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CHOOSE TO STUDY ENCLISH @ THE SIXTH FORM EXPERIENCE

ENGLISH LANGUAGE
AS

Classifying texts

Language and Power
Language and Gender
Language and Technology
Creative Writing
Discursive Writing

We study things like this:

A2

How language changes
Child acquisition of language
Media writing

Individual Language Analysis

He
1 Hate To Cook
k

ENGLISH LITERATURE

AS

The Curious Incident of the Dog in the Night Time
The God of Small Things

W.H.Auden Shakespeare

The Rime of the Andent Mariner

A Streetcar Named Desire

——— " A2
l ' GEORGE DRWELL Y H a8 . Gothic Literature
Who’s Afraid of Virginia Woolf?
The Handmaid’s Tale
1984




Welcome to the first edition of
Excellence in English, an
anthology of the work
produced by students from
Eston Park School this year.

English is a constantly evolving
subject, offering students a
wide and varied range of
activities which provide
excellent preparation for future
careers, both in and outside of
the subject.

At Eston Park School, English is
delivered by a team of highly
qualified teachers who are
committed to raising
achievement by providing
inspirational lessons.

Miss N McLean
Miss M Holian
Mr J Goodwill
Mrs A Rutherford
Mrs L Wilkinson
Miss J Sweeting
Mrs C Johnston
Miss A Carter
Miss K Faloona
Mrs J Poole

Mr M Smith

Eston Park School is a school which has been transformed into a
vibrant and successful institution and which is now seen as the

natural choice for a substantial number of parents.

Eston Park School is big enough to provide an education of the
highest quality and yet small enough to ensure that every pupil
feels cared for and valued as an individual.

OFSTED describe Eston Park as aschool where 'pupils show a good
attitude to learning and a willingness to work', where 'the quality
of relationships is a major strength', where 'behaviour is very good'

and where 'staff provide high quality support and guidance'.

Our reputation continues to grow and visitors are consistently
impressed with the appearance and behaviour of pupils, with the
quality of the environment and the buildings and with the way in

which everyone connected with the school believes init and

supports it.

We are an open and welcoming school, facing our future with

great confidence and optimism. Please come and have a look at us

and make your own decision. We hope and trust that you will want

to be a part of our success story.

Jim Rogers, Head Teacher




Introducing Pelican Charlie...

As part of Children’s Book Week, Year 8 pupils were set
the challenge of creating a book for children aged between 3 and 5.

Judged by Mr Douglass, Deputy Head, the winningentryis below.

1. Pelican Charlie had no friends and
walked to school alone.

3 Sally and Susie sat on the bus and stuck their
tongues out at Pelican Charlie becuase they were
not his friends.

2 Zakand Zoom, the zebras, were crossing the
road but they were not his friends.

4.He walked past the cornfields and saw Sliver 5 Henry and Harold, the hippos, were playing
and Sam, the snakes, but they were not his the mud. It was heaven for them but they
friends. were not his friends.

6 In the shop, Shaun the sheep bought Sarah’

the sheep some sweets but they were not

his friends.

w

7 At the lampost, Defor and Dylan were
doing what dogs do, but they were not his
friends.

Authors: Adam Hinchley, Luke
Whitehead, Joe Campbell, Reece
Litdewood, James Philpott, Dylan
Pinchbeck, Courtney Turner, Courtney D
Turner, Liam Green, Emma Stevens,
Charotte Yarker, Lee Osbome, Lewis

Blackburn, Georgia Millington, Jordan T

8 Pelican Charlie was feeling down in the dumps, but
Evans —Year 8 then he saw Pelican Shell and a smile spread across
his face. She was his friend.

CHILDREN’S BOOK WEEK




PALRING GE OUR DOLN

Tourist information produced by Mrs Rutherfords Year 9 pupils

WOUE RIBBLESBROVGH

Middlesbrough has achieved a name for itself as the worst place to live in England. But
who's to say that when they know nothing about it? Take a trip with us as we teach you
about the real Middlesbrough and tell you why it's an exciting place to visit. Even

Gladstone, the Prime Minister, showed his appreciation of our town when he visited and
formally named us 'The Infant Hercules'. This means we are rapidly growing in strength!

