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A Ride
By Gracie Holmes
Stuck in a box
No escape to be seen
I feel controlled
Just want to scream
In this heart here
I really canвЂ™t breath
This heart is all twisted
My guts are all missing
Dropping deep like a rollercoaster
Gliding over graves and feeling nothing
I,
Want to scream now
But,
You wonвЂ™t hear me out loud
IвЂ™m falling down right now
This rollercoaster crashed
And is burning to the ground
With me still strapped inside
Say I donвЂ™t care
ItвЂ™s all really fine
I have my gin
I lost my rights
Somewhere IвЂ™m worth it
Where pray, tell me?
I want my God now
But he wonвЂ™t want me
Dropping deep like a rollercoaster
Gliding over graves and feeling nothing
I,
Want to scream now
But,
You wonвЂ™t hear me out loud
IвЂ™m falling down right now
This rollercoaster crashed
And is burning to the ground
I remember feeling bright
Showing smiles all the time
IвЂ™m not a monster in disguise
She was always terrified
I hate me
Come save me
You canвЂ™t hear but
IвЂ™m going crazy
I will hide
What I am here
Who wants it
This damn name
ItвЂ™s disgusting
I scarred it up anyway
Dropping deep like a rollercoaster
Gliding over graves and feeling nothing
I,
Want to scream now
But,
You wonвЂ™t hear me out loud
IвЂ™m falling down right now
This rollercoaster crashed
And is burning to the ground
With me still strapped inside
Dropping deep like a rollercoaster
Gliding over graves and feeling nothing
I,
Want to scream now
But,
You wonвЂ™t hear me out loud
IвЂ™m falling down right now
This rollercoaster crashed
And is burning to the ground
With me still strapped inside
Harry was just an ordinary boy
By The Ultimate Destroyer.
Harry was just an ordinary boy, who had a teenage sister called Jessica. One day they moved
into a scary manor.
вЂњOakland Manor!вЂќ Said HarryвЂ™s dad.
вЂњOne of the best in the entire state.вЂќ
вЂњCan we go in now?вЂќ moaned Jessica.
вЂќYes, just go in!вЂќ Shouted dad.
As usual, Harry was eager to explore the peculiar house. He searched the main corridor, living
room, bathroom and bedrooms. Finally HarryвЂ™s family together put the remaining boxes into the
basement. As soon as they got in, the entire room was a library with tables so they put the
boxes on the tables and went back up.
That night, Harry could hear a scratching noise coming from the basement. He looked around,
looking for scratch marks. But he didnвЂ™tвЂ™ find any. Suddenly he heard a loud THUD. He dropped
the torch in shock. He heard another THUD. Harry noticed the THUDS was getting louder and
faster! Harry sprinted to his bedroom and hid in his bed.
The next morning Harry had breakfast. Unusually, Jessica didnвЂ™t come down for breakfast. Gag
went upstairs looking for Jessica but had no luck. Dad shouted to mum.
вЂњDarling, have you seen Jessica?вЂќ shouted dad.
вЂњNo! Why?вЂќ Shouted mum.
вЂњSheвЂ™s not here!вЂќ
вЂњWhat do you mean?вЂќ Mum yelled back.
вЂњI canвЂ™t find her!вЂќ Bellowed dad.
There was no replyвЂ¦
вЂњRachel, did you hear me? I canвЂ™t find her!вЂќ Dad shouted again.
вЂњDadвЂ¦вЂќ Called Harry.
вЂњWhat?вЂќ
вЂњMum is missing!вЂќ Shouted Harry in reply.
вЂњNo, youвЂ™re joking!вЂќ Screamed dad.
13 years later.
