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Inspired by Lockdown  
 
Lockdown arrived abruptly, without warning. 
Old and vulnerable people went into isolation first,  
followed rapidly by the rest of the nation, 
Creating the nation to work together,  
whilst we were going through those irregular times  
when we needed inspiration. 
Kind-hearted people supported societies that were struggling,  
as a majority of people were made redundant,  
unable to feed themselves and their families. 
Despondent, devastated, deserted streets that used to be full of people 
now they were completely vacant, not a soul in sight. 
Outside in people’s gardens, the beaming warm, bright sun would reflect the hope  
that we would make it through those rough long periods of time. 
Wondering what was going to happen now, 
Not knowing if we would ever leave this sorrowful, overwhelming lockdown. 
 
Inside homes, children were introduced to remote learning, 
Never the less, things gradually started returning. 
 
The honourable communities were allowed  
to have some of the freedom they deserved. 
Happily people left their homes but were still being observed by the government, 
Enjoyment was spread all across the country (including me)  
as there was more entertainment, 
United as one, 
Knowing they had all tried to do their part. 

 
 

 
 
Marcus Bemment 
Year 7 
  



 

P
ag

e4
 

 
 
Lockdown Inspiration 
 
Long days, missing family and friends, play dates, sleep overs, playing football matches, swimming 
lessons 
Online lessons, zoom meetings, whatsapp, facetime, phone calls, gaming 
Celebrating Easter, bonfire night, birthdays, Christmas and New Year at home 
Keeping safe, wearing masks, staying at home 
Dressing up, dancing, having fun, laughing, pyjama days, movie nights 
Outdoors, long walks, bike rides, scootering, trampolining, snowball fights 
Wind whistling, dogs barking, birds singing 
Normal life, holidays, days out, going back to school 

 
Ethan Bemment 
Year 4 
 
 
 
 
 
What I have learnt 
 
I have learnt a few things in quarantine, 
The way to live, the way to be. 
New normal is a strange thing. 
It can be a pain, it makes you go insane, 
 
Coronavirus is a criminal, a murderer, 
Not stopping for any one in need. 
It has the greed for innocent people, 
A secret assassin, unstoppable. 
 
It has taken over the world, faster then anyone could imagine. 
It has travelled over land and seas, 
No human can stop its unbelievable speed, 
It spreads faster, faster than a wild fire, 
 
Demise and destruction has come from corona’s rapacity. 
Death, everywhere, unavoidable. 

 
Rima Jaohar  
Year 7  
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Shifting 
 
I heard about a thing called shifting. It’s when you use your imagination to move to a new reality. 
At first I thought it was crazy, a waste of time, but in the madness of that COVID-19 has brought, 
and the solitude it has sprung upon us, I decided to give it a go. 
 
I climbed into bed, and lay there, silently. I got into a comfortable position and closed my eyes, 
plunging into darkness. My brain was swimming with a thousand thoughts. To relieve myself from 
them I used an old technique that I had used before, when trying to meditate. I imagined a small 
dot before me and focused on it. I focused very hard, until my chaotic thoughts were driven from 
my mind. As I lay there with my head blank, a strange setting materialised in my mind.  It seemed 
all too real, as if I was really seeing it, as if I was really there. Thrusting my eyes open, I looked 
around. I was back in my room, on my cozy bed, next to my wonky dresser and my bedside table. 
How did it look so real? I lied back down and started again, staring at the dot until I was back in 
this strange, imaginary land. It wasn’t like a dream, or a daze, it looked real, felt real, even tasted 
and smelled real!  
 
I looked around. Overhead I could see a cobalt blue sky. Before me, an ocean. My feet were warm 
and buried in white sand. My hair was being swept behind me by a delicate wind. I could hear an 
orchestra of chirps, and as my eyes wandered the skyline I saw beautiful parrots, diving seabirds, 
and myriad species.  Towering above me were tall palm trees, swaying gently in the wind. A single 
coconut fell, and plummeted to the ground, next to my foot. I could smell with the sweet odour of 
fruit and my tongue was tingling from the salty sea air. 
 
I walked forwards and felt the sea water lapping at my feet. Waves crashed in the distance as I 
stared out at the horizon. As I sat down on the sand with my feet in the water, I felt movement 
next to my hand. When I looked down, I saw a tiny turtle emerging from the sand. It looked up at 
me curiously and waddled eagerly towards the sea. Suddenly I heard a muffled call in the distance. 
It looked around vigorously but there was no one in sight. I stood up for a better look and tried to 
make out what they were saying. It sounded like ‘Lime for binner, pelly!’  I could barely hear the 
muted voice over the sound of the sea. I suddenly realised that the voice may be coming from my 
own reality, the only problem was, I didn’t know how to get back. I thought hard about my own 
room, with its peeling wallpaper and faded carpet, and suddenly the paradise dissolved and my 
house appeared once again. I heard my mother call ‘Penny! Didn’t you hear me, it’s time for 
dinner!’ “Ok mum.” I shouted, and glanced at my clock. It had been an hour since I got into bed! 
So much time had passed since I had first started to shifted. 
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That evening I was exhausted. Shifting had turned out to be quite energy consuming and very 
tiring. When I woke up in the morning, I woke up in paradise. It seemed that now I had done it 
once, I kept accidentally shifting without realising. This was OK at first - I enjoyed waking up on 
white sand beaches with the wind in my hair and the sun on my face, but after a while it became 
problematic. Sometimes it would happen in class and I would get told off, sometimes it even 
happened when I was eating and I would spill my food everywhere. I had lost control and it was 
getting harder and harder to tell which reality was real and which one was just in my head. I 
started to spend hours in my room shifting and I forgot to eat. I got thinner and thinner and my 
parents were worried sick. I went to bed one evening and shifted by accident as usual but in the 
morning, instead of waking up on a deckchair with a fruit punch in my hand, I woke on a hospital 
bed.  
 
My family had their backs to me, I could hear them talking. They all sounded worried. There was a 
machine next to me taking my heartbeat.  
 
“W-what happened?” I asked.  
My voice came out hoarse and my throat was sore. My family whipped around and stared at me. 
My mum gasped and burst into tears. She was extremely pale and had evidently been biting her 
nails. 
 
“You fainted darling. We couldn’t get you awake,” said my dad. 
 
A nurse came through the door and rushed to my bed carrying a plate of food on an acid red tray. 
It looked like there was a curry with rice and a sliced bell pepper with three boiled sweets on the 
side. 
 
“Eat up!”  
 
said the nurse as she handed me the tray. I gulped down the rice and bell pepper but decided to 
leave the unidentifiable curry. When my parents were distracted by the doctor speaking, my 
brother Fred asked if he could have my sweets. I handed him two and stuffed them in his pockets. 
He opened his mouth to ask for the last one but thought the better of it and just stared around the 
room. I picked up my last sweet and popped it into my mouth; it was strawberry flavour. 
 
In about half an hour the doctor decided I was free to go and we left the hospital. After that, my 
mother took time off work so that she could be at home for meal times to monitor my eating. She 
kept giving me snacks throughout the day and I could tell that she was still worried. I managed to 
control my shifting now that I understood how important it was. After all this there is one thing I 
know for sure: I am never, ever going on holiday to a tropical island. 
 

Charlotte Rainer  
Year 7 
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Lockdown Fatigue 
 
Lockdown #1 and #2 last year were bad enough 
Thinking to myself I could not eat any more foodstuff 
Now we are coming to the end of Lockdown #3 
How this would affect us and when we would all be set free 
 
Lots of precious time spent with my mum 
Whilst dad has been at work feeling slightly glum 
Home schooling Zoom lessons have all been worthwhile 
But oh, my word I cannot wait to spend some air miles 
 

 
 
Missing hanging with my friends and playing out and about 
Home sometimes feels like a prison…I need to breakout! 
My extended family I miss but can no longer see 
Gone are the days we met up with them and being carefree 
 
Bored, watching YouTube videos and series on Netflix 
I would rather be at school learning about electromagnetics 
Daily randomly viewing more movies on Disney Plus 
It would be more exciting stuck on the school bus 
 
We stay six feet apart to stop the spread 
This virus is scary and feels people with dread 
There will be an end and this could be in sight 
The vaccines are working but we still need to hold tight 
 
The high streets are quiet and distinctly deserted 
I have started to notice I am becoming more introverted 
I wish and hope for more normal times to come 
If a Lockdown #4 becomes enforced I will succumb 
 
 

Evan Aldridge  
Year 7 
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Reflections on Lockdown  

Lockdown.  Lockdown has been very hard.  The first two weeks when I was in Year 6 were horrible 

as there was no contact at all with school.  I was sent papers and work to do, but I was constantly 

confused as there was no one to explain it to me other than my brother and mum.  I hated this.   

School being closed was one thing, but I love sport - swimming is my favourite.  For Regional 

Swimming Championships I had achieved 11 qualifying times.  When it was announced that these 

were cancelled, I was devastated.  I had worked hard to achieve these times, and it was all for 

nothing.   

It was a huge mental challenge during this time, as mum had been told to shield.  Mum staying at 

home, isn’t something that happens very often, as she is always busy, usually taking me to 

swimming.  She had also been told that she needed urgent spinal surgery and without it, if she fell 

or slipped awkwardly, it could leave her paralysed.  This meant that as mum and I were home 

together most of the time, I worried about her.  Especially every time we left the house.  We only 

went to the beach because it was close, but far enough to be a worry. 

I missed physical school and my friends.  Seeing my swimming friends, and my family.  My eldest 

brother was in Newcastle doing his master’s degree and my grandparents live two and a half hours 

away, so there was no chance of seeing them.  We tried Zoom and got a good view of grandad’s 

forehead.   

But I am not here to ramble on about the difficult things.  Everyone has found lockdown difficult, 

but in different ways.  I want to highlight the good things, the things that kept me going.   

Once a few weeks had gone by in Zoom and Canvas learning, my progression snapped into action 

as I was more focused, and I am pleased that I have managed to keep this up.  There are fewer 

distractions on a Zoom call than there are in the classroom, but a nice distraction is if mum walks 

in and brings me a hot chocolate! 

I had more free time, as my brothers are older than me, they spend time working and do not 

always have time to play or take me out.  Lockdown changed this.  Sam got a job at Tesco as all the 

leisure centres were closed.  We started doing different workouts and challenges, 100 press ups a 

day for a month was just one.  We put a pool up in the garden so we could swim, on bungee cords, 

which was very cold as we could not get a heater.  I was wearing my winter wetsuit, hood, gloves 

and boots in April!  We could put my prone board in the pool to train which was also fun. 

Then the weather changed.  The sun came out and we had such a good summer.  At the first sign 

of the sun blazing and the lockdown restrictions being eased a little, we could then go in the sea.  

The very minute we were allowed in the sea, we put our wetsuits on, selected a board and ran 

down to the beach.   

I spent every day walking down in flip flops to the beach, Mum would message the lifeguards 

before we left the house so I could choose the board that was going to be most exciting for the 

conditions.  The sound of the waves made me feel so lucky that we had the beach 200m away 

from the house.  One day, me, my brother and his friend went into the sea, in the middle of a 

storm, as there were massive waves.  We were the only people brave enough to venture into the 

thrashing waves.  Every two waves we surfed, we were already 100m away from where we 
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started, so we would come out into the blistering sand which felt like daggers against my skin, and 

run back along the beach to start all over again.  A couple of days later, the water was as flat as 

glass, and I could see the clouds reflected on the surface like a mirror as I stood on my SUP (Stand 

Up Paddleboard). 

We also had fun on the Broads.  Sam’s girlfriend has kayaks, so socially distant we could all go out 

on the SUPs and kayaks together, exploring different areas.  Last summer, even though every time 

I went out I was smothered in sun screen, I got the best tan I have ever had, just from messing 

about outside! 

Tom came home because Mum was going into hospital.  Six months later he is still here.  It has 

been nice having him live at home because I was four when he went to boarding school and then 

university, so usually I only see him three times a year for maybe a weekend, or he would come 

home in the summer, but to work.  When he had holidays, he was usually studying.  He has now 

started work, and will leave soon with his job, but Covid has delayed his move, which has been 

good for me.  

