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EDITOR’S NOTE
We are all very proud to present Key Stage Three’s 500-word stories. Every year the BBC runs a competition for students of all years to write a 500-word story and then judges these critically. This term, as part of our Inspire homework, many girls at King’s had the opportunity to enter this spectacular literary competition. We have collated all of the entries for our very own King’s High anthology. There were lots of wonderful stories and we have gathered some of them in this fantastic collection, from Years 7, 8 and 9 – which I promise are all very unique and all very entertaining. From evil gates to lost cats we really do have it all! Thank you for all the entries and we wish you the best of luck in the BBC’s national competition.

We have really enjoyed reading them and hope you do too!
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We Were Never Supposed to Meet
Lucy Jennings, Year 7

We were never supposed to meet. We were never meant to be friends. 
Crash! Bang! Buildings were being demolished one by one like a set of dominoes.  Overhead the whirring Lancasters intently dropped tiny parcels of destruction at every doorstep.  The warning sirens blared so loudly that I could not hear myself think.  My heart plummeted to the floor. 
Silence.  The clock ticked.  Every second had felt like hours. Then I saw her, nestled beneath the rubble, dirt smudged across her tear-stained face. 
“Help me,” came her almost silent whisper. 
I knew that I had to act, and now.  I raced out into the ruins that had once been my school, my precious little town.  I did not feel scared, even though I knew I was putting my own life at risk for a person I had never met.  
I pulled her, releasing her from the rubble that was her prison.  I dragged the frail girl to my unharmed dwelling, a place I believed was safe from the dangerous world outside.  We spoke. She trusted me enough to tell me that she was Jewish.  Her parents were not yet discovered, nowhere to be found.  They had been ambushed in the dead of night.  She wailed piteously. She had hidden for I do not know how long, cowering under a secret passageway.  I could feel her sadness.  She was praying for safety and the warm touch of her mama. 
She told me how it had happened, the worst thing imaginable.  The building had collapsed on top of her.  She wished she had perished right there.  “Alone,” was all she said.  “I am alone.” 
I reached out for her and grasped her skeletal hand.  She held on tight.  We made a connection.  We did not have to know each other but I could just sense that she needed me.   
So, I hid her.  Months passed but no-one knew.  I secretly snatched food, like a desperate criminal.  I made her feel part of my own family.  Slowly she smiled again.  Only my parents knew about our little secret.  That was enough.  They promised to keep it that way forever.  
There were fewer bombs now.  Less noise, less chaos.  I prayed for this everlasting war to cease, and one day it did. 
We wanted to escape from Berlin.  We needed a better life, a peaceful one. A normal one, like it had been when I was small.  We never told anyone she was not my sister.  She was part of us now, no longer a stranger, my friend. 
As we grew up, we were torn apart. Our lives went different ways, but we never forgot each other.  The memories were cherished.  We wrote to each other, often at first, though it became less frequent as time passed. 
But today we meet again.  Older and wiser, but still Uri and Nadine.  This is our story. 

We were never meant to meet.  
We were never supposed to be friends, especially not for a lifetime.

Escape from Horror 
Charlotte Brackely, Year 7

The wind was howling, the rain was thrashing down, and the thunder was clapping like the sound of saucepans clattering to the floor. I didn’t care that I was soaked to the skin. We were running through the park, chasing a black van with no number-plate. My two best friends, Ellie and Jack, panted alongside me. We knew the mysterious van had taken our friend Sophie and we weren’t going to stop until we found her… 
Then everything went black. 
I woke up in a dark space with a throbbing head. I sat up and looked around. It sounded like I was in the back of a van which was racing along a narrow and winding road. I tried to move forward but then I realised my ankles and wrists had been tied with ropes. 
“Lottie, is that you?” I heard Jack ask. 
“Yes! Are you ok?” I whispered back. 
“Yeah, where is Ellie though?” 
“I’m here,” she replied. 
“Ok, we need to get out of here.” 
I spoke quietly but urgently. After the longest five hours of our lives, we finally came to a stop outside a tumbled down building with ivy crawling up the walls, strangling the walls. I felt rough hands grab my shoulders and the next thing I knew we were all thrown into a small dusty room, Sophie included. The key in the lock clicked; we were bolted in…  
The room had no windows, only a small desk with some pens and paper. It looked like an abandoned office. I wondered who had once worked in here, or if the kidnappers had broken in. Jack burst into my thoughts and made me jump. 
He said, “Guys, don’t worry, I have my lucky pocket-knife around my neck. If I… can…. Just Get It…. finally! Phew, got it!”  
We watched as Jack wriggled across the floor, trying to get his pocket-knife over his head. If the situation weren’t so serious, I would’ve laughed. Jack came around and cut the ropes and we were able to move freely once again. 
Suddenly the key clicked in the lock—someone was coming in! The four of us sat with our backs to each other, hoping the man wouldn’t notice the loose ropes. A rough guy came in, a big moustache and a scar above his lip like you see in movies. He didn’t look at us once, just checked the room, put down some bread and butter, and left. At least he had a heart, even if it was just a block of ice. We greedily ate the food and then came up with a plan. We put a piece of paper under the door and poked a pencil through the keyhole. The key jangled about and eventually we heard a thud. We retrieved the paper and key and quietly slipped out, shutting the door behind us. 