Eric and his family moved into Oakland Manor on a Sunday morning. That night Eric heard claws
scraping across the wooden wall in the basement. Moments later he heard repeating вЂ�thuds.вЂ™
Hi there, IвЂ™m Scott Landry reporting live from Oakland Manor. There have been reports that
people have gone missing! We will have more on this story as it breaks вЂ¦
LAVENDER
By Cindinaredtwirl
As Chris Jerome lay on his bed in the deafening silence, he went over the fateful events of the
afternoon. He had smashed the door and sprinted inside to find he had company, company he
hadnвЂ™t anticipated. There was a young woman dashing upstairs, she looked askance over her
shoulder, fear in her eyes and terror on her face to discover he was closely following her. The
next thing he knew, for her couldnвЂ™t remember what came in between, she was dead with
gushing stab wounds, seconds after letting out an almighty ear-splitting scream. Crimson blood
oozed from her deadly wounds for now she was lying in an increasingly expanding pool of blood,
staining the luxurious, cream-coloured carpets. Leaving the womanвЂ™s bloodied form untouched,
he had noticed a handkerchief decorated with a rosy border near her wounds , as if she had
been trying to supress the bleeding before she slipped painfully away. He was shocked at
himself but he didnвЂ™t let it stop him from raiding the house in the hope of discovering expensive
jewellery and costly possessions to sell or give to his loving family. Sooner rather than later,
Chris had fled the house via the back door, hoping against hope no one would spot him fleeing
the house with the items in a black bag...Chris shut his eyes and shook his insanely, intending to
get rid of the intimidating images.
Terrified, he turned and got to his knees, high enough to see his reflection in the mirror behind
his bed, but it wasnвЂ™t there. Instead, his golden-framed mirror was decorated with freshlypicked lavender and his own distraught image was replaced by a screaming woman, the very
same woman, lying in the same pool of glistening, claret blood. It was as if he could smell the
lingering aroma of blood and perfume, but what really petrified him was how it closely
reminded him of his most recent victim...
Chris opened his mouth to scream, but no sound came out. Instead he leapt off his bed,
intending to shower and change before his beautiful wife, son and daughter arrived home. It
struck him like a blow to the head that the stolen possessions must be hidden as carefully as
possible, but Chris couldnвЂ™t help picturing his familyвЂ™s jovial faces when they discovered the
money form selling the items he had thieved.
Smiling broadly, he turned to his bed. Suddenly, he noticed an envelope, a mysterious envelope
that to his knowledge hadnвЂ™t been there before. He was shaking as he picked it up, arguing with
himself whether to open it or not, but what if it contained something important? Despite his
growing fear, Chris opened the envelope and out floated a rosy-bordered handkerchief, a mirror
image of the one belonging to his victim. On one side, the name Lavender Parkins was
embroidered. Petrified, his mind was corrupted with fear. Tentatively, he turned the
handkerchief over and read with a horrifying sadness that was cracking his heart, вЂ�Your family
are deadвЂ™.
My Family
By Sergio The Eskimo
When people would ask me who was in my family, I would always include my cat Nepeta
because, although itвЂ™s cheesy, she really was like family to me. I spent a lot of time with her,
both outside and inside. However, she often disappeared without a trace for days on end. My
parents and I often joked about putting a tracker on her to see where she went. But one day I
was overwhelmed with curiosity, so when I saw her wandering down the country lane I rushed
outside to follow her.
By the time I got onto the lane, she was already quite a way ahead. However, I realised this was
a good thing for me as I needed to keep my distance to stay undercover. Making sure she was in
my sight at all times, I continued to follow Nepeta. She went through fields and down more
country lanes. All the while I followed her, though I did feel uneasy trespassing in the fields.
Eventually Nepeta reached a bush, with dainty teal-coloured leaves and lilac flowers, unlike any I
had seen before. Reluctantly, I entered after her through the small opening. Inside there was
space but it was confined, so my plaits kept getting caught on twigs and my dress ripped on the
ground. Even so, I persevered as I felt it was too late to turn back now. Soon I noticed that it
seemed to be going downhill, steeper and steeper. By that point, I had lost sight of Nepeta but
there were no obvious exits from the hedge so I assumed she had followed the path that I was
on. All of a sudden it steepened dramatically without me noticing, so I was sent tumbling down
into uncertainty.
The young girl awoke in a world that was very strange to her. She heard a trickling stream, next
to which was a weeping willow that danced in the summer breeze. Like tiny fairies gallivanting in
the breeze, dandelion seeds drifted past her face and she felt grass tickle her ankles. In the
distance, rabbits, deer, badgers, foxes and many other animals capered.
Then something caught her eye. Was that... Nepeta? Her shy but loving cat, wearing sunglasses
and a crown? The cat seemed to be talking to a basset hound. The girl took a moment to
confirm that she wasnвЂ™t dreaming before tremulously walking over to the two animals. As she
approached them, she overheard their discussion.
вЂњThey all look so happy...вЂќ Nepeta sighed, looking over at the joyful animals around her.
вЂњAre you going to tell them?вЂќ The dog, who sported an exquisite eyepatch, inquired in
response.