Co0k [WICE - HARM TEOLLE!

MIMA is the local art gallery which has brought our region to the attention of the modern art world. MIMA
shows masterpieces from famous artists such as Pablo Picasso and Jackson Pollack and has been known
to attract other artists from around the world. The gallery took three years to build. Designed by Erick van
Egeraat Associated Architects it was completed in January 2007 at a cost of £14.2 million.

BRILLUANT BRIBGE

The Transporter Bridge is the furthest downstream on the River Tees. It connects Middlesbrough to Port
Clarence and its name tells you exactly what it does: it transports people and cars across the river on a
travelling car or gondola. The gondola can carry 200 people, 9 cars or 6 cars and 1 minibus. It is the only
example of its kind in England but there is another bridge, the Newport Transporter Bridge, in Wales. The
Tees Transporter Bridge has an overall length (including cantilevers) of 851 feet (259m), leaving a span
between the centres of the towers of 580 feet (180m). The beam of the bridge stands at a height of 160 feet
(49m) above the road.

BEYOND THE BORO

No matter where you go in Middlesbrough, you are never more than 20 minutes away from a snippet of
breathtaking scenery. Popular tourist hotspots include Roseberry Topping, Eston Hills and the Victorian
seaside resort of Saltburn.

Roseberry Topping is a distinctive hill on the border between North Yorkshire and the borough of Redcar
and Cleveland. It is situated close to the market town of Guisborough, a shopping gem. Eston Hills, a ridge
150-200 m above sea level, look down on the small village of Eston, famous for the discovery of ironstone
in the hills by industrialists from Middlesbrough, most notably Henry Bolckow and John Vaughan, in 1841.

So whether you are a nature lover, an enthusiastic walker or just fancy a look around our award winning
shops, come down to Middlesbrough and experience our wonderful town for yourself!




Oh no, not again!

This is the third time this
past two days have been the weekend. However, this is Monday
and nobody woke me up for the most boring part of my life:
school.

| only had twenty minutes to get ready, collect my school

stuff and sprint to my best fri
make it.
Charlie and | had been friends sincewe wer e i n n

the loud one. Everyone in school says that we should go out
together because we are so close and get on so well. To be honest, |
agree with them. |l “ve loved
to tell him.
just settle for being best friends.

As | left my house | noticed that neither of my parents were
in. Puzzled, | locked the door and pushed the keys through the

hi m
Best dee, deswwoaydol

|l etterbox. | spotted Char landeélled
hi s name. He didn"t hear. I sp
was pale and drawn; he was never like this.

» What*“s wrong?" He didn"t re
thinking his mood would change,
wasn“t the kind of person to go

Something was wrong with him. | tried another question, had he
done his English homework? Irritatingly, he made no reply and
barged straight through me. It was like | was invisible.

There was definitely something wrong with everybody today!
Nobody would talk to me. What had | done? Charlie looked so

r

depressed I didn"t even go ove
ten minutes after me. What was
But Charliedi dn*"t just | ook depressed
tears and his hair was a mess.

person who always looked perfect; he would spend ages on his hair.
As | scanned the hallway, | noticed everyone looked the same:
mournful.

Confused, | trudged towards English as the bell rang. |
slumped down into the uncomfortable chair and tapped my
fingernails on the desk. Miss Clark came in as the bell ended its
chimes. She called the
even started replying when the entire room gasped. Charlie raised
his head from the desk and looked at the teacher in disgust. She
apologised, closed the register and looked down in embarrassment.

A twitch of fear tingled my spine. The deafening silence was
disturbing.

Charlie leapt to his feet, causing his chair to crash to the floor.
The sparkling tears in his eyes were flowing freely down his face.

register

For the first time today, Ch
here 1 f | had done tsroemeasiftokeavgho he
tal king about. , She was my best
crossing that road. She"s dead

The fear in my spine crawled to the top of my neck. The
memories of Friday night <came
RACHAEL HAGGARTH —Yr 9
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Breathing in deeply, | watched as my own hand
than the foul stench of animal hair stuffed my nostrils. The house may have been a palace a hundred years ago,
but now there was nothing but ripped furniture and ghosts of the past.

| was scared. There was no denying it. Not of the house itself but of what was to come.

