and moved to gather her things together but as she 

reached for her phone she realised that it wasn’t there anymore.  She started pacing around the park, 

eyes focused on the ground as her mind began to grow increasingly panicked by the second.  She 

finally found it and as she picked it up she saw a reflection of something in the distance.  Emilia 

quickly turned round to face nothing but an empty space.   

 

 As the weather continued to turn stormier and the clouds grew darker she went to the small cabin at 

the side of the park for shelter.  The cabin was damp and the wallpaper was falling apart due to 

years of harsh weather and wind.  She tried to get some sleep and eventually fell into a restless and 

fitful slumber.  When she awoke again the weather had calmed and the stars shone from the deep, 

dark blanket of oblivion above.  She pulled the small, tattered blanket up to her face and looked out 

of the dirty window, she could make out the figure of a small child walking towards it.  As the child 

came closer to the window, Emilia could start to make out the child’s face.   Its clothes were shaggy 

and torn, dripping with water with each step it took.   Its hollow face stared at her, a supernatural 

glow emitting from the space where its eyes should be but instead there was only a dark empty 

space.  To her horror, more and more children started to gather around the first one, all of them 

having the same face, drained of emotion and all of wearing the same torn rag covering their bodies.  

She heard the drip, drip, drip noise advancing towards her but that wasn’t right.  They were outside 

and she was inside.   She shouldn’t be able to hear that.   Dread filled her soul as she slowly turned 

around and face the group of children behind her.   It was a reflection. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
  



“The Silence” by Sandy Adamson, F5 

- Block Prize for Creative writing in F4-6 
 

The silence rumbled and echoed around the helmet creating a cold symphony of nothingness. The 
universe spun infinitely before him, stretching on further than the mind could comprehend, 
terrifying, yet strangely magnetic, pulling him in. He clenched his hand, holding to the chord that 
was attached to the hull, just to make sure he was still there. He was.  
 
Slowly the vast expanse of space loosened its grip on him and let him slip back into reality, placing 
him gently back on the side of the ship. He looked down. One hand gripped the chord attached to 
the hull and in the other was a welding tool, with a small blue flame burning at the tip of the 
implement. An open panel in front of him showed him a maze of wires and circuit boards entangled 
together, like a complex patchwork crafted by a mad artist.  He swallowed and moved his face 
muscles to stretch feeling into them. He placed the tool to the board and with mechanical precision 
he sliced down; like a surgeon, operating on an colossal beast. He placed his hand on the circuit 
board and pulled, revealing a bundle of black wires, burnt and sparking sporadically; the source of 
the problems. 
 
Back in the airlock air hissed like the ship itself was letting out defeated sigh. Around him sound 
slowly returned to his ears. His eyes passively gazed at the blank LED until it flashed green. A 
robotic voice echoed around the metal chamber. It didn't matter what it had said. He knew what it 
meant. A series of pulls and button presses later the helmet made a satisfying click and wheeze of 
air escaped from the gap in the seals. He removed it from his head and placed it in the container 
beside the spares that were there but never needed. The suit came off next. It felt like peeling off 
wet clothes, heavy, and feeling as if he was removing a part of himself. The suit was off but it still 
felt like he was wearing it. 
 
The beast hummed in delight of being well again. Metal footsteps bounced off the corridor walls in 
a rhythmic beat, creating the dull soundtrack of life on the ship. The lights reflected the walls as he 
paced his way towards the mess hall. The room had two tables to fit 10 people around each. It felt 
eerily empty as he stepped into it. Sounds bounced off the hard walls without stopping. He sat 
down with his plate of food where the steam rose up and clouded his tired eyes while he picked at 
it unenthusiastically. Even after 5 hours of working in the suit he still had no appetite, so after 
shifting the food from one side of the plate to the other he gave up. As he stood up the chair 
scraped against the floor, creating a break in the peaceful hum of the ship, bouncing the harsh 
sound around the room.  
 
He navigated his way through the corridors and passages, making his way to the cockpit. He 
passed door after door, each one closed. The roof was close to his head and the walls almost 
touching his shoulders, even though he himself was not particularly tall. He saw one door coming 
up. He would not go in. He would not go in. He would walk past the door.  
 