вЂњNepeta? What is going on?вЂќ The girl exclaimed once she had reached the pair, interrupting
their conversation.
вЂњOh dear me,вЂќ said Nepeta, shaking her head before looking up to face her вЂ�ownerвЂ™, вЂњI knew this
day would come, but why now?вЂќ
вЂњCould I just have some kind of explanation? This is kind of a big deal for me!вЂќ She snapped,
stumbling slightly. вЂњJeez... I need to sit down.вЂќ The young girl gently settled down on the soft
grass beneath her.
вЂњThis is my empire. I rule it. This is Wafer, my chief adviser. Now we have some important things
to be getting on with so please, go frolic in the meadows or something.вЂќ
вЂњNo, actually, IвЂ™m not going to sit down. Not until you explain to me what is going on!вЂќ The
annoyance in her voice was ever increasing.
вЂњI just did. Now, Wafer, back to the matter at hand.вЂќ Nepeta turned back to her adviser.
Meanwhile, the girl let out a sigh as she lay back on the grass, attempting to take in all of what
was happening and failing miserably.
The basset hound, who had been watching some young rabbits playing a game of tag, turned
back to Nepeta and asked, вЂњAre you going to tell them then?вЂќ
вЂњI should. We donвЂ™t have much time left...вЂќ
вЂњThen do it!вЂќ
вЂњBut look how happy they all are.вЂќ
Suddenly, there was a thunderclap. Dark clouds quickly rolled in from the horizon like a
stampede of enraged buffalo.
вЂњOh no! TheyвЂ™re here already!вЂќ The cat empress cried, looking up at the darkened sky. With a
face contorted with worry, she then turned to face her people. вЂњQuick, everyone get to shelter!
Protect your children and yourselves; please hurry!вЂќ
Out of the clouds, sinister figures then began to descend; serpents, vultures, squids, rats,
penguins and plenty of others. Their leader, a living skeletal turtle that was widely known by the
name Dry Bones, drifted forward and spoke in a low, husky voice.
вЂњCome to the dark side. We have cookies.вЂќ
The girl, who was now standing up and gazing at the sky, gasped.
вЂњNever!вЂќ Nepeta cried. She was about to say more when she was interrupted by Wafer.
вЂњChocolate chip?вЂќ The dog asked hesitantly, glancing across at his leader and empress.
Donning some shades, Dry Bones said, вЂњHell yeah.вЂќ
вЂњShades are my thing.вЂќ Nepeta mumbled, shaking her head.
Wafer glanced over at her once again, before looking up at the collection of floating animals.
вЂњYou know what? I look like a villain anyway with this eyepatch, so sure, I am coming to the dark
side! After all, cookies are my thing.вЂќ
Dry Bones nodded and beckoned the new recruit, who rose up and floated towards him. A
penguin presented him with a cookie and a cloak.
вЂњNo other takers?вЂќ The evil ruler asked politely, while the innocent villagers all huddled indoors
and looked outward.
The young empress sighed. Although she was upset that Wafer betrayed her, she couldnвЂ™t help
but feel that maybe it was for the best. Looking up, she addressed her people. вЂњYou can join
them if you wish, if thatвЂ™s what you want. I know weвЂ™re the вЂ�good guysвЂ™, but this time it looks like
the bad guys are better. So if you want to survive and eat cookies, go join the dark side.вЂќ
The animals all shook their heads. Some began to sob and others gazed up at the floating
creatures with disgust.
Dry Bones let out a tumultuous cackle. вЂњAlright then. Prepare to die!вЂќ
вЂњWe will not stand by this!вЂќ Nepeta yelled, though she knew that even if they did fight they
probably would not triumph. вЂњWe will not go down without a fight!вЂќ
вЂњYou sure about that?вЂќ Dry Bones replied, with a slight chuckle. Meanwhile, Wafer licked up the
few remaining crumbs that decorated his whiskers. If you were to have looked closely at his one
remaining eye, you may have seen a single tear. If you were to have remained looking, you
would have seen that tear roll down his cheek. As the evil creatures rose into the cloud, Wafer
thought of his betrayal. But it was too late. The cloud of darkness was extending.
вЂњWhatвЂ™s happening?вЂќ The girl squealed. вЂњAre we gonna die?вЂќ
вЂњI... I donвЂ™t know...вЂќ Nepeta said. EveryoneвЂ™s gaze turned to look up at the skies. Some of the
villagers stepped out for a better view. The cloud continued to expand, beginning to lower,
covering the peaceful valley in darkness. And all that was left was darkness.