Already my bones were beginning to shake and my muscles were flexing into a much tighter position. | glanced
down at my immobilised hand. The skin was crawling, literally. The moving bumps reminded me of worms in
water; maneuvering here and there to try to escape the depths of darkness. Well, | was the water, and the
monster inside me was the worm.

The moon was slowly creeping through the clouds, covering it. Every time it broke free | thought that |
was going to be sick. But as long as the clouds shrouded it, | was safe.

I hoped in vain..

With a final effort, the white coin burst through the blanket of grey. There were no more clouds to stop
it. Its light was a bullet shooting through my body and into my heart; and, like the trigger firing the gun, | was
off.

The pain in my back was so intense that | screamed my head off. My spine was close to piercing the skin
and my teeth were so sharp that | nearly impaled my tongue. My hands were the only parts of my body
that | could bare to see. But that was soon to change. My bony fingers were no longer thin, but sausages of
grey hair. My nail s | oaonighdut, excepta lbt ldngerksiearpengnd datkess.t er “ s

My scream was no longer high pitched but low and so loud that | felt my ears burst with the pain.

For one brief moment the pain stopped. But before | could even collapse everything had gone black.

By Thomas Ramsay — Yr 7

lt*s midnight and a shadowed gentl eman i s
called , Death Lane®". He walks back to his houj{

He is walking back after being awoken from his grave when his murderers opened the crypt to
find his treasures and the map for the treasures he had hidden somewhere in his mansion.

As he reaches the old rusted door of his house he opens it, making a loud eerie creak. He steps
into the dimly lit, dusty corridor to the sound of whispers.

“Where could it be, Carol?” one of the voi (

“l think the map tells wus that 1t is in the

The mystery voices anger the man back from the dead. The veins in his neck began to pop out
in fury as he knows his murderers are getting closer to his treasure. He is now blood thirsty and ready
to kill.

Before he was murdered, the man was a mad scientist who invented an evil poison which,
when it touched a human, burned the skin and flesh until all that was left was bone.

The giant grandfather clock chimes one.

“We wi | | hunt for the treasure in the morni
to brush my teeth, see you alksup thehderk staios into tha lgathroomsS |
She goes to flick the switch for the |ight but

Outside a storm had been brewing and now it forms threateningly overhead. Lightning flashes
over the house, briefly illuminating the bathroom. A bloodcurdling scream fills the room; Carol sees
the half eaten face of the man she once killed. In once swift movement the man picks Carol up and
throws her into the poison filled bath. She lets out a whimper as her body is stripped of skin.

“ By e by eghsastheclodesahe door behind him.

Silence echoes through the house. Hanson, now cowering under the covers in the master
bedroom, hears the creaking of floorboards. They are getting louder and louder: closer and closer. He
is coming!

In the darkness Hanson cannot see that the man has opened the door to the master bedroom.
Slowly crawling out of bed, Hanson plucks up the courage to try the lights. As he tries to flick the
switch a flash of lighting illuminates a distorted figure in front of him. Hanson screams like a girl as a
knife plunges into his leg. He tries to run but his injured legs limits his movements. Using all of his
energy he reaches the top of stairs, followed closely by his former victim. The man laughs once more
as Hanson rollsdownthest ai rs where he | ays | ifeless. The
BY MRS WI LKI NSON*S YEAR 7 CLASS
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g The following work has been selected by Young Writers' to be published in
' J-f.}. their anthologies. The winners are pupils fromyear 7.

Welcome to school

Please take a seat

)y 060 AAAT A 111¢ AAu
Take the weight off your feet

) 060 EOOO A NOEAE AEAQ
Without any stress

7A8A 1T EEA O OAI E AAIT §
Yourdd CEOA 06 O POI COAOO

7A80A All OAOU bPi AAOGAA
And you should feel proud

Your daughter works hard

And stands out from the crowd

7A80A T &
Going to find out
7EAO 1T U AA
School work is about

They said she tries hard
And works well in class
Andwith all this effort
4EAUB0A 0060