He stopped outside the door and faced it. The ship was warm but standing outside it gave off a 
chill. The coldness blew softly around him, and with the utmost gentleness moved his hair. It lay its 
hands on his shoulders and started to guide him into the room. With a sudden movement he 
turned, angrily pushing off the cold's persuasive touch, and stormed off in his original direction.  
 
The cockpit lay on the extremity of the ship, and, as he climbed the ladder, he felt more and more 
weightless. Each rung of the ladder he climbed he grew lighter and lighter until he reached the 
cockpit, where he was suspended in the air. He pushed off the ladder and drifted slowly towards 
the commander's seat. He positioned himself into the seat with one hand grasping the handle so 
he would not float into the wrong direction. After a moment of awkward struggling the straps finally 
holding him were in place, his feet were in the foot-well and his headset was pressed against his 
ear with the microphone brushing lightly against his bottom lip. He just sat in wonderment, as he 
often did at the awesome scene at the window. The complete emptiness. The lack of anything for 
thousands of miles at a time. Just him. Only him. 
 



In the cockpit the comforting hum of the ship was reduced to a whisper and only when focused on 
would be audible over the silence. He searched for it, the hum, the thing that provided familiarity in 
a place where familiarity was scarce.  
 
He couldn't find it. The silence had swallowed it up. He lifted a heavy hand and tuned the dial on 
the console. As he did so the static crescendoed to a light buzz in his ear. He listened to it. The 
crackle and pops of the sound waves sounded like intonation of a human voice. Someone 
whispering into his ear. He didn't want to listen, but he kept the headset on and the whispering 
continued. He closed his eyes. It was right. He needed to face the room. 
 
He started his descent of the ladder. Even as his weight returned and his senses were being 
grounded back into reality, he felt more detached from himself than ever. He was a puppet, with a 
puppeteer guiding each step, each heart beat, each thought. The door was in front of him again. 
The cold remained and watched. It knew it needed to do nothing.  
 
He pressed the centre of the door where it clicked and slid open. The room had a ice-blue hue and 
was lined with human sized pods each with a small window. In each window was a face, eyes 
peacefully closed and face completely relaxed. 20 pods were in the room in total, all closed apart 
from one. He walked to the first pod and looked at the face that was in the pane. The eyelashes 
and hair looked as if they had recently been out in snow fall, patches of ice covered the face. He 
wiped the condensation to clear the glass. He looked at the face.  
 
He had needed to do it. You would too. You would have done the same if supplies were that low, 

supplies like oxygen were too precious to spare. The decision was almost impossible, almost – but 

not quite. 
 
A choked sobbing echoed around the silent chamber. It took him a second to realise it was him. 
Although it could be only him. There was no one else to break the human silence that had been 
cast over the ship. With one hand on the wall he slid down to the floor, covering his face with his 
hands, the sobbing echoing around the silent chamber.  



“Our World is Beautiful?” by Hannah Alijani, F3 
 

- Second place in District Rotary Club Our World is Beautiful Competition  

 

The world is not beautiful. Beauty means to be admirable, have attractive qualities and show 

kindness. So how can Earth be beautiful when drowned Syrian children are washed up on beaches? 

No matter how mesmerising Mother Nature seems with her shimmering sandy beaches and golden 

sunsets, there is no beauty in a drowned toddler, or in the terrified faces of humans fleeing war.  

The fighting in Syria is not beautiful. Starting in 2011, the civil war has raged ever since the shooting 

of multiple teenagers who were attempting to express their views. Syria is not a democracy. The 

president was not voted in. The people of Syria do not have a voice. Is this fair? Rebels, fuelled by 

the open fire on these teenagers, rose up to fight against the President Bashar al-Assad. Syria only 

became uglier when the terrorist group, IS, capitalised the chaos of conflict and invaded. The country 

is now a mass of gunshots and bombs, killing 320,000 people and destroying the once beautiful 

country. Humanity has vanished. What would you do in this hopeless situation? 

 The living conditions in war are not beautiful. Within Syria alone, 6.6 million people have been 

displaced, having had no choice but to escape their bomb shattered homes. All parties in the war 

have been accused, by the UN commission of inquiry, of using civilian suffering as a method of war. 