We were in a long, red corridor, and a realisation hit me as I looked out the window.

I knew where we were…

Roasting
Megan Havard, Year 8 

Cloudless, blue Moroccan sky drifts as I rest under the argan tree using the shade to eat my snack. Every day when possible I come here, to this special tree. It isn't the biggest or prettiest, but it was where I first met the kids (my father's goats). Today, my father is shepherding nearby in the low-lying hills and I am keeping an eye over our possessions as the next full tour vehicle rolled in along the dusty track. 
It stops with a JOLT and crumpled tourists pour out with their funny glasses, colourful hats, phones and cameras at the ready. Scattering like ants, they dash to the shade of the surrounding argan trees, but not my tree – I glare at anyone that ventures near me. The leafy cover of my tree holds treasure I am not yet ready to share. The heat is stifling in the mid-morning; it will be unbearable later. 
From my viewpoint I observe the rubbly hillside with argan trees dotted around like chess pieces on a board, with patchworks of bushes in-between. The sun beams down relentlessly. The argan trees are vital to my family's livelihood and now the yellow flowers have grown into argan fruit, which is ripening in the baking sun preparing to be harvested. The branches of the trees are twisted and gnarled like Medusa's snake hair, the finger-like green leaves add a splash of colour to the dusty landscape. My role is to watch over the kids that were put into my care by my father – they are cheeky imps. 
The tourists are oohing and aahing at the road sight and capturing the moment; on the brow of the hill I can hear my father's shepherding cry and tinkling bells. As usual the mischievous kids under the argan trees are performing for their new audience. A couple of the bearded fathers along with the nannies come over to support the young kids as some of them climb into the tree to discover the tasty fruit. The others are prancing and playing around in the glimmering sun. 
Gathering my belongings, I yodel and many of my young stroll over in the heated sun to me and my special tree. Now is our time to perform.
 I take argan fruits out of my satchel, hand-knitted by my grandmother, and place them up into the branches of the tree. Squeals erupt from the kids and their adults as they jostle up into the branches, balancing precariously as they devour. I hold out a fruit in my hand as the tourists crowd around waiting for a reaction. One of the adventurous kids leap down and lands with a light thud, bleating quickly and rising on his four legs, trots across to me on his hooves and greedily snatches it from my hand. 
The tourists stand in awe at the bizarre sight, which I also still find remarkable: the sight of the argan tree full of tree climbing goats. 




[bookmark: _Hlk6841680]The Forgotten Child
Grace Jenkins, Year 8
 

Five years ago, everything was merry, Anne had her parents all to herself, protecting and playing with her all day long and every day. However, that all changed when her little devil sister, as she called her, arrived. Her parents lost interest in her. They didn’t care where she was or what she was doing. They just played and protected her ‘devil’ sister. Now Anne didn’t care about her parents or her stupid sister. She had gone past being sad or angry; now she just wanted to escape this dreadful point in life. Anne had two dreams: to never wake up; or to grow up fast and find herself a lovely little cottage in the countryside, and never return to her parents’ mansion. 
But these weren’t much of a possibility as she needed to get an education. So, every day, she would walk 5 miles to school, and every day she would see the same mental, unstable man sitting on the road begging for money. She would always walk past pretending not to see him. This made the man more and more frustrated. 
Then, one day, when she walked past, he had gone. Where, she didn’t know, but did she care? No. Soon she went getting on with her day. 
3:00am. BANG. Immediately Anne woke up. Silence ranged through her ears. The door started to open slowly - creak –  but Anne stayed as still as a statue, fearing for her life. Was her dream about to come true? Was she never going to see sunlight again?  
The door was now wide open. Just as Anne thought it must have been the storm a dark figure creeped in to the light of the lightning. 
“Who are you?” she demanded. 
“You have seen me every day of your petty little life, but you have chosen to ignore me, just like your parents did!” cursed the figure. Could it be? All she could do was pray that nothing bad would happen. 
The man went up to her ear and whispered, “Next time don’t ignore me.” And that was that, with a big flash of lightning, and a clap of laughing thunder. 