Depressing Poem
By Black-Snow
Can you not hear my constant calls for help
They may be silent but they are painful
Like daggers in the skin
I am breaking
Like a glass falling from your hands
But no matter how you try there will never be a
Lullaby
To soothe the pain within
While i slowly break pushing people away
Because my heart has been broken
By the ones who supposedly вЂ�careвЂ™
But they donвЂ™t realise how hard people fall
When small things occur
And in my opinion вЂ�true loveвЂ™ doesвЂ™nt exist
Others opinions are different
They say they вЂ�won't stop until every piece of your heart is stolenвЂ™
But surely then youвЂ™d have to be broken
Just like me
For your heart to be in pieces
And no matter how hard you try
To sew them back together
There will still be scars
Scars that last forever
Scars that never heal
And scars that never leave.
Sunshine
By Gracie Holmes
Dear windswept hills.
And valleys dear.
Hold the sunshine,
Keep it near.
I want to put it,
In a jar.
Keep its light,
All safe and warm.
I want to save,
It all for me.
Just be selfish.
ItвЂ™s not for free.
But this sun,
Is his own.
And all I can do,
Is hold out hope.
That I will be,
Here every day,
To watch it shine,
And dance and play.
And when I am,
Older and tired.
I can look up,
And see my sunshine.
Tenalp Wen
By Izzy Moule
Chapter 1
'But I've got to go home! I'm sorry I just can't stay here, I won't tell anyone about you, IвЂ™ll keep it
a secret I promise!' I lied crossing my fingers behind my back. Hang on wait. I should probably
say how I got to this point. Well it all started when I was seven years old.
It was three days before the last day of school and we had to dress-up as what we wanted to be
when we were older. I had always wanted to be an astronaut, the thought of going into space!
As I was thinking of what to use for my costume, a boy called Richard came up to me to ask me
what I was going to dress as. So I said courageously, 'an astronaut!' He slyly sniggered under his
breath, then sighed, 'you can't be an astronaut' he stated. 'Why not!' I screeched. 'Coz your a
girl!' he answered screwing up his nose. So basically I've been determined to be an astronaut
ever since.
14 years had past and I had had all the training needed to go into the unknown. The outside
world. The giant mystery beyond. I had spent my life building up to this and finally. . .finally I
was stepping onto the rocket that could change my life for ever.
Before I knew it, I was shooting into space and shouting at the top of my voice 'What do you say
to that, Richard Penly!' I looked out of the window to see a massive lilac planet with baby yellow
swirls swiftly drifting around it. All I could feel when I was hovering over the new floating planet
was a rapid tsunami of goosebumps trying to escape my body. I had that feeling you get before
an assessment, that chills you to the bone. Then all of a sudden I heard a threatening crash, the
type of noise that makes your ears pop. We'd stopped, I heard the rocket wildly whirring away
at me, as if it was saying SAVE ME!
As I walked, unsure whether I should keep going, I saw, about 20 metres away, a small
silhouette crouching beside what looked like a smashed rock. Slowly I walked through the
treacherous murky mist towards the motionless figure in the distance. I reached out to feel its
slick scales,it was a small blue dragon, well at least that's what I thought it was.
After a few minutes of astonishment, I started to smell an irresistible odour from a few metres
away. By a small swaying tree, there was some steaming, fetching food. I rushed up as I was
seriously starving, then I thought to myself , shall I try them? The worst that could happen is
that they could be poisonous, and IвЂ™m dreadfully doomed anyway.
I decided I would try them. They were slightly furry like a plump peach. The first taste that
attacked my taste buds, was a sticky sweetness, then a mouth watering sourness that made me
weakly wince, but then I couldn't bite any more, it went solid. So I got annoyed and smashed it
on a jagged rock but then out poured a gooey green gunge. I just managed to swiftly save some
delicious life saver, it didn't quite taste like I thought it would of, I thought it would of tasted like
an earthy galactic gloop, but it tasted like a frothy mint Frijj.
After I was undoubtedly full, I went back to the alien beside the rock. I said, as I scuffed my feet
along the dry dusty earth,'do you understand me!' I said in a sort of 'i-doubt-you-do' way. It
screeched back at me and said, 'esaelp od ton mrah em'. I stared at it for a few seconds, well it
answered my question! He somehow knew that I didn't understand it, so it wrote it in the bitty
earth. I stepped back so I could see it clearly.