The news made us smile
No chance of a frown

| already knew
OEA x1 061 AT 6 ¢

As | wait at home

For my mam to return

| get a bit nervous

My stomach starts to churn

| hope that my mam

Will be pleased wth the news
And comes home all happy
So | can shake these blues

My mam returns home

With a smile on her face

3EA OAEA OEA8O0 OAOU EA

7EQOE xEAOG80O0 OAEAT bDi AA
CAITLYN SKELTON

My teacher is a monster
3EA8O0 Al xAUO CAOOET ¢
)y £ OEA EAOT 80 EAA EA(
Head for the hills, hide under the moss
For when she reaches her screaming point
91 66A AAOOGAO EAADP UI O
In the height ofher screams, her skin falls off
And green scales cover her from toe to crown

RYAN WILSON

Of all the places in this school
There is one place that is not vegpol
At the end of the corridor

Behind the red door

A groupof people

Sleep all day and snore

4EAOAGO T1A -0 -AOI1
Our very own Santa

Young Mr Russell

With his mathematic banter

The kind Mrs Wilkinson

Whose lessons are fun

The funny Mr Musicka

Who takesus on a run

4EAOABO -0 -AOCAAI EA
Our Head of House

Who can roar like a lion

And be as quiet as a mouse

Like | already said

This room is not very cool

But as weird teachers go

Eston Park teachers rule!

RYAN GILL
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Watch out for these ‘authors of tomorrow’.

MATTY PARKS YR11

NAMING DARKNESS: A CURSE OF LOVE

A year had gone by.
People were beginning to erase his name from their minds. They were slowly letting go of his
memory.

But there were three people who never could.

Because they knew that he was still living and breathing. Alone. Staring silently into darkness.

The group had changed after that fateful night. Although Danny was overcome with dismay, he
remained pretty much the same. Jessie: she had become alienated from the trio. | think it was her way of
dealing with the pain. Maybe she thought she could
know.

But it was Katy who was dealt the hardest blow. When he left it was like her world had ended. She
did nothing, said nothing. It seemed as if she had simply given up on life. Sure, people tried to get her back,
but all that was left was the shell of a broken girl. She seemed to fall deeper into the abyss every day.
And as the days turned into weeks, it only gre\

ALEX RIDER HAD DONE IT THIS TIME
RAMSAY YR7

ALEX COLEMAN, BEN RICHARDS AND TOM

Out in the middle of the Atlantic, where everything was once calm, a burning oil rig

struggled to star stationary. Alex bolted for the nearest exit from this mayhem. A lone ladder stood

at the far corner of the room, melting in the ferocityofth e f | ame s . He didnot
Acting on pure instinct, he dashed for it - but was met by the unexpected foe of gunfire.

Skidding to a halt, he dived for the bottom of the ladder. Lashing out, Alex snatched the blistering

hot ladder and thrust it upwards into the unknown enemy. He heard KLANG and a shriek of pain

indicating that his attacker was down. Within a few seconds (which were the most daunting

seconds of his life) Alex was up on the top desk. Searching frantically for a way out, he began to

thinkthat al | hope was |l ost. And then he saw it ¢
The AStingray X41300 was one of, if not,

reinforced steel and an engine as powerful as a volcanic eruption would be the perfect escape.

AJust what | al wAlgxs wantedo t hough

Without thinking, he dived 50 metres into the ice cold waters.

With a deafening roar, the oil rig exploded.

THE BROWNS

The face stared at me in pain; it was a child’s face. Tilting its head to the side, it began to
cry. | stiffened. My husband snored quietly compared to the wail that this child was making.
“Make it stop,” the child whispered over and over, until it started to scream. My ears rang. |
squeezed my eyes tightly shut, making it go away.
Everything went silent. | gradually opened my eyes. Face to face with the little child. | could
tell now it was a little girl, her icy breath brushing on my face.
“Make it stop.”
| blinked and the ghostly girl was gone. MEGAN MCBRIDE YR9
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KEEP IT REAL — Eleanor McLaren Yr10

Our society has become completely obsessed with body image and
size. You can*“t flick through a
ridiculous size O models who give the women of today unrealistic
hopes for their own size; this is also true of the internet and
newspapers.

These models promote a very unhealthy lifestyle and convey the
wrong impression about what is beautiful. Is it right that our teenage
girls are being exposed to this and made to feel that they are obese if
they are anything above a size 4?