Lockdown was not the best (that’s an understatement by far.) But there are a lot of positives as 

without this I would never had got to spend so much time with my family, my family were the glue 

that kept me from going stir crazy at the worst of the times. The beach is my paradise, my perfect 

place, my escape, and I got to spend a lot of time there as well which was very, very good. This 

year has had its ups and downs (more like hills and craters) but this is why I will never forget this 

year, my unforgettable roller-coaster year. 

Ben Every  

Year 7 
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Dead London 

 
I was walking through London realising how empty it was. I couldn’t see anyone; the shops 
weren’t even open. I could see the rats crawling amongst the city’s streets. The bunting was still 
up from the queen’s birthday which felt like it was years ago. The only light was coming from the 
billboards and the windows of some houses.  
 
I walked onto Oxford Street hoping I might see a single person, but there were only homeless 
people begging me for some money. The shops still seemed clean, but it just didn’t feel right 
walking down one of the busiest of streets and yet finding only a ghost road.  
The once heaving tube station was felt dead, and the trains were not even running. Nothing felt 
right. I had just left the house to get some food, but I couldn’t find a single shop open. I ended up 
walking to Stratford and the streets were heaving, but not with citizens but with police and 
doctors. I heard them screaming at a person who was coughing wildly.  
 
The doctors started shouting, ‘’He has the virus! He has the virus!’’ 
They were repeating that same sentence for what seemed ages.  
 
It suddenly came to me that I had no clue what the doctors were talking about. I had thought that 
we were in lockdown for no reason. The government hadn’t said anything to us about a virus.  
 
I turned from the scene as the coughing turned into heavy breathing and then into silence. The 
moment I heard silence I turned and ran the other way. I broke through the streets and reached 
the London Eye. I could hear sirens. I turned towards the direction of the sirens and it seemed they 
were coming from the bridge nearest to me. I ran past them back to my home and realised that 
there was a virus and that it could kill. 
 

Harry Hodgson  
Year 7 
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It 

 
The dark and dreary days, 

Weeks and months, 

Or even years? 

Sad and lonely hours. 

Second upon second. 

The terror and fear, 

Still there but not. 

It's invisible but deadly. 

 

Silence creeps up, 

Over my shoulder, 

In front of my face. 

It's forever there. 

Looking at me, 

Staring at me, 

Deeper and deeper, 

Straight into my eyes. 

 

I looked on and out, 

Everything so still. 

Like time had just stopped. 

It was so weird, 

So plain and vast. 

Like a blank canvas. 

I knew right then, 

It had done this. 

 

Lara Fisher  
Year 8 
 
 

 

 

 

 

  



 

P
ag

e1
2

 

Humuleiation 

 

He stood there staring at the lace curling  

round and round in figure of eight. 

He looked up to see all of the  

faces roaring with laughter, 

the noise echoing around his head. 

His heart was in his throat but still  

the beat of it was rupturing  

his eardrums. 

All he did was stumble on his words 

but it ended up as him falling, 

hard. 

He looked to the window  

trying to find peace somewhere, 

but saw only the long eared, hooved creature  

in the reflection staring back at him. 

He felt like his legs couldn’t hold his own weight. 

He heard the self-conscious moan of the neddy. 

He looked at the clock and finally, 

a second had past. 

 

Rufus Carr  

Year 8 
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Neverland 
 
Lost, within a dark black hole 
Helpless, hopeless, neutralised 
The whale, washed upon the beach 
Useless, its expression blank 
 
Emptier than ever before 
Emptier than without its mate 
Emptier than the oceans soul 
Useless, its expression blank 
 
The hollow hole within my head 
Was like the whale’s emptiness 
Everything swiped clean, then lost 
Useless, its expression blank 
 
Thoughts all come, then go at once 
Leaving the gift of emptiness 
Just like the whale, I stand lost 
Useless, its expression, blank 
 
Just wish for a place to lay my head 
No worries, no cares, no stupid mistakes 
The place where Peter Pan took Wendy 
The place with Tinkerbell, and Captain Hook 
Where the pirates fought, and the lost boys laughed 
 
Away to Neverland, with a whole new heart 
No messing up my head with careless thoughts  
So I guess I'll fly away, just above the clouds 
Away from the people who never believed 
Away from that whale living inside of me 
 
I need a place where the days are brighter 
And the moon shines its light, each night, each winter 
Where magic is real, and the bad can be changed 
Where we live with no rules, no restrictions, no games 
When my feet touch the sand of this whole new world 
My mind drifts away, into the setting of this dream. 
 

Isla Webster  
Year 8 
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Times Like These 
 
It has been a tough time for all 
But for some more than others 
Many have lost so much: 
Jobs, family, friends  
But most of all stability  
 
Many have gone mad  
Many have grown sad  
 
A big problem, mental health, 
Struggling with mood 
Struggling with food  
 
Also, physical health  
To walk or not to walk  
That may be the question of the nation  
Insecurities grow  
Should I go out? 
I have so much doubt  
 
Jobs - many have been lost  
Few found  
Worries of providing  
With many businesses backsliding 
  
Family, got closer  
Or some went further 
Into the heavens they say  
You’ll see them soon  
But the worry is how soon?  
 
Friends on endless calls  
Or no contact at all  
 
They say we are in the same boat  
But I disagree  
There is more than one boat out in the wide wide sea 
 

Matilda Williams  
Year 8 
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The Dog Still Barks  
 
The dog barks at all that passes.  
Man, dog, bird or car. 
It can be heard.  
Heard from each end of the little, cramped, muddy lane.   
Only a few pass by each week.  
 
Something is coming over from foreign seas, 
A miniscule dot on the horizon.  
As it nears, we think nothing of it, 
It hits us hard. 
Harder than we could have ever imagined. 
 
The damage we are yet to see,  
The aftermath of the storm still current at this moment. 
We can only hope. We can only pray.  
We are all in this together they say, 
Work together by staying apart they say. 
 
There is no emotion to describe it. 
No way out. 
The spin cycle is still going,  
around and around, around and around. 
 
More come by each day, 
On foot, on horseback, the odd car.  
The birds do fly above us, we still stand below. 
Locked away from all those we love and what we love. 
We are not free.   
 
The dog still barks at all that passes,  
Man, dog, bird or car. 
It can be heard.  
Heard from each end of the little, cramped, muddy lane.  
More pass by each week.  
 
We look out over the horizon. 
We are hit again harder than the first.  
Seasons come and go and we are still here,  
We haven’t moved on. 
And yet she still barks at all that passes. 
What a wonderful year she must think,  
They are at home, all the time! 
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She doesn’t know.  
We are the confused ones not her.  
And yet when we look over the horizon one last time,  
This time it brings hope... 

 
Isabelle Last  
Year 8 
 
 
 
 
 
On The Bright Side 
 
Lockdown’s not what we ordered, 
But we have to move forward. 
We have to look at the light, 
When we can reunite. 
 
The news is negative 
And we can’t see relatives. 
Keep your distance 
And have persistence. 
 
Wear your mask 
Even though it’s a task. 
Covid brought us zoom 
But together it’s not all gloom. 
 
Why complain? What’s the gain? 
Lockdown’s an opportunity 
So let’s be a community. 

 
Emily Oldman  
Year 8 
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The Sloth’s Day 
 
Join, the word we despise, 
Camera, the action we don’t like, 
Unmute, the word that scares us, 
But boredom overtakes all. 
 
As a sloth in a tree, 
To a girl in front of a screen, 
Time ticks by, 
But weird word Wednesday carries us on. 
 
Looking at ourselves in the mirror, 
Wondering ‘why this year?’ 
The sloth moves slowly, 
Mirroring the day. 
 
Our lives keep on going, 
But our brain is slowing. 
The 7 hour screen time, 
Instead of the 8 hour school time. 
 
Spinning round in my chair, 
Thinking about lunch, 
The endless opportunities, 
For me to click logoff. 
 
But as the day’s end is near, 
The darkness appears, 
No fresh air, 
No social words. 
 
The sloth crawls into bed, 
Where it finds no end, 
Waiting until the morning, 
When we do this again. 
 

Sophie Everett  
Year 8 
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Lockdown Poem 
 
Covid: Where did you come from? 
How were you born? 
Attacking the vulnerable 
Making them fall 
 
Just like dominoes 
All out of control, 
Falling so fast 
In countries so vast. 
 
All behind bars 
Not wanting to go out 
It all fell silent - 
No one was about. 
 
Drinking in pubs 
Is a thing of the past, 
Stuck in our houses 
How long will this last? 
 
Nothing on the shelves 
It has all been sold, 
There is no hand sanitiser 
Or toilet rolls. 
 
You are on mute 
Is the phrase of the year, 
Click on the button 
No one can hear. 
 
Clap for our carers 
each Thursday night, 
Standing on the front 
Our neighbours in sight. 
 
Two metres distance 
is the rule we obey 
Wearing our face mask 
On the bus every day. 
 
The vaccine is here 
We are all saved! 
Thank you we cheer 
2021 is here! 
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Back into lockdown 
Again here we go; 
Schooling on zoom 
Our internet’s slow 
 
PE on the TV 
Who would have thought? 
Learning new moves 
As part of sports. 
 
At the end of the tunnel 
we can see a new light, 
Oxford and Pfizer 
Thank you, you got it right! 
 

Holly Rowley-White  
Year 8 
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Things that have got me through ice-olation. 

 

Running along the uninhabited beach, gusts of wind blowing in my face. The wind turbine in the 
distance was rapidly rotating. The pearly white sand was untouched. Not a footprint to be seen. 
The pastel pink clouds overlapping the light blue sky. The doors shut and chairs stacked. Cafes 
unfortunately closed. I think, as I run past each beach hut, how cosy it must be inside.  
 
With the little wooden doors closed to the outside world. Not a soul in sight, the lonely beach 
empty once again. 
 

 

 

Running down the dark cold promenade. The noise blocked out, just the sound of my music 
blaring through my jet-black headphones. Watching out for the icy areas.  The waves crashing 
onto the freshly turned sand. The sun starting to peer through an opening in the sky. It was like 
the sun was opening a path into the sea.  The remarkably extraordinary pastel colours beaming 
out of the darkness above me. Showing brightly in the mesmerizing sky. 
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The fiendish fire was roaring ferociously. The fire lit the room. Like a lion roaring in the corner. The 
main part of the fire was bright red. The centre of the face, dark and the mane arising from around 
the face. The plant thriving in its own little corner. The light, climbing up the wall like a winding 
beanstalk. The innocent pictures hanging upon the dark grey walls, reflecting in the sparkling 
gleaming mirror. Hanging above the white shiny fireplace. The ferocious flames, climbing up the 
grimy dusty chimney stack, from which the wind was whistling. 
 

 

 
I was walking along the snow-covered beach. As I ventured onto the sand, I could feel the snow 
crunching under foot. It was like I was walking on a path covered in egg-shells. The crisp wind 
blowing my hair and my eyes squinting, in the reflection of the sun on the glistening snow. The 
water rolling onto the beach, like an airplane gliding down the runway. The stunning blue sky was 
captivating. 

 
Skye Staniforth 
Year 8 
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Inspired by Lockdown 
 
This                                                                       Poem                                                     
Is                                                                                     Social 
Distancing                                                             Better 
Than                                                                               Most                                                      
People                                                                    Do 
 
This poem symbolises the complete disregard for the rules put in place by the government and 
suggests that if people were to stick to the rules, the result would be a normal life instead of 
another 3 months in lockdown. I think this poem also shows how even though you should be social 
distancing you can still have fun, as I had fun coming up with this idea and creating the poem 
itself. 
 

Theo Meldrum  
Year 9 
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Rose Webster  
Year 9 
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A Lockdown Fantasy 
 
She ran her delicate hands across the old mahogany shelves. Tracing the stories, remembering the 
adventures. She’d been everywhere... She’d been to the old countries, she’d climbed along the 
rooftops of Paris, she’d swam in the Thames, she’d climbed to the top of Mount Everest, she’d 
been to Japan and Russia and Greece too. Yet, all that remained were ghosts of the life that was. 
 