Esaelp od ton mrah em.
Chapter two
Spoken time
I studied it for what felt like a life time, but eventually I figured out what it said, the writing was
written backwards! So it said . . . please do not harm me.
I sat down on a rock near by and tried to work out how to say- I come in peace! About a minute
later I said, quite shyly, 'I emoc ni ecaep', slowly but creepily the little blue . . . um . . . thing
crawled up to me and nuzzled into me. I'd done it! I'd spoken to it! Though it made me feel bad
calling the dragon a thing and an it, so I got my pad out of my pocket and scribbled down some
notes. After a few spelling mistakes, I said loud and clearly, 'era uoy a yob ro a lrig?' It replied
with a proud 'yob' and a quick and quiet 'yats' after working out the tiny critters' speech, I felt as
if it had stolen my soul, and I felt obliged to stay, but I knew I couldn't. I mumbled back, 'erehw
od uoy evil?' trying to change the subject. He showed me to where he lived which was in a hill
with a warm fire and two comfy beds.
I said, rather bravely, 'dluoc I peels ereh, esaelp?' he took his time answering my question, but
eventually he said 'sey' 'knaht uoy!' I replied rushing over to my temporary bed. The downside
was that it was for a small dragon not for a human like me. As I sat down on the firm bed, I stuck
my hand in my sweaty pocket and pulled out a little picture with a cute wooden frame. It was of
my family. I had a husband and two lovely little girls, Jinny who was nine and Tori, eleven. I'd
give anything to see Harry (my husband) again. The quirky dragon tiptoed up to me to offer me
some more blankets, just in case I was cold. I smiled trying to be polite, then said 'on knaht uoy'.
So he folded them up and placed them by the roaring fire.
I tilted my head back and looked up to the sky as if God had come to say I was to stay on this
planet. I laid down on the bed and the little dragon strolled up to me then said 'ym eman si
Nalyd'. I thought in my head, what a cute name. I said loud and clear 'Ym eman si Lebasi'. All of a
sudden Dylan smiled as if he had just won the lottery, but then randomly started clapping as if
IвЂ™d passed some unknown test, it was very creepy, and very, very unexpected.
Chapter Three
The Darling Box
The thought of Dylan's face, when, or rather, if ,I leave, was just life changing, (plus whoever
reads this, I need you to promise not to tell anyone!) Well his stare sort of creeped me out! I feel
like Dylan and I have known each other for years, I feel like I was meant to see him! This is
probably just a coincidence, but still, weird right?
I crept upstairs whilst Dylan was in the garden and I started to feel faint! Then I slipped and fell
down a couple steps. I thought maybe it was just the atmosphere, but when I went into a room I
saw a jewellery box under Dylan's bed. It said on the lid to my darling, from dad and I
recognised it! My jewellery box when I was 5 looked just like it! When I first received my
jewellery box it was already dusty and worn out, but I suppose it just made it feel more
precious. Purple velvet with gold swirls smothed the box. A tear drained from my eyes, my
breath deepened, I heaved up my shaking hand and laid it upon the box, a thousand things were
going through my head.
My father went into space and never came back I will never forget his courage! My mother
never actually told me what job my dad had, and she never actually approved of my love for
space. So I never really bothered to ask. My mum said 'there is no point in being an astronaut,
you'll think you've achieved something, but really you just achieve false hope!' At the end she
would always start to shout and throw whatever she was holding at the floor.
As I was saying, I laid my shaking hand on the dusty, withered box, as I blew away some dust, a
key hole appeared. I straight away thought there was no use but then I remembered that I
heard Dylan mumble, something like, 'I should hide the key in the cupboard.' I just hope he was
talking about the box's key! I spun around to face the cupboard, (not for any particular reason, it
was simply for amusement)
I skipped over to the cupboard, and opened it as if it was a treasure chest, I opened a small
drawer, mainly because it said 'od ton nepo!' which means do not open, and believe it or not it
had the key in it! I smiled and looked up as if God had helped me. Then I ran back to the box and
placed the key in gently and I was just about to twist it when Dylan interrupted me and said as if
he new I was up to mischief, 'ERA UOY YRGNUH?' I wanted to get on with things so I sharply
said 'gnivrats!' but rather despicably he ordered for me to come downstairs!