Anne Was Dead...

 “Where am I?” questioned Anne.  
“You are in your bedroom Anne,” said a lady next to her. 
“Aaaarrrhhhh! Who are you?” cried Anne. 
“I used to be one of the owners of this house, however, I was murdered in this room. I have haunted this house for hundreds of years. Didn't you hear the walls at night?" asked the lady. 
“Yes, I did. But why can I see you and hear you if you are a ghost? I’m alive you know!” exclaimed Anne. 
“Sweet darling, don’t you understand? If you can see and hear me then that can only mean one thing, you’re a ghost like me!” smiled the lady. 
“What? He killed me!” Shouted Anne. 
“Yes darling. "said the lady, "now let's go and haunt your ghastly parents and the devil of a sister. 	
“Sounds like a plan!” laughed Anne. 
The Golden Bridle
Neha Neil, Year 7

The mesmerizing sun dazzled high in the shimmering sky, as my hair brushed against the delicate wind. I sighed. It was the day of the Golden Bridle race and I was anticipating the moment of when me and Belle would ride in a real race for the first time! 
I gently brushed through Belle’s mane as she quietly neighed, as if whispering a friendly 
“Hello!”. Over the summer holidays, I remember practising again and again for this astonishing event and yet there I was, entering the most hectic one of all! 
 	Max popped in to check on me. Max and I have been friends since we met, and I've always looked up to him. 
 	“Hey Nora, what are you up to?” 
 	He knew that I was concerned about the race. It really meant something to me. 
 	“Just go out there and you will shine!” he said before running off. 
Easy for him to say! But all that was running around in my mind was the questions of agony. Would I go wrong? Will I end up last? 
 	Time quickly flew past. It was nearly time for the race and yet I was still frightened of what was to come.  One thing was for sure: whatever was bothering me was never ever going to leave me alone… 
 	Hours flew past and the horses and their riders stood in line, making sure they were prepared for the event ahead of time. I gave a sudden shudder as I looked around at all the people that I was to race against. People of all countries were competing, including Francisco and his Stallion! 
 	I never took a fancy to Francisco at all; in fact, he was the only person that I would avoid competing against in a horse race. Last year he knocked a jockey clean off his horse. 
 	All racers stood, anticipating the moment to come. The starter stood, waiting to start the scintillating race once and for all. I stood shaking in fear of getting me and Belle hurt. What should I do? 
 	Ready...set...go! 
Belle and I were in the lead galloping in between the racers. I suddenly felt an air of relief rush through me. Everything was going awesomely! 
 	Suddenly, Francisco came whizzing towards me. 
“You better watch out kid!” 
Suddenly, he knocked me aside making Belle slide across the track. 
“Oh no!” My heart jittered as I struggled to get hold of Belle. 
“You will be fine!” I muttered under my bated breath. 
 	We were on the track again, darting directly towards Francisco. I would never give up now! I closed my eyes and thought about all my hard effort I had put in just to race in this event. I would never let anyone ruin the fun of it! I galloped forward holding back the tender tears that had conjured up in my eyes.  
At that moment, I opened my eyes, and to my surprise, I saw crowds of people cheering with joy. I had won! 
Storm Angel
Laura Uchil, Year 7 
 
It was a cold, snowy morning and there she was, staring out of her frosty window. This kind, caring girl, Holly Mighton, was very enthusiastic and passionate, as today was the day she got to spend with her dad. This day was very special for her as Holly’s mum and dad had divorced. As she was getting dressed in her stunning dress, she heard her name being called. 
“Holly!” 
Holly cautiously crept down the brown, wooden spiral staircase until she saw her dad. 
 “DAD!” Holly cried joyfully.   
She hugged her dad so tightly that she went as red as a tomato. But, for some reason Holly’s dad had a hesitant smile on his face. 
“Holly, I’ve got something to t-tell you,” he stuttered uncertainly. 
“Yes, dad what is it?” 
“I’m afraid you can’t spend the day with me,” he mumbled. 
“What, why?”  
“I’m really sorry but I’m joining the army, and I’m going to Russia today.” 
Holly ran as fast as a cheetah back up the brown staircase and slammed the white door of her bedroom. 
The next morning, she was in tears lying on her bed, thinking about her dad and how he would be in Russia, fighting in the army. She was down in the dumps, frustrated at herself for storming off like that in front of her dad the night before. 
Later in the afternoon, while talking to her mum, they heard something loud and strong. This noise was like the raging roar of a lion, suddenly she realised what it was: 
“Mum, I know what it is,” Holly said nervously. 
“Yes darling, what is it?” her mum asked. 
“It’s a STORM!” 
Holly’s mum hugged her tightly and they both went upstairs into the master bedroom, peering out of the flowery, blue curtains. Loud, rushing winds swept past, as another lot were making their way. Ten minutes passed and they received a call from Holly’s Aunty asking her and her mum to go and live with them for a week, to provide a source of comfort during the storm and whilst waiting for it to pass. 
Holly managed to lightly cry herself to sleep with her mum until the next day… 
But the next day, they couldn’t hear anything apart from the pouring rain that was dropping rapidly on the framed window. They went to their family’s house and felt much safer. Holly’s uncle was out but he came back straight away looking quite upset. 
“What’s the matter?” asked Holly. 
“Holly, I’m afraid your dad has died in the fight in Russia,” responded Holly’s uncle. 
Holly’s smile turned raidly into a frown and tears began to drop from her eyes. Her family comforted her but gave her a surprise. 
“What is it?” She questioned sniffling. 	
[bookmark: _Hlk6841732]She opened the brown, cardboard box…
Attack of the Evil Gate
Charlotte Isbell, Year 8