Her index finger stopped suddenly and selected a leather bound and unmistakably ancient book. 
Another adventure! Lunette thought of the places she hadn’t yet discovered, the myths of Canada 
and the escapades of Spain.  
 
She traced her steps backwards and sank down into the armchair. The armchair was particularly 
special to her- there had only been 15 people who had sat in the chair, passed down through the 
Marshall family. The leather was broken and scratched but still its beauty was indescribable.  
 
Lunette Marshall breathed slowly and nervously, as if her breath would mark the book of a 
thousand adventures. Her gentle hands softly glided over the front, the back, the sides. She 
analysed every inch of it, thanking it for its beauty, before carefully opening it. Her eyes began to 
roll the film. 
 
 ‘Even sad birds sing’  
 
That was the first line of the mystery novella that she read, and it would be the only line she would 
ever read. The book would always remain a mystery.  
 
A small bell jingled. Lunette gazed up and listened. Once. Twice. Thrice. 
 
She let out a frustrated ‘Hmph’ and apologised to the book. 
‘Apparently my dinner is ready. How inconvenient. I’m sorry but just wait for me here and I 
promise I will return and continue with our adventure’  
 
Lunette rose from the armchair and tenderly lifted the book up to the shelf where its presence 
had been evident. The book wouldn’t slide back into the space where it had previously lay. 
Lunette, not being tall enough, patted her hand around the space trying to detect any obstacles. 
Absolutely nothing. Nada. Rien.  
 
Other than marvellous literary skills, her books had taught her a few dead languages like French 
and Spanish. She longed to meet a Spanish person. An actual Spanish person, directly from Spain. 
But that was impossible. Unless, of course, she time travelled. She laughed at her own thought, 
time-travel wasn’t going to be a thing for another 93 years AT LEAST. They were getting close 
though; they had managed to create the ‘Ecovitz’, a small oblong object which contained a 
chemical reaction that would allow the user to jump from one place to another. But unfortunately, 
it would only travel distances rather than timeframes.  
 
She lowered the timeworn book, but saw a small piece of baby-blue, no, powder-blue, no, some 
sort of pale blue paper sticking out. She manoeuvred it out of the depths of the book and un-
folded it, carefully in-case it was part of the original book, rather than just a random piece of paper 
that had found its way into the novella. Well, whatever it was, it was exciting and new.  
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She heard a pair of airy and harmonious footsteps coming up to the unnecessarily gargantuan 
door. A similar, if not exact, pair of hands entered the room, followed by an elegant woman. She 
stood with authority, a warm and welcoming authority. Her kind and luminous green eyes were 
the colour of lily-pads and her hair was the sort of hair you read about on princesses from fairy-
tales. It bounced neatly and effortlessly halfway down her body and was layered with a classy 
golden tiara that made her eyes stand out.  Her small and tender mouth had sung masses of songs 
and had confessed her love too many times. She spoke with a sweet and modulated tone. It was 
simple, she was a fairy-tale.  
 
‘Did you not hear the bell, dear?’ she smiled warmly. 
 
‘I was just on my way down, sorry mama!’  
 
‘That’s quite alright, I assume you were back in Paris. Let me guess what you were doing....’  
 
She thought to herself ‘canoeing?’  
 
Lunette’s mother’s eyes lit up and Lunette just nodded. She didn’t have a reason to keep the note 
a secret, for she was always honest and shared everything with her mother. But this. This felt 
different. The two ladies walked graciously down the red worn carpet and along the pine wood 
tiles. They entered the dining room.  
 
The room was laced with a lingering smell of love and happiness, and at the head of the table sat a 
round man with a stomach full of love. This room, the whole house in fact, was a picture. There 
were ornate paintings of small children, sprouting wings, laying delicately on clouds that were 
obviously not able to hold their weight. Perhaps they were enchanted, Lunette thought. The 
chandelier birthed the room in a golden glow and the rays rained down upon the great feast. 
 
 ‘Away with the fairies again, my love?’ Her father smiled and his cerulean blue eyes glistened. 
She laughed ‘I always forget the enchanting beauty of this room...’ her soft and dreamlike voice 
was like a melting candle; you get caught up in its beauty and wonder. Listening to her voice was 
like watching the fire dance.‘ 
 
You’re in here every night my darling. Surely, your memory is not as bad as your fathers?’  
 
Her mother, Queen Lily of Elgendore, chuckled. ‘My memory isn’t that bad!’  
 
Her father, King Densel of Elgendore, tried to mask his own laugh with a façade of hurt. 
 
The whole family began to laugh, un-tainted hysterical laughs and they began to talk of 
tomorrow’s promise.  
 
Towards the end of the dinner, Lunette’s hand caught a memory of the pale blue paper that she 
had found in the earlier hour. She reached into the pocket of her white gown, laced in small 
circular flowers and plants. She retrieved the mysterious note and ran circles around it with her 
fingers. Keeping eye contact and flowing conversation, her hands unravelled the paper and she 
occasionally glanced down to ensure there were no rips. Finally. She’d done it. It felt very formal 
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and her fingernails caught the top of it a few times, creating an awfully uncomfortable noise that 
gave her a shiver down her spine.  
 
‘May I be excused to the bathroom?’  
 
Her voice was unsuspicious and kind. Her parents nodded, she squished the paper between her 
hands and entered the hall. She floated down the never-ending hallways for a few moments and 
then stopped and perched on the floor, out of sight. The last hour and 17 minutes had led up to 
this piece of pale blue paper. She unravelled it again and closed her eyes, so as not to ruin the 
surprise. She breathed a long, peaceful breath and whispered: 
 
‘I hope it’s cats’ 
 
She opened her eyes. Nothing. Absolutely nothing. She held it up to the light to see if perhaps the 
ink had just... dissolved? She saw a faint outline of a paragraph... but it was backwards? She 
turned it around. Ah, there was the problem. It was a paragraph of tiny writing. ‘Not cats’ she 
whispered to herself, slightly disappointed. Maybe it was part of the story? She thought. Should 
she read it? ‘Curiosity killed the cat’ she muttered. ‘Poor cat...’ 
 
She began to read, swiftly. Her heart dropped. Her smile vanished, her throat began to swell, and 
her eyes began to sting with a sharp pain. She blinked and let the fear wash over her. 
 
‘Why couldn’t it have been cats?’ 

 
Isadora de Volpeliers Lester   
Year 9 
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The Imagined Diary of an Optimist  
 
Diary - The chronicles of quarantine  Dec. 31 2019 
 I’ve never written a diary before, nor would I ever assume it’s necessary, but I was given this diary 
a few days ago for Christmas and I’ve been suffering from boredom recently so, why not?  
Obviously this was my first attempt at writing one… so I don’t really have any experiences to 
share. Well there was one thing; I’ve heard many people in China have been suffering from 
pneumonia recently. I’m sure they’ll recover soon though, what’s the worst that could happen, 
anyway?   
 
Jan. 11 2020 So, I may have forgotten to keep you updated for a while...my bad!  Though I had the 
greatest experience with friends; last weekend was my birthday, and I wasn’t expecting anyone to 
show up on my doorstep with beribboned, buoyant, silvery balloons, let alone 20-odd people! We 
finished the evening with an overwhelmingly huge picnic, before overdosing on (now increasingly 
stale) cake.  Overall, a completely unexpected yet exceedingly eventful start to my year - I can’t 
wait to see how the rest of this year goes.    
 
Jan. 21 2020 After rushing downstairs and enjoying a highly nutritious bowl of coco pops, I was 
listening to the news as I normally do every Tuesday morning. Yet this time it was completely 
unanticipated; the recent news related back to the reports of pneumonia a while ago, yet this time 
a 61 year old man had consequently died.  The thought of someone passing away due to that had 
slipped my mind as it didn’t seem likely. I have heard rumours that the man had underlying health 
conditions, so perhaps that was the cause.  My main reason to write again was to confess my 
excitement of my plans in around 3 weeks time...After the wondrous night of my birthday I 
assumed all the surprises had simply strayed. Well, this morning I received an incoming phone call 
announcing the future trip to Disney world! Don’t worry diary, I’ll make sure to update once I fly 
back home - if I’m not too busy packing away all my new Minnie Mouse figurines.  
 
Jan. 23 2020 I’m aware I wouldn’t usually update this early...but desperate times call for desperate 
measures.  Whilst I was powering on my laptop, I noticed a large number of emails drafted from 
news agencies, all including the repetitive, meantime startling, topic of ‘coronavirus’ prevalent in 
several countries. The articles were roughly identical, stating that ‘this unsolicited disease had 
affected younger, and more diverse people’.   
I assumed it was due to a similarity in eating habits, and began deleting each email eagerly. I didn’t 
want to risk any intrusion on my excitement. Besides this probably wouldn't affect me 
anyway...right?  
 
Jan. 30 2020 Can you believe it?1 Just when my year was beginning to seem promising, of course 
there has been an interruption.  As I was cramming my necessary belongings into my emerald 
suitcase, I noticed a message appearing abruptly on my phone, displaying the ‘national 
emergency’ including China’s recent lockdown. I wasn’t sure how I had managed to miss the 
notification, as the date revealed the news had been sitting in my inbox for days... it must’ve fallen 
within the deleted items.  After a swift conversation with the friends I had planned to go to Disney 
with, we agreed to postpone the date for a safer, more convenient time. It wasn’t as if we had any 
choice, since our trip had already been unilaterally cancelled by Disneyland itself. Unbelievable.   
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Mar. 16 2020 For the past month or so, I have witnessed ‘COVID-19’ (newly nicknamed) annex the 
contents of my inbox, and the daily news. Many events have occurred, mostly cases involving the 
US, though.   Today was officially the day where a lockdown was announced in the UK. Although 
It’s unfortunate all large gatherings, concerts, and parades are strictly and temporarily prohibited, 
I’ve been excused from my workplace for a few weeks until the rapid increase of cases calms down 
(seems like a win for me), so I’ll have to work from home for a while.  I know it seems miserable 
that a new virus has been introduced, but it seems like an opportunity for a short break, you know 
- relaxation? I admit, my workplace is slightly lacking in relaxation facilities.    
 
May. 31 2020 Not only has this “break” been profusely overwhelming, relentlessly tiring and quite 
possibly the LARGEST inconvenience of my life, but the substantial amounts of workload I have 
been receiving is invasive, to say the least.  You see, the workload is so importunate I’m struggling 
to update within each month, at least. Although I was trying to conserve pages here, can’t be 
letting the trees die too, now can we?  Hopefully this lockdown will influence the cases to an 
extent where we can go back to normality. I miss the irritating noises of the workplace coffee 
machine.   
 
July. Aug. 7 2020 It’s official.  My laptop has given up on me, overheated, expired, possessed - 
whatever you like to call it.   
 
You could assume that this would be advantage me; no laptop, no persistent emails waking me up 
every morning, no workload, no exertion, meaning I can relax, right?  Wrong. If this lockdown ever 
concludes, I assume I’ll return to work with a colossal, towering stack of paperwork ready to be 
sorted. So, if it’s either that or lockdown, I’m sure there’s plenty of cases to conclude before I 
retire, anyway.  After calling the repair technician, it’s obvious I won’t be able to use technology 
anytime soon. I would liberate my frustrations, but I‘m already confined to this big bowl of candy, 
instead.    
I’m unsure of what the date is, since I’ve been avoiding the depression of the news for a while, 
that and my laptop is most likely now covered in a thin layer of dust.  There may be other, easier 
ways of finding the date, though I’m too dismal to consider them. The beginning of this diary may 
have been full of optimism, avoidance and perhaps a few comedic phrases to lighten the mood. 
However, I concluded a while ago that Disneyland, or work shouldn’t be the first thought on my 
mind when I heard a chance of lockdown coming to an end.  Even though this diary will never see 
the end of coronavirus, I hope I may one day.  