Crackle, crackle! That's all I could hear, as if it was the noise of intenseness in the mind, the fire,
crackling away, disturbing but not enough to take my mind of the Darling Box!
FROM DAD! It just doesn't make sense! I'm determined to see beyond that lock, what was in
that secret box? Photos? Toys? Another key to another box? Or nothing? Could this be the last
secret I discover? Or will it lead to more? My mind suddenly went blank, and I found myself
breathing heavily and facing Dylan, he had a tilted head, and said 'nodrap?' I have a strange
feeling that I murmured from dad out loud!
'Evah uoy reve tem a namuh erofeb?' I asked politely. What? I was curious! But no, really if he
has met a human before, the Darling box might just start to make sense!
I've been thinking, would opening that box even help me to get back to my home, where I
belong, at least I think it's where I belong.
That night I had a dream, I was in my house, my mum was there, she said in a wispy, yet excited
voice,'go on open your eyes!' I opened my eyes in the dream, and she was holding a jewellery
box, I hugged her and I read the front and it said to my darling, from dad, It was dusty and a bit
withered but in the dream I loved it! 'It's from your father!' she explained, and I astonishingly
said 'I want dad to have it when he go's into big place!' (By the way I was only seven, and I
meant space!) Just after that point the dream ended!
When I awoke in the morning, Dylan waddled up to me and said 'sey' I was confused but then he
interrupted my thoughts with a 'I evah nees a namuh erofeb!' I dropped down on my bed and
just like before I felt faint, but this time it was more serious!
The Ring
By FlorenceRed12
вЂњGive me that ring or elseвЂќ Maxima threatened.
вЂњOr else what...вЂќ Julia replied. Maxima had a furious face as Julia replied. Suddenly... silence
struck. Then a monstrous cloud came on top of them like it was about to swallow them up! They
could taste the bitterness.
They walked to each other and started to glare disapprovingly. All of a sudden the sky turned a
murky grey colour. Julia darted off to get away but, a cloud of lightning shot her down like a
bullet to her back and Maxima told her вЂњoh darling, donвЂ™t always run away from your mistakes.вЂќ
вЂњOh please donвЂ™t start your sob story, again!вЂќ Julia announced.
вЂњOh you little...вЂќ Maxima exclaimed! Then Julia rolled over and ran as fast as her legs could carry
her. Five miles to her little tree house, but it was home. When she was nearly asleep she heard
вЂњJulia, come down and fight me... now!вЂќ It was Maxima and she was really angry now!
вЂњUm... no.вЂќ Julia replied and went back to sleep but on the horizon she saw a villa with a big
glow above it, it took nearly a life time to get there, so she thought that she would start her
quest now, first she came to AphroditeвЂ™s Den and it was beautifully immaculate, the walls were
covered in marble and the floor was laid with white granite.
Julia tip-toed through it. Next she came to HadesвЂ™ Grotto and it was the complete opposite of
AphroditeвЂ™s Den, it had burning fire all around it and just before Julia came out it had a threeheaded dog, Cerberus, Julia crept passed and came to the magical villa and she ran to a glowing
chest with a diamond ring inside and she stepped to the chest. She opened it. Put the ring on. It
twinkled in the night sky.
вЂњNo!вЂќ maxima screamed.
Eugalp Island
Nytsrik Thims
I could see the whole island from the top of the tree. To be fair, it wasn't very impressive
considering the island was only about a hundred metres long and two hundred metres wide.
The tree itself was only three metres high but it was the only tree on the island. Underneath the
treeвЂ™s shade was a small patch of soil where tall grass and multi-coloured flowers grew slowly.
The rest of the island was covered in golden sand which burned the soles of my feet if I stood on
it for too long. I tried to stay in the shade as best as I could, any burn could be dangerous at this
point. But no matter how I sat on the branch, the sun seemed to find me.
Unable to stand the heat any longer, I leapt down from the tree and made my way on tiptoe to
the cool water. I always chose that side of the island; for starters it had a much better view.
Dolphins would leap out of the water; the droplets that dripped off their fins looked like
diamonds in the midday sun. In one swift movement I was on my back, floating on the surface of
the water, my clothes swirling around my being. Of course this was the nicer view, if I had gone
to the other side of the island I would have been greeted with the view of the mainland. Burning
skyscrapers, large fires and huge plumes of smoke were etched into the back of my mind as it
was one of the first things that I saw each morning. As I started to reminisce about what it was
like before the plague started and all hell broke loose, something brushed against my back. I
leapt out of the water, yelping in surprise. A turtle, I laughed at myself. It was only a turtle. It
could have been something much worse. If itвЂ™s shell had been sharper, even if it grazed my back
any harsher, I would have been doomed. The plague would have flooded into my bloodstream
and I would die.