Ofcour se it i sn"“t!

No wonder so many girls aged 11-19 are not happy with the way they
look. Admissions to clinics that deal with eating disorders have soared
over the past few years with patients sometimes as young as 7!
Nobody can condone this — these children need to be taught what is
truly beautiful so they can achieve realistic goals concerning their
body size.

Some of the top fashion houses use size O models to promote their
clothes on the catwal k. This ma
extremely intimidated and almost threatened to lose weight. When
these fashion houses are criticised over their decision to use only
model of a certain size, they s
on them".

Is this what models have been reduced to: human coat hangers?

| do agree that the clothes look better on these models than on, say,
mor bidly obese women. But whate
women? The average woman in England is a size 16, so why should a
size 12 woman feel that she is too fat?

As almost every home now has internet access, this has led to a
growt h -amor,e@xioa” websites. These
place for people with eating disorders; they are able to share ideas
about how to hide the fact that they are not eating. These girls should
be speaking to a trained counsellor NOT being told the best way to
hide their problems from their parents! These sites should be banned

to prevent vulnerable, insecure teenagers being sucked into this
madness. Many of these t ee matgtesr
as good as skinny feels!™

What sort of ridiculous message is this sending out?

So, don"t you see? We have to n
before it gets so out of hand that all our young daughters and
granddaughters are affected.




HOT TOPIES

THREE FIGHT FOR THEIR LEGAL RIGHT

GORDAN BROWN, NICK CLEGG AND DAVID CAMERON
CAN MAKE THIS COUNTRY THE BEST... OR WORST!

By Charlotte Bradley Yr7

The election was unique in many ways. The Green Party
won its first seat in the Commons and the Alliance Party
won its first seat in the ballot box. 35% of voters supported
a party other than Labour or the Conservatives —the
highest such figure since the 1918 General Election.

The election was the first to be faced by the Labour leader
Gordon Brown as Prime Minister, who became party leader
in 2007 as the resignation of Tony Blair. It was also the first
election to be faced by the main opposition party leaders,
David Cameron of the Conservatives and Nick Clegg of the
Liberal Democrats.

It was the first time since 1979 that none of the three main
party leaders had headed a General Election campaign.
Furthermore, for the first time in a British election, the three
main party leaders engaged in a series of televised debates.
Four days after the election, Gordon Brown announced he
would ,step down as Labour
was | ater further deter mine
Government " dwveeathe Qoasehativds entd

the Liberal Democrats.

IS THIS WHAT OUR COUNTRY NEEDS AS WE BEGIN TO
EMERGE FROM THE CREDIT CRUNCH OR WILL IT JUST
PLUNGE US DEEPER INTO DEBT?

13
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Concrete Angel by Bethany Evans
and Laura Jinks

One cold autumn night, Lady
Silvia’s new baby passed away.
She immediately had a funeral for
baby Josh. She ordered a concrete
angel to sit on the grave. One
night the angel gave out a baby’s
cry and glowed red in the eyes.
Legend is the angel turns all babies
who walk past to stone.

Goal! By Bethany Bainbridge and

Shauna Russell

She stood in the corner, breathing
deeply, shivering from the
coldness. Fiddling with her fingers,
she gazed ahead at the field before
her. The sounds of air horns filled
her ears. The crowd screeched as
the ball went into the back of the
net. What a goal! Her heart raced
as her team had won!

The Water by Thomas Ramsey

The water was scorching but it was
worth the wait. The fish danced
around the bottom of the water
and the boats floated aimlessly
around the surface. The freezing
waterfall splashed bubbles into the
clear pool as the sea sponge rolled
down the white slide. But the bath
wasn’t big enough to have a shark.

. J

. J

These stories, all by year 7 pupils,
had to be written using only 55
words! Beat that!

y
Timmy by Alex Coleman

Timmy was going to do it. He was
completely sick of living there.
Unfortunately there was nowhere
else to go. He had lived there all of
his life. From birth and now he
was almost an adult. He was on a
roof, no-one would mock him now
— he jumped...

Flapped his wings and flew off.