 ~ xoxo Anonymous 
 
Inspired by Lockdown 
 

Savannah Ferro 
Year 9 
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The Sun’s First Kiss 
 
The sun’s first kiss was given to us 
In the coldness of fear 
In these days and nights  
We- Hostages of uncertainty- 
Prisoners of emptiness. 
 
A new feeling 
Unwelcoming  
Incompatible with our restless disposition. 
In these days and nights 
I– fly to you in thought- 
Thinking of you is an escape. 
From these walls, from these screams. 
 
The sun’s first kiss was given to us 
In the coldness of fear 
In these days and nights  
We- discover ourselves near- 
In distance.  
Pulses of the same beating heart. 
 

Clarissa Rosenbach  
Year 10 
 
 
 

The Vaccine Lottery 
 
Sunday morning. It was sunny and relatively warm for February. On this special morning everyone 
in town got together. Today was the day of the lottery. The whole town was quiet. Normally 
everyone would chat with each other, but not today. Normally everyone would have a smile on 
their face, but not today. Who would win? Who would get it? The chance was five in 300. It could 
be anyone.  
 
When everyone started to gather in the city centre, on the square in front of the town hall, people 
eyed each other. Everyone stood on their own, distanced from each other because of the 
pandemic. The pandemic. The reason for this unusual hate. Where usually there was happiness, 
love and a happy atmosphere, today there was hate, distrust and gloom. 
 
The day was terrible. There were arguments between families, between the different generations. 
The younger generation argued that they should get the prize, because they needed to go outside, 
and the older generation said that they should get it because they were more at risk. And the 
middle-aged generation insisted, that they should get it because they worked the hardest and 
because they were the most important to society.  
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The people split into different groups. Young, middle-aged and old. Everyone whispered furiously 
with each other. Hateful glances were thrown over the shoulder.  
 
Finally, the director of the hospital and the mayor made their way to the front. The mayor would 
lead the lottery and the director of the hospital was responsible for the prizes.  
 
“Good morning, my dear friends”, greeted the mayor with a fake smile. No one made an effort to 
answer. 
 “I hope you all don’t have any symptoms!”  
 
“No” answered the crowd. No one would admit it anyway.  
 
“Great, let’s get to it then,” said the mayor with another false laugh. 
 
He made his way to the box in the middle of the square and started to explain the rules. 
“You will each use a glove to take one piece of paper and go back to your place without looking at 
it. When I tell you, you will open it and look if you have a black dot on your paper” 
 
The lottery took place without a word being said. Everyone stepped forward, took their piece of 
paper and went back. A few glances at the other generations but no comment. Everyone wanted 
the black dots to be in their generation. No one would approve of the other generations getting 
the prize. 
 
“Okay folks, open the piece of paper.”  
No one said anything the only thing to be heard was the paper.  
“Who has it?” asked the mayor. Three teenagers and two 70-year-olds stepped forward.  
 
A crowd of middle-aged generation started shouting.  
“That’s not fair. We should have gotten them. No one needs you anyway, but everyone needs us”. 
Everyone else just rolled their eyes at them. Of course, they needed to make a scene.  
 
“Shut up, Karen” said one of the younger ones. A few laughed.  
‘’Let’s not be so mean to each other, alright? ‘’ said the mayor. 
“To all the winners, please step forward and get your prizes.” 
 
The five winners made their way to the front and everyone watched the director of the hospital 
who pulled out the prizes. Five vaccines. Everyone was silent as those five got their vaccine and 
walked back to their places, with beaming smiles on their faces.  
 
“Thank you for participating at this lottery and have a good day,” said the mayor with a last false 
smile at the crowd before hurrying away. 
 
Everyone made their way home smiling and talking. The tension was gone and it was as if that 
morning and the rivalry had never happened. 

  
Clarissa Rosenbach  
Year 10  
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She Laughs Best That Laughs Last 

The wind blew freezing cold and the streets were as slippery as glass when old Sally Joyner left her 
house, early in the morning, on January the 26th 2021. She had deliberately waited for a time 
when the snow stopped falling, but, nevertheless, she could feel the cold down to the bones. She 
pulled the scarf a little tighter and went on, carefully walking down the snowed-in road. She went 
a bit faster when she saw her neighbour Myriel, standing at the window and looking after her. This 
old unmarried woman had always told Sally not to worry too much, to just stay safe in her house 
and not to listen to all the frightening news. But Sally was sure the vaccine would be the only 
chance to be safe forever. She heard this in the news every day, and when she thought this now, it 
gave a bit more power and purpose to her steps. She had been given the opportunity to get 
protection, and she would take it, let Myriel say what she would. 

When she came to the vaccine centre, Sally was completely frozen through, and for the first time 
she doubted a little bit whether this was a good idea. She put her mask on and sanitised her old, 
shaky hands, as the sign on the door told her to do. Her glasses were steamed up when she 
entered the house, so she didn´t see what was coming, and in the next moment she walked 
directly into the big glass door in front of her. The old woman needed a moment to adjust herself, 
when a young man in a white coat came, and asked her if she was okay and showed her the way 
to go. 

Sally was still a little bit confused when she left the building 15 minutes later. Everything had been 
very quick, and it did not hurt, but, for whatever reason, she did not have a good feeling. She 
almost slipped a few times on her way home, and it began to snow more heavily by the time that 
she finally reached her house. And as if it hadn´t been enough already, she realised that she had 
forgotten her keys. Luckily, she had given her neighbour Myriel a spare key, when she used to 
water her plants in summer, when Sally visited her wider family. She didn´t really want to ask 
Myriel for a favour at the moment, but that was the only chance she had to avoid freezing in her 
garden. Myriel didn´t even ask about the vaccine, she just gave Sally the key, wished her a good 
day and closed the door. 

When Sally awoke the next morning, all her limbs were hurting, and when she sat up, a sharp pain 
went through her head. She had slept very badly, and felt as unwell as she had for a long time. She 
decided to stay in bed for the morning - she just went to the front door to take the newspaper in. 
As she read through the news, she recognized a short article on the last page: 

 “Pensioner dies four days after Coronavirus vaccine. Coincidence or serious error?” 

Veronika Mohm  
Year 10 
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23rd March 2020 
 
 
Dear diary, 
 
Y10 Diary 
This is a day to remember. This day marks the start of history. We have been put into a nationwide 
lockdown. What does that mean? I hear you ask. When this all began, I had no idea. The lockdown 
included schools being closed, all non-essential shops closed, takeaway food only and the only 
essential travel allowed. Rules applied when leaving our homes, masks were worn, and a distance 
of 2m was mandatory. Suddenly, long lines piled outside of supermarkets and hand sanitiser was 
second nature. It was all exciting and new, the fact we were missing school and did not have to 
leave our homes and go to work was a luxury. This novelty soon worn off. 
 
The severity of the virus was unknown to me and I believed soon enough it would die down. Never 
would I have thought it would still be going on a year later. The hardest part of this was the 
complete isolation from my family. I have vulnerable family members who weren’t even allowed 
outside for their daily walk. Knowing that they are at the end of the screen but that’s as close as I 
will get, is heartbreaking. I saw the positives in this lockdown of having some quality time with my 
household, and the lockdown has definitely made us a stronger family unit. I made the most of the 
free time we were granted, and I was completing 10-mile bike rides most days. As the weather 
started to improve, we went out paddleboarding and created some fantastic memories. A 
highlight of this was when me and my brother went out paddleboarding for roughly 6 hours. I 
paddled him into the middle of the water and began to rock the board. By this point, he was 
freaking out but I found this highly amusing. When he fell in, I convinced him that the water was 
infested with piranhas who were attracted to the colour orange. Coincidentally he was wearing an 
orange life jacket. Maybe I went too far with this one but from laughter, I was unable to hoist him 
back aboard. It was fair to say he wasn’t happy. I felt like our bond had strengthened and he was 
someone with whom I enjoyed spending time. Going paddle boarding and enduring activities was 
especially important to me because my dad works so much that we get very little time together 
and we don’t get much time to spend doing fun activities. So, in some way or another, this was a 
blessing in disguise. 
 
I am especially grateful for the bonds that I have gained through the lockdown. Including an 
amazing support group of neighbours who would always pick us up when we were struggling. We 
would have socially distanced BBQs on our front lawns and the adults would have some drinks. 
This was something very important to me as we have found some of our lifelong friends. We had 
never really taken the time to get to know our neighbours but in lockdown, it’s the best thing to 
do. Our neighbours are amazing and the lockdown has been a common ground for all of us and it’s 
safe to say we have made the best of it. We all celebrated VE day and did some baking and 
decorated our houses. Our estate must have thought we were mad. 
 
Don’t get me wrong -  there were still aspects of the lockdown that hit me and my mental health 
and I did really struggle but it was uplifting knowing that when we get the vaccine it will be all 
over. However, this was not the case. I felt really trapped, physically and mentally. I found it 
extremely hard opening up to others around me as I like to be there for everyone else but 
sometimes it just would get too much. Over a screen, it is incredibly difficult to grasp how 
someone is, as your emotions are easily masked behind a screen. I was extremely grateful to have 
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my best friend by my side through this; she encouraged me and kept me going. We would go on 
socially distanced walks and would take it in turns sitting out the front of each other’s houses for a 
chat. She was my rock. She was also amazing in helping me with more personal issues that I don’t 
think I could have gotten through on my own. This lockdown lasted what felt like forever so we 
were all so happy when we thought we were transitioning back to normal. 
 
November 5th, 2020 
 
Dear diary, 
 
This is the day we were put into another lockdown! I know what you’re thinking, another one? 
After the last lockdown, I was naive to think that everything would return to normal. There was 
still talk of the vaccine but nothing set in stone. I didn’t see this ending and instead an everlasting 
isolation period. Nothing else was shown on tv and the news took priority. Never have I wanted to 
hear about anything other than the Coronavirus. It was all that was talked about. We were 
bombarded 24/7 with Coronavirus statistics and disturbing, graphic pictures of the effect Covid 
has had. Seeing hospitals filled like a landmine and coffins stacking up is mortifying. Thankfully 
schools where still open just with restrictions in place. I couldn’t comprehend how I didn’t have to 
social distance from my friends, but I still wasn’t allowed to interact with my family. I was 
desperate for a hug and told that everything would be all right. The scare of this lockdown was our 
Christmas. This was something that we were desperately looking forward to as this meant we 
could all be together. With still vulnerable family members, we didn’t know if this would be 
possible. 
 
At this moment in time, I felt hopeless and as if I was losing myself. I didn’t feel like me anymore 
and although it seemed the future was promising, I had this big negative bubble that was 
suffocating me. I was told to stop being negative and think about when everything improves and 
gets back to normal but I couldn’t. I felt so stupid for feeling this way because so many people had 
it worse but still managed to smile and pull the positives from this. I questioned myself and 
wondered why I was broken. I couldn’t remember the last time I was happy or laughed genuinely. I 
missed the old me, the girl who had bundles of ambition and strived to do her best. At that 
moment it was making it through the day without crying. I felt like I had changed, my mindset had 
shifted and I was experiencing so many more emotions than I ever had. My anxiety crept in and 
caused me so much grief that I would never have imagined. 
 