This is in no way acceptable. How can humans force other humans to suffer? Just to worsen the 

suffering, the healthcare and education systems are fragmented like shards of glass, shattering the 

Syrian economy. There are 13.5 million Syrians now desperate for humanitarian assistance. But it 

is not being provided.  

The lives of refugees are not beautiful. Can you imagine having to leave your homeland and face 

the fear of the unknown? It is shocking that boarding a flimsy dinghy to cross treacherous waters, 

with a three year old and a five year old, is safer than staying on land. This was what happened to 

the little boy, Aylan Kurdi, who was found face down on the sand of a Turkish beach. Cold and alone. 

Although viral images of the dead toddler encouraged European leaders to speak out on how they 

would help, just one month later, over seventy more children died attempting the exact same 

crossing as Aylan. Such numbers seem awful, but numbers on a page should not signify the lives of 

humans. Lives that were wasted. The little boy's family were just four of the 4.3 million Syrian 

refugees who are scattered across foreign lands. A crisis like this cannot be ignored.  

The fighting in Syria, the living conditions in war and the lives of fleeing refugees are shocking. 

Beauty is not possible when such suffering goes on in the world. Syrians did not ask for their country 

to be war ridden, yet are forced to live with the fighting, their homes being destroyed and their lives 

put at risk. The world is not beautiful.  

 

 

  



“Our World” by Alex Denholm, F3 
 

- Third place in District Rotary Club Our World is Beautiful Competition  

 
Is ugliness, like the darkness 
found in deserted settlements, hunger, 
disease-struck villages, flooded 
Towns that are now water 
that run through my fingers 
like these words I write. Loneliness, 
pure 
Hatred we feel upon ourselves, 
That makes us hurt 
ourselves deeper than the oceans. Glamour, 
riches, vaults with millions 
upon the same street 
as the homeless with nothing. Walls 
built everywhere we look, trapping, 
confinement worsens as we grow taller, 
find barriers. The unrelenting diseases, 
ripping apart families 
More easily than tissuepaper. 
Once 
We found artwork hidden 
in a closet, not daring 
to breathe, in case noticed. Still living, 
regardless, beauty caught 
between sunlight, between darkened clouds 
closing the heavens. We heard music, 
found in silence, we heard the notes 
ring, and it changed us forever. 
Poetry 
was found 
in mud, written from flowers, 
the purest words we write 
and the most honest. Those moments 
Caught in ice, in sunlight, in blades 
of grass later unable 
To be found. Beauty. Love 
Caught like sunlight in complete 
And utter 
Terror. Beautiful. Sometimes 
Our minds become transparent, 
We are but a pane of glass 
Easily shattered. 
Motherless siblings 
Finding saviours, boats shipwrecked 



upon kindness, forgiveness found 
In unrelenting evil. Our world 
is beauty, found between our prism 
of iniquity. Our world 
is ugliness, but evil 
Makes the beauty glow, like how stars 
Not found 
in unrelenting darkness 
Cannot shine. 
Our world 
Is beauty. Is beautiful. 

 

 

“Kate” by Ivan Kapelyukh, F5 

- Winner of the Tom Durrheim prize for F4-6  

 
Pupils are asked to explore a poem by Robert Burns in a way of their choice. The winning entry provides an 
alternate perspective on the character of Kate from Tam o'Shanter, and the structure - inspired by the Burns 
meter - consists of three verses each following an AABBC rhyming scheme, with iambic tetrameter in the 
first four lines and a dimeter in the last line of each verse. 

 

 
 

Through heavy, drenching, violent rain, 
The howling wind's ruthless refrain, 
Thunder smote down from on high, 
As lighting tore the midnight sky, 

She sat alone. 
 

When witches relished damned souls' screams, 
And spirits preyed on sinners' dreams, 

Creatures rent the air with howls, 
As candles cast the house in shadows, 

Waiting, patient. 
 

Stumbling footsteps made her start, 
As sadness gripped her guilty heart, 

With drunken force the door was slammed, 

She raised a shaking, bruisèd hand, 

To greet her Tam. 

  



 

 

 
 