Tears by Cathryn Fawcett and
Georgina Hill

Tears rolled down her plump
cheeks as she sat in the corner
alone. She insisted nobody could
see her in this state, that it was
‘too sickening to see.” She
screamed in pain. “My finger will
never heal!” She wrapped her
finger in a damp cloth. It was
revealed against her will; a paper

. 14 J

cut!

\. J




HAYT TOPIES

THE PROBLEM WITH CELEBRITY CULTURE
CATHERINE COLEMAN Yr9

If you went into a newsagent and looked at the range of newspapers laid
out in front of you, it is almost certain that there will be a picture of a
celebrity, no matter how famous, somewhere on the front covers.
Whether it is an A-list actress or a reality show reject, people will buy the
newspaper to read about them. But why are young people idolising
people who are often famous for being married to a footballer or for
appearing on ,Big Brother® when p
charity work and raising money for good causes are being overlooked?

In 2000 ,Big Brother® first airec
what would happen when a group of different people were forced to

live together for 3 months with no contact with the outside world. This
was indeed the case for the first few series, until people started entering
just to appear on television. Since then, ex-contestants have become just

as famous as singers and actors and have been given their own TV shows
and recording contracts. Sometimes contestants are liked by the public

and their programme or single is popular for a while. However, when
their 15 minutes of fame is up, they usually try anything to keep
themselves in the papers, even if they hurt other people in the process.

But what effect does this have on young people? A survey carried out by

teachers found that | ots of teenct
(a football er ™ shanwucdeed at ectioolgrhey seetnttoi e r
think that it doesn®“t matter how
get money from their very well p¢
be successful in their own right, as a doctor, lawyer or teacher.

Andthat *s just one problem with cel
don“t even know what i s actually
know the truth behind what they see on TV because they are too
interested in which celebrities are getting married, getting divorced of
getting whatever they can get their grubby little hands on. They aspire to
be like their idols so much that they sometimes end up in debt after
changing their appearance to match their idol. It is crazy!

However, there are some celebrities worth their weight in gold. Angelina
Jolie is a prime example of a good role model for young people to
aspire to. Donations to charity, helping the needy and giving back are all
worthwhile qualities.

So, if some celebrities with packed schedules can make time to do
somet hing worthwhile, why can"t &
famous to be a positive influence on young people?

15




Wdameto the

Globe T heatre

Hello and welcome to the fantastic Globe Theatre where William Shakespeare performed his plays. My
ErAsfa#Cil qgq#*ka#J#tfi i #_b#vIiro#drfab#”20lrka#q

When we walk through the main entrance doorballée standing in the Pit. The Pit is where the poor peo
who paid one penny stood and watched the play. As you look around, there are the galleries where the
sat and they would paywo pennies but the people who weed could sit on thede of the stage. Behind the
curtain at the back of the stage the actors would get dressed and Shakespeare himself could be found
changes to his plays!

At the top of the stage on a little balcony a man blew a horn to say that the play wasday.titien you turn
to the right, there is a poster with Romeo and Juliet on it and that was one of the most famous of $hak

plays.

| hope that you enjoyed this tour and | hope to see you again some time soon.

DAVID BLOTT YR 7

=

Hello and welcome to the Globe Theatre and today we will be looking around the theatre where Shakesl

performed and where he wrote his famous plays, induling; b | #~ " ka#Kr i f bg £/ #J #
for today.

If we walk through thesea@i® here, you will find the Pit. This is where the poor people would stand. If you
up, you will see where the richer people sat. This was known as the Galleries.

Now, turnto the left and walk behind the stage. At the Tiring House you will find #ssicig room for the
actors. It was also use as a storage room for the costumes.

The whole theatre is shaped like a circle and there is no roof. In the middle, there is a very large stage
actors perform. Sometimes royalty sit on the stage ahdiveaperformance.

J#el mb#gerqg#vIir#esb#bkgl vba#vliro#qgl ro/ #DI j b#




Sorvow -Bethany Blair Yr 7+

Sat at home waiting nervously for news,
The Letter drops through the Letter box
palw{:uLLU,

Tears stream down my eyes as [ slowly)
tear the Letter open,

Scanning through the words,

[ can havdly keep it together,

My | ove is gone,

[ scramble tragieally out of the trenches,
Holding my gun,

Shaking and trembling,

As the smoke fills up my nostrils,

Awnd [ feel a shiver down my back

[ fire the gun, fighting for my life

The bangs. The booms. The sadwness

and oeadt bodies.