As it edged closer to Christmas Boris was doing his best to come up with a solution to let us enjoy 
our Christmas but safely. The rule was enforced that you could meet with your family from 12; 00 
am on Christmas Day until the end of the day. I hated this because in my family we have traditions 
and it was all different. We had to think smarter about what we were buying as you had to keep in 
mind the financial struggles some people where enduring. Over the Christmas period, I didn’t feel 
myself and the magic of Christmas was gone. Everything was different, no Christmas shopping 
instead it was mostly online, there was no drinking because everyone would have to drive home 
shortly after. Nevertheless, we still made the best out of it that we could. All that I kept thinking to 
myself is please let this all be over soon. 
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January 2021 
 
Dear diary, it’s a new year surely you would expect things to be getting better. No devastatingly 
another national lockdown. Schools are closed and all the same rules as before. This is so beyond 
distressing and now there are so many more factors that are included. This is damaging, not only 
to mine but most other teenager’s mental health. This is wrecking the happy girl I was. The girl 
who had the desire to do well and wanted to make the best of her school experience. This 
lockdown has shattered me, it has had an enormous impact and what’s worse is I still don’t see 
when there will be an end to this. We have the vaccine and thankfully vaccinating as many people 
as possible. It is comforting to me knowing a lot of the members of my family have had the 
vaccination meaning they have some immunity against the virus. In comparison to the first 
lockdown, everything is intensified and so much harder. The monotonous feeling of every day sat 
at the table doing schoolwork then watching tv then go to bed and this routine repeats daily and 
doing nothing is what exhausts me. I feel so restless, and my motivation is at its lowest. It takes so 
much for me to get out of bed in the morning or put on clothes that aren’t just for around the 
house. 
 
I miss the feeling of looking forward to something. It saddens me that I don’t see the end to this 
nightmare. My perception was that when we had the vaccine all would be well and normality 
would happen straight away. I was oblivious to the fact that these things take time. I’m finding this 
lockdown detrimental to my mental and physical health and this time around I don’t have a 
friendship group to keep me sane. Lockdown makes you think carefully about everything and I 
keep reminding myself life is too short. 
 
The dark days and bitter mornings where an adjustment from the lovely weather in the first 
lockdown. The thundering clouds and pouring rain begins to affect you. It’s as if I’m living in a 
poem, experiencing pathetic fallacy first-hand. My mood is dragged down by the dreary weather. 
It honestly feels never-ending. Things are beginning to change but it’s still going to be months of 
my life until things turn back to some normality. So many pressures have been introduced, and 
new fears have become apparent. 
 
There are some major comparisons in regard to the Black Death and the Coronavirus. What’s truly 
mind-blowing is that with all the modern medicine and scientific research that is developed today, 
a pandemic was still able to form. New variants are popping up left, right and centre. It's terrifying. 
No one has the answers and we are all stuck in the dark. I just wish I could see the light at the end 
of the tunnel. So many things have been sacrificed: work,. Friendships have been lost and mental 
health has deteriorated. It needs to be understood how massive of an impact this has had. From 
all ages, genders and races. EVERYONE has been affected. Even kids as young as 5 have had a great 
deal to comprehend.  

 
Emma Ritchie  
Year 10  
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From the Front Line – a fictional account 
 
Coronavirus has almost knocked me down. Regardless, every time, I have to pick myself up, 
as I know the nation’s lives are in my hands and others like me. I need to work gruelling 
hours; to save as many lives that are viable. Always knowing the worst is next to come. 
One thousand and twenty-two deaths! This is just the beginning; if people don’t start to pick 
themselves up and take a long hard look at the reality and the future that seems to be our 
destiny; if we don’t work like an ant colony, and all pull together to save everyone, then I 
fear for what the future is going to look like. I feel sorrow and sadness for all the families 
who will be mourning over the graves of their loved ones. 
 
Jason Brinkmen was aged 38. He was perfectly fine in the morning and became hypoxic in the 
afternoon and was dead not much later. I had lost four patients that day; and the saddest thing is 
every single one of them died alone. The hospital is now a tragic war zone, with every life that 
comes in being horrifically dragged away with the click of a finger. It’s a dark gloomy place, that 
has a weary atmosphere of pain and death which frightens even the toughest of doctors. They 
know whatever they do, corona will always be the winner in the race to end a beautiful life. So 
many wonderful people are taken, far too early. 
 
I was waking up for my normal shift. The alarm screamed in my ear, dragging me from my 
nightmare. It was four thirty and I was glad to be conscious and not living in the nightmare 
but aware that I was starting another day of nightmares during my shift. Wash, eat and head out 
to work like a zombie, having no idea what I will face during the day. I arrived at the hospital five 
minutes early and as I was walking in, a sharp sensation ran down my back, 
making my whole-body shiver from fear. 
 
I thought nothing of it and carried on into the nurses cloakroom. The room, usually a joyous 
hive of chattering voices envelops you, beckoning you to join in. As I briskly walked along the 
corridor towards the cloakroom I was met by my colleague. He was dressed head to toe in alight 
blue disposable suit. He also had a blue mask covering his nose and mouth along with a clear face 
shield rendering him almost unrecognisable. A knowing look was all the greeting we gave each 
other. He took my temperature and asked the now familiar questions; 
 
‘Have you developed a new continuous cough since yesterday? Have you lost your sense of 
taste or smell?’ 
 
‘No’ I replied. 
 
I carried on into the cloakroom to put on the required protective equipment which was meant to 
protect me from the terrible disease ravaging my hospital. 
 
As I made my way onto the bustling ward I was informed how many patients were in today. 
The numbers never going down from one day to the next. It was hard not to become immune to 
the suffering but today I was shocked and heartbroken to find out that one of my patients I would 
be caring for was a six-year-old boy. He was all alone. Fighting for his life as the corona virus tried 
to suck the oxygen out, shutting all his organs down one by one until his bruised and fragile body 
could fight no more. I had to do my usual rounds, treating my other patients before going to try 
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and save little Oliver Brown; I will never forget the smile on his stricken face, even though he was 
in a huge scary hospital, all alone, with people crying and doctors running around like headless 
chickens. His mum was only allowed in to see him for one hour a day and even then, he wasn’t 
able to hug her as she too was dressed in the Covid uniform. 
 
I choked back my sadness, that a 6-year-old boy can still smile even on the verge of death, yet 
ignorant selfish people are still carrying on being reckless and ignoring the realities people are 
facing in hospitals up and down the country. 
 
The wards are now barricaded and small, as if you were entering a prison. Having to be 
checked in and out of my allocated ward. Unable to cover a full department in an attempt to 
stop contamination between wards. Even though I am not religious I find myself praying that one 
day we will go back to life as it was before. 
 
As my shift comes to an end, I am filled with joy that Oliver defies all the odds and slowly 
fights back. He still has a long way to go on his journey to full recovery but the signs are very 
positive. 
 
As I leave at the end of my shift I feel anger welling up inside me and I have to push down the 
bitter bile when I hear people complaining about how hard it is being stuck at home. How I would 
love to spend every day with the people I love instead of having to face the battlegrounds of the 
Covid wards. 
 

Flora Macmillan  
Year 10  
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A Stormy Year (A mock-heroic Ode) 
 
The first wave struck with terrible force 
An unprepared captain was the sailor’s curse, 
Of worry and sorry and deep despair 
For his reaction was far too laissez faire. 
 
By the skin of their teeth 
some survived the first breach 
Of a boat so impenetrably strong. 
But with much time to go, 
And the captain still gung-ho, 
The journey could only go wrong. 
 
Then the second in command took a hit, 
When a twig struck his eye from a great storm spit, 
Yet much to the deckhands’ and sailors’ dismay 
He took to the wheel and steered without delay. 
 
With the storm still growing and spreading at large 
And the boat being knocked about with every charge, 
The captain decided to lure the men out 
With free rum and rice and a fillet of trout. 
 
This offered the storm a chance to strike 
When the sailors were cocky and thought it had lost might. 
Then the second wave struck more deadly than the first, 
Yet the sailors were on deck still feeding their thirst. 
 
This led to a time 
Of great loss and decline 
For the lives of the sailors on the ship. 
Yet the captain meandered 
And the response was substandard 
Which led to more cries of RIP. 
 
Still the storm grew stronger 
And the captain was left to wonder 
About a plan he had made up 
Conspiracy we asked or cock-up. 
 
  



 

P
ag

e3
8

 

He said this time the plan was different, 
His advisors told him it was brilliant, 
With Freedom for a few on one side of the ship 
And restrictions to the cabin where the storm had more zip.  
Then the strength of the storm increased on the side 
Where none of the sailors had been told to stay inside, 
 
This led to the sailors being out on the deck 
And the storm holding their lives by the scruff of the neck. 
 
The sailors were scared 
Of a most brutal end. 
With the captain leading them astray. 
All they could do was watch, hope and pray. 
 
As the ship was almost at port, 
All the sailors thought 
That the ship’s voyage was done. 
Yet even with their praying 
The boat was still swaying 
And the journey had only just begun… 
 

Marcus Moscuzza 
Year 11 
 
 
Silence 
 
Be quiet. 
Stop speaking, stop singing, stop shouting, 
Soundless. 
Allow your thoughts to come to an end, 
Cessation. 
The seldom silence of your mind should be explored. 
Abstain from the regrets of the past, 
And refrain from the anxieties that come with the future. 
A busy street has no room for a new shop 
Until one closes down, creating space. 
True silence leads to hallucinations, 
Schizophrenic personal progressions. 
A bewildered soul finds clarity in the quietude. 
Soundless. 
Stop speaking, stop singing, stop shouting. 
Be quiet. 

 
Joab Carr  
Year 11 
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A Storm’s Metaphor 
 
First the rain. 
The river of tears. 
Then the howling winds. 
The cries, the screams. 
The lightning, 
White hot strikes of fury. 
This is what a storm feels like. 
 

Lucy Rainer  
Year 11 
 
 

What the World Needs 
 
Kindness instead of hurt. 
Selflessness instead of greed. 
Peace instead of war. 
Acceptance instead of rejection. 
Equal instead of the best. 
Wonder instead of fear. 
Healing instead of everlasting pain. 
Celebration instead of despair. 
A home instead of a house. 
This is what the world needs 
 

Lucy Rainer  
Year 11 
 

 
I Don’t Know 

 

I don’t know what to write about 
Do I? I don’t know. 
Only if I knew, 
Not only would I know what to write, but this poem would be a whole lot easier to write. 
To think that I have done another acrostic poem; anyway I need to think. 
Knowing would be very helpful right now. 
Not knowing really isn’t. 
Only, if I knew how to right about this. 
Well I seem to have written something anyway. 
 

Ryan Bland  
Year 11 
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Losses 

Who can truly express it, 

When the one you love disappears? 

When they vanish out of existence. 

When they leave you, alone in fear. 

Your heart pains you 

With the unfairness of it all, 

And when your eyes go blurry, 

When you hear those desolate words. 

When you realise that that person is gone, 

How do you write that in words? 

Letters cannot illustrate 

The loss of the love, that is gone. 

The warmth that you felt 

When they were there. 

The smile that you cherished, 

Of which you were never aware. 

Words will not, cannot retell, 

The injustice, the thievery, the smell 

That death left in my home, on my clothes 

When it took from me 

My world. 

 

Indira Gopee  
Year 11 
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Reflections on Lockdown  
 
We have never experienced something like this before. Alone, isolated, confined solely with one’s 
thoughts and emotions. No human contact outside of your family. So many restrictions, it’s like we 
have lost all our freedom and independence. Lockdown makes every day a rainy day, no matter 
what the weather. There is constantly a solemn atmosphere everywhere; no more groups of 
children playing in the park with mischievous grins on their faces, no more grandparents taking 
their family out for lunch, no more celebrations of birthdays or weddings. Lockdown is a black 
cloud that hangs over us every day. 
 
Yet, there are so many factors and difficulties of lockdown that I have not had to experience due 
to my lucky situation; but we must all learn to empathise and raise awareness for people in less 
fortunate situations. For example, single parents. Everyday they must wake up and cater to their 
child/children without any help from members of their family or friends, and they must endure 
this, they have no choice.  
 
Another situation that I, myself, have favourably not had to experience is domestic violence. Many 
people, men or women, have to undergo living with their spouse or partner. Unfortunately, in 
many cases, people’s partners can be very violent and inflict both physical and mental pain upon 
each other. This can be extremely difficult to sustain while in lockdown, and even more difficult to 
escape. Imagine being trapped in an apartment with one person who you fear the most and 
having to live through being mistreated every single day. That’s a hard pill to swallow isn’t it? 
 