The dull sounds of island liked were covered by an extraordinary blast of a ships horn. I had no
time to lose. Every couple of days a ship would arrive from the mainland delivering resources in
exchange for my medicine, and each time they arrived, there was always one less tin. They were
trying to scam me and I knew it. I mean, yes I was scamming them too but they didn't know
that. My вЂњmedicineвЂќ was nothing but sea water heated in the sun, with a leaf added and
removed -to give it a green tinge- and a singular flower petal of my choice which was used to
mask the smell and taste of the salt (the flowers had a very strong scent). My medicine does
nothing to help them. As they pulled into the shore I fell to the ground and acted for all IвЂ™m
worth.
вЂњSo hungry, no food left.вЂќ
This was, of course, untrue. I had plenty of food hidden but I couldn't bear the fact that I was
getting less food than usual. Two men leapt off the boat to aid me.
вЂњThere wasn't enough food. StarvingвЂ¦вЂќ
The men looked at each other, believing that I was dying. If I died, there would be no one else to
make the medicine.
вЂњWeвЂ™ll get you more,вЂќ One reassured, вЂњDonвЂ™t worry yourself, but where is the medicine?вЂќ
I pointed feebly to the roots of the tree and immediately, a small boy from the boat ran to get
three large bottles. A sack full of cans and water was dropped off next to me, a lot more than
usual. The men left my side and climbed back onto the boat.
вЂњOne of us could stay here with you. You know, if you wanted us to.вЂќ The driver mumbled
solemnly.
вЂњIвЂ™ve told you before, I canвЂ™t risk you spreading the plague to me.вЂќ I limply raised my head, trying
to keep up the act of looking ill.
As the engine revved and the boat pulled away, I could see the men popping the lid to a
medicine bottle and trying to get the boy to drink it.
вЂњDonвЂ™t want to!вЂќ he cried. вЂњTastes like seawater!вЂќ
вЂњIt will make you feel better, just take it.вЂќ
Feel better. It wonвЂ™t help him to do that. Not if the scar across his back was as infected as it
looked. That child was done for. I couldn't help but think those morbid thoughts as I got to my
knees and reached for the bag but I stopped. All the way up my forearm was a bright red cut,
done by one of the menвЂ™s uncut fingernails. I froze and, as the realization of what was
happening started to sink in, began to cry.
I'll be dead by morning.
Short Untitled Story 1
By Poppet Sox
Like fragments of confetti, the earth's heavens fell. The light shone through the cold infinity
where Chloe stood motionless, her perilous face eroding the darkness, the weather a
resemblance of her impending troubles. The sun would have been shining. If it wasn't for the
rain. It always rained, even though the hot summer months; typically British. The clouds still
hung in the air, spouting forth an impossible volume of water on to the valley and forest below.
The clouds were grey and boring as were the houses in the valley and their inhabitants. An
intense downpour had once washed away the valley's lush colour making it far from prominent
besides the rest of the countryside.
Fear overcame Chloe, but it was soon eroded by the unfathomable darkness and the
monotonous howl of a nearby creature braying at the sky. The trees caved in, creating a
claustrophobic emanation by the desolate, deciduous trees far from any other life bar her own.
Her slowly growing rasping breaths collided with the pure torrents of freezing wind, slowly and
un informatively eating into her very soul trying to pull her down. Chloe had recently been made
redundant from her job as a solicitor and now sought to set out on a new life down in the
southern countryside; and this is what she got. This was not her idea of relaxing, wine in hand,
birds nearby; none of it, but instead a town barred by its history.
Chloe walked on, she was due to meet Hayden any time now. Soon she would see his cheeky
little face pop round the corner of the tree trunk like it always did every Saturday at 5:45 after
work. But it was already 6:05 and there was absolutely no sign of him, and he was never late.
There was no doubt that is was the right place as it was the only place that they could afford to
go without being seen together; this was so just like Chloe, with her awful choice in boyfriends.