We must thank thoese heroes,

That fought for our Lives,

Al though theydre
They shall always remain in our hearts.

h € 6.8 <tu910B.8 thebe W0 BaVe Bplehety time

not

rRemember OMr Goodwi |1 ds Y
Remenmber the soldiers who risked thelr Lives
Remenber thelr families too

weagine how treacherous thelr lives must have
been

Going to war, fighting for life

Staying at home, petrified

No matter thelr places

The war still went on and

To save us sowe could survive.

Remember the popples that still sunived
Remenmber the poor sololiers who fought
Whether young or old, rich or poor

They saved thelr country from hell.

So respect thelr tradition and

Show t hehsw!| di er so
Buy a4 poppy tosave soldiers tooimg

And take two mlnutes silence.
here to hol d,

I t 6 Bzastt@dm &an oo to show that you care.

As | wotted patiently for the signal, 1 had
the talk that could be my Lost.

The smell of blood; the taste of fear.
Petvified.

The Captain saying good Luck, knowing
when we returned, not every bodg would be
here.

Total silence.

ALL 1 could hear was my own breathing.
was [ already dead?

The silence grew, everybody was just
glaring at each other. Nothing to do
but think of my family. How would
It be for them whew they got the news?
Then: 06Go boys!
Stean Stebulitis Yr €

FEAR OKieaan Watson O \r €

As thesoldiers stand tall,

To face their foe,

Would they stand or would they fall?
The poppies reveal it all.

Taltban shooting

Grenades hurled at our men

Taking cover

Shaking as wuich os an ieiele man

As they fall 8 full of pride

walking through the streets

weeping faces glaring at their Lost

what can we oo about those sadly missed?

Aaron Bl YrF

Let Gaemgagd g

REMEMBER ME
Remenmber whew [ was a Little bog
lused to run around with my war toy?

Remenmber when You used to say
6Youdl | be a soldier in
Remenmber when [ wanted to be a soldier but wot  until
lwas older?

Remember when [ went of f to fight?

You used to send me letters every night.
Remember when you erled and cried
When you found out that
Today | know youol |
Put on Your poppy so bright and red.

get

Remember me forever
Because [ will never forget you ever
Ewmily strange dYr €

n the trench. waiting. | am waiting for the
bell to go off and risk my life. All the memories of
my Life are flooding through my mind. 1 see my
little girl crying at my grave and my wife crying
on the phone as she is belng told [ am dead.

am scared of dying.

[ hope [ get through this horvific war. There
ls aslim chance | will survive the gun shots
whistling through the atr.

My Life will end soon. And Death will come
quickly.

Thereds the

This is the end of my life.
AMY FRANKLAND Yr €
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Th e J ou rney LewisHansorYR 10

Key in the ignition. Twi st. The car awakens. The waki |
want to leave its garage grave.

Pulling out of the garage, | adjust myself to sit comfortably in these hard milk white leather chairs that feel
stranger than a juggernaut®s charge.

Trees speed past us.

Pedestrian"s faces blur as our metallic monster sprinf

The ghost in the radio invades our ears but not our sight.

Passing by the rows of old Victorian desolate houses, | start to wonder what could lie within them. Perhaps
gold? Maybe silver? Possibly diamonds

Or what about ghosts?
.what [ f they are haunted?
.what [ f a vampire [|ives in one of those houses?

[ start to imagine creeping up the ancient, creaking stairs, up to the cave where the vampire lurks. Suddenly, he
Jumps out, grasping his wolverine claws into my pasty white flesh, as if it were toilet paper. Slowly, the knives on his
jaw pierce my skin and sink into my neck as my screams turn into oxygen-drained gasps for life. He withdraws his
blades; my blood has covered his face. His face has donned a crimson mask. | faint to the floor. Sound has drained
away. As my eyes close, | see his smirking face grinning more and more.

From out of nowher e, a strange shriek of noise beckon:
» WAKE UP SON!"®" 1t is my mother shouting at me in her |

to hear as fingernails on a blackboard.