However, I try to have a positive approach to everything in life, in order to fulfil it. I have tried to 
pick out the most propitious elements of lockdown. Firstly, it gives you a lot of time to focus on 
your family that you live with (if you are fortunate enough to live with them) and really connect 
and bond with them; when lockdown wasn’t in place, we sometimes took our family for granted, 
got caught up in the outside world and failed to really embrace our loved ones. In my situation, I 
have been lucky enough to really begin to become closer with my brother who is usually off at 
boarding school. Due to lockdown, we have been left with no choice but to socialise with each 
other which has brought us closer and our relationship is now a lot stronger. 
 
The point that I am trying to make is that, yes, lockdown is not the ideal situation and, yes, we all 
have had enough, but we must simply look on the bright side in order to turn quite an unfortunate 
situation into a fortunate one.  

 

Amber Franklin  
Year 11 
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2020 – Was it really a year to forget? 
 

For some, 2020 was a year to forget. For others 2020 will be a year that will never be forgotten, a 
year that caused critical damage to families, businesses and the mental well-being of the public. 
For a small few, 2020 may have been their first ever year on this planet. Born into the world of 
masks, social distancing and endless hand washing. Have you ever wondered what it would be like 
to grow up like that? To see masks and social distancing as a normal way of living. Have you ever 
thought about how different it will be when these kids grow up to be told that there was a life 
before these precautions? A life where people would socialise freely and not even bat an eyelid at 
the thought of there being a worldwide pandemic.  
 
Even before the arrival of Coronavirus, 2020 brought some major events into the lives of people 
from all over the world; Australia battled one of its most devastating wildfire seasons in January, 
which burned a record 47 million acres of land, displacing thousands - leaving many people 
stranded with their homes burnt to ashes and the thought of having to restart their lives looming 
above them. Recently in the news we’ve seen about Harry and Meghan. It has been over a year 
since they decided to step down as senior royals and move to America. We lost previous and 
future sporting legends in Kobe Bryant and his daughter Gianna, when their helicopter crashed to 
the ground in Calabasas. We also lost an amazing actor and role model in Chadwick Boseman, a 
man whose movies inspired younger generations all over the world. By the end of the year 
America had a brand new president-elect in Joe Biden and also Kamala Harris, the first ever black 
and Asian female to become the Vice President of the USA. Most significantly of all, the Black Lives 
Matter protests took the world by storm, sparking a wave of mostly peaceful – yet sometimes 
violent – protests and riots as men, women and children from all races and backgrounds fought to 
unite everybody as one and bring an end to police brutality and racial injustice.  
 
However, through all these events, the Coronavirus became the biggest threat to and disrupter of 
global governance. On the 9th January the World Health Organisation announce the outbreak of a 
deadly coronavirus in Wuhan, China. In a matter of months, the Virus had spread across the world 
to more than 20 million people, killing over 2.6 million people as of today. It was on the 11th March 
that the World Health Organisation declared Covid-19 a worldwide pandemic. Also, in March, all 
schools in the UK were shut down in response to the pandemic, not to reopen again until 
September. This left students in exam years very anxious, more so after receiving little to no 
definite information from the government. Following on from schools, all non-essential retail was 
ordered to close until further notice - leaving many small businesses with no options but to shut 
their doors forever. The ‘Stay at Home’ message was imposed on the country and England was in a 
state of lockdown with no clear end in sight. Although, by Summer 2020, some restrictions were 
eased allowing families to see each other after many months apart. Schools went back in the 
September and the government were confident that we had got past the worst of Covid-19. 
However - as going back on your word has been a recurring issue in this pandemic - cases and 
deaths began to rise again, leaving the government no option but to impose even harsher 
lockdown restrictions in December.  
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Through the highs and lows of our recent lives living through a pandemic, I feel as though there 
are some important lessons to be learnt. Some positives that the lockdowns and restrictions have 
taught us, that we may be able to take as we begin along the path to June 21st and the lifting of all 
restrictions.  
 
The coronavirus has taught us that actions speak louder than words. Dreaming is different to 
doing, and saying something nice is different to showing up and being there for the people you 
care about in your community. As tourists disappeared and industry stopped, cities and 
destinations around the world came together in the face of adversity. Something which was 
almost unheard of a few years ago. By coming together, we fought tirelessly against the pandemic, 
leaving us in the position we are in now, where there is a light at the end of the long tunnel. COVID 
taught us to slow down. Breathe in. Breathe out. This year showed us just how much we can do 
with the time we have. Being shut indoors for weeks or months at a time required creativity and 
reigniting some old hobbies to stay entertained. The always busy culture bubble popped and we 
were rewarded with the opportunity to create space for ourselves and find a stillness rarely 
afforded in modern life. And finally, we could find happiness in the simple things in life. You need 
darkness in order for there to be light, and so having everything shut, cancelled and taken away 
from us has rekindled the flame that lit our joy in small, happy moments. The way the sun shines 
through into your bedroom in the morning. A still moment of respite found drinking coffee in a 
sunny window. Biting into a fresh food from your local bakery. These things we didn’t think too 
much of in 2019, but in 2020 they became our moments of true happiness. 
 
Going forward into 2021, just imagine how incredible and elevated the emotion of travelling, 
experiencing new cultures, meeting new people and ticking off bucket-list experiences will be 
when we can finally tour the world again. 
 
Thank you. 
 

Ryan Bland  
Year 11 
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Planting Seeds -a short story  
Lana’s voice 
Each morning, glowing golden rays find their way through the orchard to my bedroom window, 
the dappled sunlight falls politely on my cheek, waking me from my peaceful sleep. The months of 
hard and tiring work have drained my body of energy. By the end of each day my bed welcomes 
my limp figure with crisp, cold sheets. The summer has been particularly rough. The heat has 
cooked most of our crop and the lack of water has meant there’s a constant struggle in keeping 
the soil moist and fertile. Although we recycle all of our water, fresh drinking water is hard to 
come by and keeping our tanks full is becoming harder by the year. 
 
The 34th strain of COVID-19 was announced globally last winter. It’s been 24 years since China 
reported the first signs of the virus. It hit the world hard. No one ever expected it to last this long. 
The first ten years were a struggle. The economy suffered greatly, and the riots didn’t look like 
they would calm down. Thankfully, the protests finally stopped. My father says the people grew 
tired and finally accepted the new reality of the world. Things got comparably better after that.  
 
Our house has become a vibrant maze of greens. Fruits, nuts and vegetables sprout from every 
corner; every spare inch is occupied with the produce that keeps our share of resources coming in. 
With my father’s inventions and quirky contraptions, we can grow all sorts of wonderous 
delicacies that other households can only dream of. Our more exotic fruits are particularly 
favoured by the Immunes. They arrive every Friday afternoon with large black crates that we fill 
with an assortment of plums and berries. Every family is expected to offer resources to the 
Immunes on a weekly basis, in return for a steady flow of electricity and a not so steady flow of 
water. Other households on our street trade eggs, milk and wine. The black market is thriving. 
Sometimes I sit on the porch after a long day and watch our neighbour chase her chickens around 
the yard. It’s quite entertaining.  
 
This particular morning the breeze was brisk and wrapped a layer of cold air around me like a 
chilled blanket. As I wheeled the barrow through the orchard, I noticed a glorious change in the 
apples. They had grown much bigger and were showing the first signs of their vivid red coat that 
they would so proudly wear in the autumn. I felt such a joy about the day that I couldn’t help from 
singing as I filled my bucket with rainwater and set about watering the vegetables. Most of our 
outdoor produce would be harvested in the autumn and sold through the winter. Today, when the 
Immune came for collection, I would fill his crate with berries and herbs, grown inside on our 
windowsills. We nearly always had a male Immune. They all looked the same to me, always so 
abrupt and in a hurry.  
 
When I brought lunch to my father, he greeted me with a huge smile. He always looked so funny 
tucked away at his desk. His books would be sprawled all over the place, his round glasses always 
about to slide off his nose. I had to duck and weave through the tomato plants and hop over a tray 
of lemons to reach him. He talked to me about the moon and the constellations as he always had 
an interest in things larger than this world. When we had finished, I took the plates back to the 
kitchen. I left them in the sink with a tangle of vines, I’d deal with them later. Just as I finished 
washing the last batch of strawberries, I heard the familiar dull ting of the rusted doorbell. I dried 
my hands on my shirt and made my way to the door. 
I stood staring, unable to speak for an uncomfortable minute, maybe two . A pair of pearlescent 
blue eyes stared back at me, blinking, awaiting some reaction. In front of me stood a girl. I thought 
she looked older than me but not by much. Like me, she wouldn’t have known a life before the 
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virus. She was wearing the standard Immune uniform, a clinical white boiler suit cuffed at the 
ankles, showing sandals that helped keep her feet cool in the summer heat. She carried the crate 
on her hip, soft long tanned fingers wrapped around its handles. Her hair reached almost to her 
elbows, long tumbling waves of knotted brown. It was the exact shade of the bark of a maple tree 
if you tore away the outside layer. That warm, inviting shade that felt like a cosy fire in winter and 
a cup of mint tea.  
 
She stepped forward.  
 
‘Here for collection?’ It wasn’t a question, but her voice tipped up at the end.  
 
Tessa’s voice 
The midday sun shone through the windows of my shabby room. I hadn’t slept through the night, 
the mattress I’d laid on the floor was achingly uncomfortable. The authorities had thrown me into 
a space that was no more than three metres by four metres. Boxes filled with my belongings lined 
one wall, my mattress was shoved against the other. I often sat and watched the paint fall away 
from the brick and land softly on my pillow. But today felt a little different as I dragged up the 
rusted window. The air that rushed in was cold and refreshing. I leant out into the cool air, hoping 
the breeze would carry me up and away from this place. 
 
I was two years old before they told my mother I was immune to the virus. My brother became 
sick the same year. He was six. He recovered quickly but he passed it to my mother who had an 
aortic disease. They took her to a hospital. They wouldn’t let us see her. Me and my brother got 
taken to a foster home. Our mother passed away in the summer. My brother blamed himself for 
Mother’s passing and left to work for the authorities. I didn’t fit in at the foster home and so when 
I was seventeen, they moved me to a communal house. For a year I lived alongside other Immunes 
that had been rounded up. They were all children. Those lucky enough to be taken to foster homes 
would return when they were old enough to work. The children that weren’t taken would remain 
here. Finally, when I turned eighteen, they gave me a place of my own.  
 
A loud knock on the door interrupted the peaceful silence. I hit my head hard on the window 
frame as I ducked back inside. I hissed a colourful phrase, rubbed my head and walked to the door. 
A tall, bald man stared down at me. He was dressed all in black and I noticed the tail of an inked 
snake curled around his neck. I watched too intently as a bead of sweat rolled down over his 
eyebrow. When he spoke, it was quick and grouchy. He seemed to be in a hurry.  
 
‘Tessa Markey, today you’re starting work as an Immune. Here is your uniform. Meet me by the 
car in three.’  
 
He dumped a pair of heavy boots and a folded white garment onto my outstretched arms. Then he 
turned and made his way down the stairs. After changing into the suit, I glanced around at my 
room. I had yet to come to terms with this new life. My old sandals looked snuggly back at me 
from the edge of the mattress.  
 
He stopped the car after a short drive. I hadn’t been allowed outside since I had been transferred 
to the communal house. The air smelt of pine and reminded me of my old house with my mother 
and brother. This particular street was lined with trees that dissected the sunlight into chaotic 
fragments on the asphalt. I closed the car door and he handed me a large black crate.  
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‘Start at the house on the corner and take what they give you. When the crate is full, take it to the 
market on the next street.’ He pointed a lazy finger to his right, indicating the street behind the 
houses.  
 
‘When you get there,’ he said. ‘They’ll tell you what to do.’ 
 
Questions began to form tardily in my mind, but I couldn’t think quickly enough before he started 
the engine and drove off the curb.  
 