Typically the first one turned out to be a criminal on the run, who was constantly trying to
murder her, but without success; and the second whose parents 100% didn't approve and were
constantly trying to find a way to set her up for a life time imprisonment so they could free their
son from her grasp. But then there was Hayden. Now Hayden wasn't (as far as she knew) any
sort of criminal, and as for his parents his dad died when he was only 9 years old, and his
mother didn't really give a dam about his love life and the one and only time Chloe had met her,
she seemed much more interested in the latest gossip on Cheryl Coles love life, then meeting
her possible future daughter in law. However the one thing that made him different from the
others was he was a white square in a world ruled by elite coloured circles and the two simply
didn't mix.
Chloe spun around. Wasn't that Hayden's voice she could here calling her name? Why was he
being so loud? Does he not get that if we get caught it will be the end for both of us. And by that
not just meaning the end of the relationship. She stormed towards where the voice was coming
from, in annoyance at Hayden's ignorance to respect their needs, and there was Hayden a wide
grin stretched across his face welcoming her with open arms. "Hey, sweetie", he called out,
"Sorry I am late, had to meet up with a couple of friends first, you know work stuff." But
something about the look on his face and his story didn't speak strait. He had said last week that
he was at a meeting all day, so surely he would have had plenty of time to talk, as that was what
meetings were for, weren't they? A horrible thought passed through her mind: had he been
cheating on her, but she quickly brushed the thought aside. Why would he do that? She knew it
was a pain keeping secret and all that, but still, she was a good enough looking lass.
He embraced her in a warm hug and his breath softly tickled her ear as he quietly whispered to
her. "I know what you are thinking but I promise you it's not that" then he raised his voice to an
almost shout and paused before continuing "it's a whole lot worse" and from the shadows three
of his white square friends pounced and tied her to a nearby tree, before. Silence.
Short Untitled Story 2
By Poppet Sox
To clarify what I saw,' would cause a major disturbance in the world of science for the rest of
time we roamed the earth; until we will kill our selves of in the final blow of the economic out
roar and pollution set upon our planet. The notion of watching your best friend collapse their
life, well before you had even passed your first exam, would change you just like it changed me,
with grief deeply engraved into my mind and soul. All I could hope was there would be a twist in
the tale just like it was a well known fairy story with the infinite happy endings however many
times you read them believing they would change.
I had intensely searched into the back of what once held memoryвЂ™s of a 12 year old girl but
instead visualized a site that to be portrayed would not be appropriate under the circumstances.
However I will tell you what happened before the incident and how it came across by the wrong
being of my own, this in it self is completely forbidden to the world surrounding us and I will
only portray an inclination of what I saw. As the world became a past.
Sunlight was falling in dappled patches on the earth and reflecting off the leaves, which were
damp from a recent rainstorm. Casting shadows and blocking out the sights of the surrounding
world; Trees grew from the hedges, lining the path, obscuring the view of the sky. Birds and
insects made soft noises close by, while the noise of the motorway, far in the distance, made a
monotonous sound of cars on their journeys.
When we turned a comer, resting on the wet earth with dead leaves scattered about it lay an
abandoned key. Sunlight made it shine and the glare caught my eye. I let my mind wander,
contemplating what to do. I should of gone with my gut instinct. But I didnвЂ™t. Like every one else
at some stage in the world I made the wrong choice.
The choice that I will never redeem. I didnвЂ™t tell this looking for redemption as I knew I would
never find it.
As I looked deeper into the vision appearing in front of my eyes, I saw flashing images of the yet
to come, deceiving all possibilities of the rights of all human beings. This memory for me brings
something that can not else be felt all over the world as I am the first in my generation known
today to witness such as palaver and others may not see through my madness, but I can tell you
that every thing is true and what I visualised did in fact happen, though before you criticise and
say that I had long enough to act, I didnвЂ™t. Their was nothing I could do, the reaction was instant
and, before I had time to act her life folded.
Poem about Death
By Black-Snow
I know youвЂ™re gone
And youвЂ™re not coming back
And you wanted to leave this broken world
And I know never saw you much
You didnвЂ™t want to be seen
You wanted to remain hidden in your own world
Especially in your fragile state
But that made it harder
Knowing I never got to say goodbye
And the last goodbye I gave you
I thought I would see you again
It was half-hearted
And that makes it harder
Knowing that was the last time IвЂ™d see you
But now itвЂ™s a вЂ�see you laterвЂ™
As one day IвЂ™ll find you
IвЂ™ll reach you
And we will be together again
Reunited
But you will always have a reserved place
In my heart
Just for you
I miss you.
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