It appears | had fallen asleep.

As | open my eyes, | realise | have been transported to a different world.

No longer do | see trees flying past my window or desolate, monster-infested houses; | now see giant metal
skyscrapers and sheep in suits wandering around, following each other. The beeping of horns shrouds my ears,
preventing me from hearing the ghost on the radio. This m
bitten by a vampire here.

We line up with all the other metal beasts, waiting for our turn to escape this jungle. Ear shattering horns
almost burst our eardrums. Surely, wherever this journey leads me, it will be better than screaming jungles or having life
sucked out of your flesh by a vacuum-like monster?

Finally, my journey comes to an end. Wait..are those 2z
Wrinkled, rotting faces stand at the edge of a tomb, waving at me.

These ancient creatures are not zombies, not even Egyptian mummies; they are my grandparents.

Life drains from my face. My stomach sickens. The lump in my throat grows bigger and bigger.
The car comes to a halt. The locks on the door pop open. The door swings open.
Wrinkled hands slowly invade the car. My shoulder is firmly grasped by a shriveled old claw.

Puckered, red-stained lips lean towards me.
Closer.

Closer.

Closer.

Unti |

..MWA H!

Lipstick smeared lips bruise my cheeks with red. | know that | will have to leave the safety of the car and enter
the abyss that i s acr @app rtolae hgrnagv @ |h ed rdieweawdys. pll"amgr ound.
put me through?

Board games? Endless non-sensible chit-chat? War stories?

As | predict the hell that awaits me, | begin to realise that if | am completely honest, | think | would prefer th at
vampir e..
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EVERY SINGLE ROSE 1 SENT

For all the times| “ve hat ed
| thank you, it made me strong.

For all the times you put me down,
Don*"t blink, [ |
And for every single rose | sent
However red as once they were

Both our worlds must crumble,

For nothing lasts forever

So whenever you read this out loud,
Know this to be true,
Everything | “ve do
Il “ve done in spite
MATTY PARKS YRT1

A\,

THE HURRICANE
HANNAH PAYNE yr8
l't“s comi ng,
l't*s coming for Yy
Watch out! Its nearly here
Everyone runs away

From that thing
You see it in the distance
You feel the storm in you

It leaves devastation
Throughout your town
It goes in a wink, destroys your
kitchen sink
Then it goes.. for

NS\

So nice on the outside

But deep down inside

There"s something
Concealed away from the naked eye
What is it?

There“"s something
You“re a mystery
Gone for so long

But now you“"re bac
Why?

You reveal so much

Yet hide even more

What is it?

What is it that you hide?

GEORGIA BRANNIGAN Yr 8

LOVE?

Is it yours or is it mine?

Is it shared, intertwined?

Will | be happy or caused pain,
Messed up once again?

Will you love me, truly and solely?
Will | be your one and only?

Can you promise yourself
completely,

To give your heart to only me?

Is love yours or is it mine?

Is it shared, intertwined?

When | find you,
My true love, when will we meet?
ELLIE WAKE YR7

VNG,

DEAR MUM

| love the fact that you are funny

| love the fact you give me money
| love the way you laugh and smile
You“ I I always go
I l ove the way vyo
ill.

| love you now and | always will

Jodie Thompson Yr7 —
Competition Winner

VNG,
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THATSTUFF Mi ss Cart er
Lovers stare at it
Scientists glare at it
STARS
| love that stuff
People drink it
Others stink of it
BOOZE
My uncle loves that stuff
Some people love the smell of it
Others are addicted to it
COFFEE
lcan"t stand t
Some people do time in it
You have to do acrime to go in it
PRISON
I't"s fair thig

NN,

There was a large cat from Japan
Who had a large mouth span
When he opened his mouth

You could see right down south

Run! You" rmanla w

MI SS SWEE BICDAS" S

MUD v SOAP Lauren Noble Yr7

The race starts

Soap skids off into the lead
Mud falling behind

Soap slides down the ladders
Mud is in his element, crawling
into the lead.

Soap scrambles up the ladders
and washes into Mud

Mud gets washed up by Soap
SOAP WINS THE BATTLE!

N N\
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