The outside of the house was old and rustic. Ivy covered the left half and the peeling paint on the 
right side resembled my apartment. Worn curtains were drawn over the windows, a small tear 
exposing a view of the inside. I positioned the crate on my hip and knocked on the small wooden 
door. As it opened, I was greeted by a pair of delicate bare feet sprinkled with soil. Long pale legs 
led up to a blue skirt. The collar of a white shirt accentuated a fragile neck and jaw. Blonde strands 
of hair fell freely from where they had been gathered at the back of her head, framing the soft 
curves of her face. Perplexed by some feeling I hadn’t experienced before, I couldn’t take my eyes 
away. My cheeks grew hot as the silence prolonged. 
 
I stepped forward, composed myself and spoke. Conscious of the crate under my arm, I 
remembered what the man had said not only a few minutes ago.  
 
‘Here for collection?’  
 
Her eyes were the exact teal of a kingfisher’s wings.  
 
‘Of course. Hold on for a second.’ She reached behind her into a space I couldn’t see from where I 
was standing. She returned with a wicker basket filled with the largest, most colourful 
strawberries I had ever seen.  
 
‘They are beautiful,’ I said. Her cheeks turned a soft pink.  
 
‘Thank you. You can have one if you like?’ 
 
‘No, I couldn’t.’ 
 
‘Please,’ she insisted. She looked at me and I felt my insides grow warm. 
I reached in and picked out a medium sized one from the side closest to her. Heart shaped and 
larger than a chestnut, its vibrant, juicy surface was dotted with seeds. As I lifted my hand out, my 
fingers gently grazed the fabric over her stomach.  
 
Lana’s voice 
I’d never met anyone like Tessa before. The day she came to my door was the first day I realised I 
had a deeply hidden and embryonic desire for things beyond my daily life. The day was warm, the 
breeze was cool, and while we sat on the doorstep breaking the rules of distancing, time got lost. 
The way she talked about the world was exciting. She spoke with a hopefulness I hadn’t seen in a 
lot of people, with a softness that made me feel calm. She looked at me like she could see more 
than was on the surface. 
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‘I don’t know where my brother is. I’m hoping someday, when life goes back to the way it was, 
he’ll come and find me. Or I’ll go and find him.’ 
 
Tessa plucked a daisy from the grass and handed it to me. 
‘We’ll find each other.’ 
I looked at her questioningly.  
‘You think life will go back to how it was… before?’ 
She didn’t so much as look at me but into me. 
She smiled. ‘I have hope.’  
… 
 
Something about Tessa made me feel a little more alive than usual, perhaps it was how her fingers 
gently traced the freckles on my arms or the way that she seemed to dance when she moved, 
contrasting the way I stumbled about in clumsy movements. Whatever it was, when I was with 
Tessa, I felt whole. 
  
Tessa’s voice 
I hadn’t laughed in years till I spoke to Lana. Not properly laughed. I didn’t recognise myself when I 
was with her. I felt different. Better. I told her about my life, and she told me about hers. She told 
me how long it had taken her and her father to create their garden and I told her how beautiful it 
was. I asked about her mother and she asked about mine. We realised that we were similar in 
many ways. We talked until the sky turned pink and the stars began to appear. And then we talked 
about the stars and the moon. All the time I watched her. I memorised her movements so I could 
replay them in my mind. The way she would look down when she tucked a wavy lock of hair 
behind her ear. The uncertain smile she would show to hide her embarrassment. The tiny dimple 
on her left cheek that appeared when she laughed. By the time I’d left, I knew that I’d fallen in 
love with her. 
 
Isaac’s voice 
Had I given Lana her sandwiches? I thought back to earlier in the day and recalled handing her a 
brown paper bag I had prepared for her trip. Yes, I had. She had taken it swiftly, murmuring a 
thank you as she placed it on her bed and swung around to her wardrobe. Although it deeply 
concerned me that she was leaving, I was assured that her journey would bring her some joy after 
the last few years.  
 
Lana’s relationship proved too complicated under the circumstances and Tessa decided to move 
away to a town by the coast. For a while Lana spent her days shut away in her room or moping 
around the vegetable patch. For weeks I tried to bring some life back into her. I spent less time 
working and more time with her, painting or journaling. But she had lost something. When she 
spoke, it was only a simple ‘the pumpkins look good,’ or ‘would you like some tea father?’ When 
she smiled, it was only ever half hearted.  
 
When they announced the end of lockdown on global television, Lana and I sat quietly in the living 
room. The broadcast ended and the old Hitachi screen flickered to a dull grey. We remained in 
silence, both dumbstruck by the news that everything was going to change. I turned to study 
Lana’s face. Her eyes were fixated on something unseen to me, her eyebrows were furrowed, and 
her hands were still in her lap. Lana hadn’t known a different world. She’d been to the park as a 
child, when restrictions were eased, but all she had known since then were the walls and garden 
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of her home and our small, shaded street. Suddenly she turned to me, a tear balancing on her 
lower lashes, and she smiled widely. She embraced me and we cried softly. We sat in silence for a 
long time. When the birds quietened, Lana got up sleepily and tiptoed upstairs. Not long after, I 
snuck upstairs as well. I found myself peering around her door, watching her small body rise and 
fall with her gentle breaths and wondering how long it would take her to leave me now that she 
finally could. With the fear of loss heavy on my heart, I crawled into my own bed and fell asleep.  
 
For the next two years, Lana welcomed life with open arms. She grasped at every opportunity to 
leave the house, she inhaled the outdoors, dancing and laughing no matter what the weather. But 
some days she would sit quietly at the table with a cup of mint tea and stare at a spot beyond the 
wall. Her face would remain still and expressionless, and although to start with I tried to help, I 
had learned those days it was just best to stay quiet. But life was new for Lana and I took her 
everywhere, showing her everything. Then one morning she brought me some tea and she asked 
me if she could go on a trip by herself. I told her no, my tone harsher than intended, covering the 
fear that tightened my chest. The fear of losing my daughter. My Lana.  
 
Now, standing in the doorway watching her pack, I feel only excitement. When she comes back 
and tells me strange and magnificent stories about her trip, her eyes will be wide with wonder. I’ll 
listen intently and reply with stories of my own life before the pandemic, and we’ll share our 
admiration of life with one another. 
 
Four years later… Lana’s voice 
I reached across the bed for my purple corduroy overalls, extending my long fingers to clasp 
around the soft folded fabric. My father stood at the door. As he watched me pack, he hummed a 
soft tune to himself. I fastened the clips of my case and stood to face him.  
 
‘You’re going to be late, Lana.’ 
 
‘I’ll be fine father.’ 
 
He looked at me and smiled. I reached up and slid his glasses further up his nose.  
… 
 
Sweat ran down my forehead as I sprinted to the station. My father had been right. I reached the 
platform just as the train was preparing to leave. 
 
I climbed aboard and found the train crammed with people. I winced and looked around for a 
spare seat. I shuffled past suitcases and bags to the end of the carriage and spotted a seat by the 
window.   
 
‘Excuse me, is that seat taken?’ 
 
A curtain of warm brown hair was pushed aside, and a pair of pearlescent blur eyes looked up at 
me.  
 

Lucy Rainer  
Year 11 
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A Christmas Covid Carol 
 

Jane and the Hospice family had just been seated for the annual Christmas dinner around 
the beloved, oval, oak dining table. The sons Henry and Jack helped the family prepare the 
Christmas dinner; roasting the turkey, mashing the spuds, and baking the Christmas pudding, as 
their mother Jane (who traditionally had the privilege to show off her exceptional cooking skills) 
had returned an hour prior from a long, exhausting shift in the Intensive care ward in Huntingdon. 
The father, Mark, the ‘Van Gogh’ of the family, helped transform the entire house from a messy 
coffin littered with scraps of wrapping paper and spines of pine leaves, in the early hours of the 
day, into a festive, vibrant landscape, sparkling with life and vitality. Mark even erected two great 
ceramic pillars on either ends of the table, each filled with aromatic roses, white and red, 
sprouting with petals of love and hospitality as if they were beacons of the family’s long heritage 
and affection. Life and energy buzzed and cascaded through all corners of the household.  

The vines of Christmas lights curled and flashed subtly, red and green, above the fireplace, 
which started to crackle from the burning of wood and radiated a tingling sense of warmth, joining 
in with the festive mood. The vinyl player besides the Christmas tree, played the well-worn playlist 
of Christmas hits around the house. The aura of perfectly roasted turkey and the sautéed potatoes 
on the dining table filled the air with mouth-watering aromas. Christmas at its finest.  

As the family tucked nicely into their leather chairs around the dining table, Mark and Jane 
each drank a cup of warm, earthy mulled wine simultaneously, before Mark gave Jane a cheeky 
kiss on her rosy cheeks. Jane blushed. While the sons quickly gave their dad a disdainful sense of 
disapproval and embarrassment, before tucking in and carving the turkey. However, in the master 
bedroom above the dining room, Jane’s phone begun to rattle and blare with a rather sharp, 
dissonant ringtone, in which it pieced through the lively ambiance of the entire household and 
suddenly caught the attention of Jane.  

Christmas with the Hospice family ground to an obstructive halt, as the wood spokes of 
Jane’s chair began to scrape along the even marble flooring, creating a deep and coarse sound like 
the heavy scraping of sandpaper and rock.  

Jane gently walked towards the phone ringing in the bedroom. She thought very little 
about the phone call in the early seconds of her walk, perhaps just a prank call to interrupt the 
festive mood of other households, she thought. However, as she climbed up the stairs and along 
the upstairs corridor, the sound rose to a crescendo, and a ringing sensation began to cloud her 
mind. She quickly swiped the slider on the phone screen and accepted the call.  

It was the intensive care unit which she had just left just an hour before, not a prank call. 
The nurse on the line in the ward, distressed, distraught and frightened, cried for Jane to quickly 
return to the hospital.  

‘It is an important matter’, the nurse said in a distinctively panicked voice.  
‘David Jones, the patient that you had just cared for today, had just gone into asthmatic 

arrest and has developed intensive pneumonia in both lungs. We need you back now!’.  
Before, Jane could mutter a subtle response, the phone line broke, and Jane stood 

distraught for a minute, with goosebumps crawling behind her.  
Then, without a moment’s notice. Jane rushed towards the front door in a highly  

unco-ordinated manner, stumping and nearly twisting her ankle along the stairs. She grabbed the 
car keys and left the house before Mark as able to chase and ask Jane, in a rather dramatic yet 
decisive style.    

In the hospital ward, doctors, nurses and carers from all around the ward rushed and 
tucked Jane’s sleeves, directing her towards the ill patient; David Jones. Jane, who had just  
finished equipping herself with adequate protection and face covering, approached the pale man. 
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His face was blanched white with fear and shock, highlighting the individual grey crevasses of his 
wrinkles. He was a man of 60. The face was tender and occasional blinking would occur. The only 
signs of life. The whiteness of the man’s pupil was diluted into a transparent, milky colour. Jane 
was able to not only see through the eye but into the man’s suffering. Below his eyes, his lips were 
yellow; discoloured from years of alcohol and cigarette abuse, the crevasses of winkles were now 
more intense, and each strand would stem out to form new, individual branches as if it resembled 
his family tree.  

The respirator and heart monitor flanked him. The constant sound impulses of Jones’s 
heart beat echoed and drowned within the calamity of the ward, like a person drowning in the 
sea. The display of the heart monitor showed Jones’s heart rate; ninety beats per minute.  

In a sudden but jerky motion, Jones grabbed Jane’s hand and he clenched it with a weak 
grip. Jane felt the soft touch of the man, like a cuddly toy, despite wearing gloves. The man 
rotated his head, and looked into Jane’s eyes. Dark black circles were centered in each of Jones’s 
eyes, and red bolts of lines ran across his eyes like lightning bolts. Sharp, distinct and thin. Then he 
smiled.  

Jane felt each of her strings of care and love being plucked and was overwhelmed by a rush 
of sorrow and guilt. She began to question why she needed to have Christmas and enjoy the 
festive mood, while others were suffering or had been devasted by dead loved ones. A stream of 
tears began to collect underneath her eyelids, before it flowed down across her cheeks and landed 
onto the man’s dry hands. The man’s face was unchanged. Jones tried to restore all his strength 
and tried to tell Jane something. However, Jones’s collapsed lungs gave way and he slumped back 
dead, in one sudden but dignified movement.  

Jane stood still beside the dead corpse. She had a vison of the soul of David Jones leaving 
its earthly shell and floating towards the starry sky. The moonlight above shone and highlighted 
his soul, as it hovered towards heaven. Then the clouds above smiled, showing that he was safe. 
She now knew that he was no longer suffering, relieved of this imperfect world of pain and 
suffering.  

In one quick motion, Jane grabbed the white veil and pulled it across his body. And shut his 
eyelids before saying 

‘Amen’.  
 

Bruce Yang  
Year 11 
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From the Journal of a Disappointed Country 
(after Andrew Motion) 

 

I discovered this announcement on the news a few months ago, 
Telling me about all of the paraphernalia. 
We need: Masks and hand sanitisers and antibac wipes.  
These men were discussing  
 
A disease, ‘from over the water’ they exclaimed, 
With sweat dripping down their foreheads. 
Even these men, very powerful men, 
Met this topic, it seemed, with silence and fear. 
 
Speech, I suppose is not their strong point, 
Even though they are supposed to lead, they say 
Few meaningful things, ‘stay home’ being the best. 
Nevertheless, from what I read 
 
In the paper, about the ones who stand 
At the podiums, I could tell that 
Despite their lack of experience, 
These men were up against a great difficulty. 
 
When they spoke again this week, 
Their silence scared me- they’re confused maybe- I thought. 
But then I realised something 
While I was anxiously awaiting what they had to say. 
 
The man in the middle, who fills deafening silences with waffle, 
Our leader, showed me that for all he cared, 
he was still getting his cheque; he said, 
‘Many more families are going to lose loved ones.’ 
 
I should say.  In total I watched them for hours. 
And to give them some credit, it seemed 
Nobody could’ve done better; although 
Their efforts slackened; they never ceased. 
 
One man after another abandoned their own 
Lockdown rules, encouraging people to be  
utterly distrustful of each of them. 
The country waited patiently, speaking heavily of their wrongdoings. 
 
Though one fellow, with ‘sad’ eyes, 
Addressed us on the news. 
He drove 260 miles at midnight 
To test his eyesight in an ‘exceptional circumstance.’ 
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The foreman, and least original speaker, 
Addressed his plan to relieve the tension. 
Afterwards, knowing it made no difference to the public's fear, 
He turned on his heels and walked away. 
 
With these multiple disappointing speeches, 
The issue still remained. First in ones and twos, 
Then all together, complaints flooded in. Leaving the 
Issue still mid-air, and me of course. 
 
 
 

Daisy Parr  
Year 12 
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Inspired by Lockdown 
 

Locked away 
 

During a normal week in March, sudden tension began to arise with rumours spreading quicker 
than the virus. Then at 5pm after a normal day of school, our 12 years of education would end in 
less than two days with no clarity on what would happen next. The sudden shock changed the 
atmosphere drastically from ‘getting nagged at constantly on how we need to revise for exams’ to 
‘EVIDENCE, EVIDENCE, EVIDENCE’. Nobody had a clue what was going to happen now or in the 
future but one thing we were certain of was that life wasn’t going to be the same for a very long 
time.  
 
After a strange and emotional goodbye, not knowing when, where or how we would see each 
other again, our childhood had ended, and the chapter had closed. As the teens of the nation 
anxiously waited for the news of what would happen next, our self-esteem plummeted, staring at 
the same four walls of our rooms, casually browsing through Netflix for a cure of our boredom and 
hourly exercise becoming like a luxury. Who would have thought this was reality a week ago? 
 
Then, as Netflix was drained out and stomachs full of the unnecessary banana bread, we finally 
had some clarity. Or we thought we had. Phones constantly buzzed with email notifications, but 
the only perk of being stuck at home was that we could ignore them. but there was one email with 
raging red flags attached demanding all of our work to be submitted in 4 days’ time. Then reality 
hit, our work across the last 18 months was really going to predict our results with the ball 
completely snatched from our hands. Now it was time to start impressing them.   
 
Sleep was instantly removed from our lives for those four days whilst we lived off energy drinks 
and coffee until our blood was contaminated with caffeine. Hours became minutes, with papers 
and books suffocating us in our rooms, whilst we worked like hamsters in a ball, until we physically 
couldn’t write anymore , our hands trembling  from the overdose on false energy. Then dawn 
arose on the deadline as the last-minute details were added in the closing books. It was over. As 
the box upon box of paper-cut blood, caffeine, sweat and sleep-deprived tears was piled in the 
convoy of cars under military escort to the abandoned school, all was left in silence. Patience and 
waiting was all we could now until the dreaded date of 20th August.  
 
Not all was lost: summer nights became a regular occurrence with sunny Spanish-like sun bringing 
joy to our grey lives. As the strings were loosened, outside life became the new norm, with every 
sunny minute spent on the beaches or by the rivers on scorched grass, concealing the fact that the 
dark days were still not over yet. But the summer of eased restrictions wasn’t all fun and games 
for everyone. Newspaper articles came flooding in again like a tsunami forecasting round two. This 
time these were facts not fiction. All we could see was that results were being predicted and 
forecasts downgraded by a computer, stripping away people’s futures and hard work at a few 
presses of a button. The sleepless night began again, with the scorching heat not helping. As you 
lay there tossing and turning, all you could think about was the dreaded future and what the 
numbers in the envelope were.  
 
With it seeming like all was crashing upon us, thankfully some sense came into the so-called 
‘leaders’ heads -  they who had been playing us all along with some idea of their comedy. We 
finally got the exam justice our efforts and resilience deserved.  
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After the final sleepless night, the morning had finally arrived - the only time you will ever catch a 
teenager up. The news and radio stations were with people finding out their results, knowing that 
it would be your turn soon.  Butterflies and nerves consumed your whole body causing you to 
shiver in a combination of excitement and fear. 
 
The car journey was like a blurred timeless moment, as nothing in the world at the time mattered; 
it was like seeing the finish line at the end of a marathon; all your focus in on reaching it. As I 
drove up the hill, it was like the final push in a sprint off.  Your heartbeat is pounding like it’s about 
to leave your chest, adrenaline takes control of your limbs as you are incapable of sitting still. 
Then, all eyes are on the finish line. It’s in sight, and as you arrive at the front of the school, the 
finish line is barricaded by time, stopping you from immediately getting through.  
 
Time seemed to go backwards as we waited outside like children wanting to go into the sweet 
shop. In the end we couldn’t deal with the anxiety, so we went in to get the next 15 minutes over 
with. And there it was. The dreaded envelope. Trembling with it in our hands, we were like rabbits 
in headlights. Then the adrenaline kicked in again and like a raging bull I tore open the cover and 
then...  
Time stopped. 
 
I lost control of my body and my emotions as the final thread had broken. It was all there in front 
of me.  Seeing the results, I wanted to burst out in tears of joy that it was finally over. This was also 
the case for most of the others with anxious smiles were replaced with permanent smiles of joy.  
 
The journey had finally come to a close, with the next one starting in the next few weeks. We had 
a short burst of freedom where we had nothing to worry about apart from enjoying the rest of the 
summer, not knowing what fate lay in wait later on in the year. 

 

Louie Jordan  
Year 12 
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Two Birds on a Wire 

 
 

Heng Lam Fong 
Year 12 

Two Birds on a wire 
 
Here is a broken and leaking electric wire.  
A little robin flew and landed on it. “Hey buddy, you better not land too close to the others.” 
A crow next to him said. 
“This wire is leaking, if we stay too close, we will get a shock.” 
 
“Oh my, that’s horrible.” 
The little robin seemed unhappy and confused. He looked down and he discovered there 
were a lot of black feathers on the ground. 
“They didn’t listen to my advice, and... that’s what happened.” 
 
The crow seemed sad as he followed the vision of the little robin, but then he straightened 
himself up again. 
“Why are there no humans trying to fix this wire?” 
“Actually, they are working on it now. just remember to keep an eye on it.” The crow 
seemed determinate as he tidied his feathers. 
“Although it is dangerous now, it will get better someday.” 
 
“Mr. Crow, as you have mentioned this wire is very dangerous, but why did you choose to 
land here?” 
The little robin asked. 
“Well, I am too familiar with here.” 
The crow gave a little giggle, he spread his wings and flapped a few times. He pointed to the 
notice stuck on the pole. 
“This pole is very old; it also has many old problems. When you solve one, another new one 
will appear.” 
“But let’s see.” 
 
The crow then showed him another direction. In the distant dusk, there were few birds 
flying in the sky. The breeze blew his feathers, the warm light of the dawn was caught in his 
dark eyes. 
“When we fly, we don’t have enough energy to observe how beautiful this world is.” 
The little robin was surprised by the view. 
“Although it is dangerous here, it also gives me a chance to rest and watch the world. We 
can try to have fun.” 
“That’s a good idea.” 
The little robin liked this idea. 
Two birds on a wire enjoyed a peaceful and quiet afternoon. 
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Heng Lam Fong 
Year 12 
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The Lonely Appreciator, the Detached Socialiser 
 
7:00 AM. your alarm shrieks and violently rips you from a pleasant dream. The red light of a 
sunrise shines from the curtain edges. It is too bright. You bury your head in the cover and wait for 
your eyes to adjust; you wish you could just stay there, watching people chaotically going about 
their day from your window. But you can’t. You know you can’t. So, you drag yourself out of bed, 
robotically wash, dress, eat and commute. Just like you did yesterday, and just as you will 
tomorrow. Day in, day out. You wonder what it is all for? Why do you do it? Why does anyone? To 
have a retirement? - But what about now? To be happy? - It certainly isn’t working. Or maybe it’s 
to make others happy about you? - They don’t seem to be.  
You try to stop thinking about it. You could have had a different life. A different job in a different 
country, with a different language and different faces. But then, whatever your life would have 
been, and whatever fascinating tasks your days could have had, they would eventually become the 
new normal, then the new boring. A whole planet of bored people. You ponder on how it is 
possible that whoever you are, a farmer, a loan manager, a student, anyone - every day is the 
same. Harvest, review, learn. Just with different crops, applications, or equations. Moping your 
way through the day you find yourself eating food that you don’t taste, in conversations that you 
don’t listen to, hearing music that you don’t feel. You once thought to yourself as a child that you 
would be content with a mundane life, simply because all the adults around you seemed to be, but 
you now realise that you might be old, but you’re still a child. 
Then things stopped being the same. A pandemic spread from person to person the world over, 
and the minds of the earth’s people were filled with paranoia, uncertainty, and fear. And all of a 
sudden, you are very alone. 
7:00 AM. Your bedroom is silent and dark. You are sleeping, so your room stays silent, and it stays 
dark. A few hours lapse and you begin to wake. You don’t move, for there is no reason to. 
Nowhere to go, nothing to do. The silence elongates. Minutes pass, then hours, then eventually 
days and weeks slip away as if they never happened at all. You have everything you ever wanted – 
time. But it’s not right. You’ve read epic poems and sagas long into the night, but you don’t have a 
soul to share them with. You’ve listened to hauntingly beautiful music and stared at dazzling 
scenes from paintings to sunsets, but still, you feel nothing. Your experience is hollow. It is enough 
to make you scream; and you have, multiple times over, but of course the only answer is silence. 
Alone. Alone. Alone. You’re on an island, remote and far away; the beauty is staggering but the 
silence is deafening. 
“And that is exactly the problem”  
You decide. Life without people is hollow and static; life without things is futile and bleak. Living 
life without either is absurd. So you must strive to have both, you cannot afford to miss your only 
chance at life, because one day you will taste your last meal, listen to your last conversation and 
read your last poem. It is rare to know these are your last, so you must value every single 
experience. Otherwise small talk about the weather could be the last thing you ever think about. 
Nor does this only affect your last moments: if you live your life meaningfully and how you truly 
wish to, you will find yourself genuinely happy and content for much of your existence. So choose. 
No one can choose for you.  
 

Henry Cole  
Year 13 