I hate homework.  
There were seven hours of school a day, then we would arrive back home to find two more hours of work waiting for us. Teachers don’t even like marking it so really homework doesn’t make anyone any happier. 
As I contemplated this harsh thought, I decided to do something about it. So, I headed outside and silently rebelled against my teachers and chose to sit and do nothing instead of homework. Makings of a leader here, just saying. 
I was feeling very proud of myself (and somewhat bored) when I heard a low rumbling sound from behind. I looked around, expecting to see a squirrel or something, when I was presented with the strangest sight. The fence had eyes.  
I realised that I must be seeing things, but when I get up to take a closer look, it walked away! Yes, the fence GOT UP and walked away! 
As I left the drive, I was faced with hundreds of individual picket fences walking down the street. For some reason, at that moment I just didn’t question it. Looking back, I realise that the sensible part of my brain was probably shouting WHY ARE YOU CHASING THE MOVING FENCES?  AND WHY ARE THERE MOVING FENCES? 
But I just ran. With strange speed, they arrived at the stables and immediately stood still. They looked up to the top of the large metal gate and then bowed! Just when I thought that things couldn’t get any weirder, the giant gate grew eyes as well! But these eyes weren’t like the small, innocent eyes of the fences. These were bright red, instantly giving off evil vibes.  
But the gate spoke in a surprisingly high-pitched voice. 
“Succumb to us. Humans always underestimate us common objects. They nervously wait for a zombie apocalypse, or the rise of the robots. But you never considered the rise of the fences, did you! Bow to your new leader!”
“Never!” I shouted, and ran to the nearest paddock.  
I go to the stables quite a lot, so I am comfortable around horses. I stepped into the stirrups and mounted the nearest horse. I gathered my speed and charged straight at the gates that were edging towards me. But just as I was about to run through them, I gave my horse a sharp nudge and we jumped over the fences. Almost immediately, they disappeared. They were of no use after they had been jumped over, because their one job was now not do-able. I then gathered even more speed and jumped cleanly over the evil gate. By the time I had landed, it was gone.  
When I woke up from my dream, I realised the power of imagination. The dream had just felt so real. I got up and looked out of the window to see a stunning view.  
That fence looked a bit wonky, I thought. 
 
 


Adventures Out at Sea
Anna Hamilton, Year 7

On a crisp bright morning in June, Padstow was looking its best as the summer tourist season was in full swing. Rich, his daughter Anna and their dog, Archie, set off on a cliff-top walk by the sea. The turquoise water was calm, and a few waves rolled onto the shore. The cliffs were grey and dull, putting a dark gloom over the secluded caves and beach. As they got nearer to the beach they decided to go further along and have an explore. 
By the time they had got to the furthest cave possible, they were in unexplored territory, so they decided to go into the cave and spent some time looking for fossils and shells before heading back to Padstow. 
While Rich and Anna were looking for fossils Archie thought he heard another dog nearby. Archie ran off in hope to find the other dog. Rich and Anna now went out to chase after Archie as it seemed like there was no other dog after all. Once they had got Archie back, they started to walk around the corner to go home.
Little did Rich and Anna know, but the tide had come in quickly and they soon realised they had been cut off, stuck on the secluded beach. Rich tried to stay calm, but it was hard as water was starting to fill up the cave. Rich picked up the dog and they went to the very back of the cave and Anna followed very closely after. They both climbed up onto rocks to get higher up. They could only hope and pray that they’d survive. Sometimes the sea can turn around and bite you when you least expect it. 
It was as if there had been a miracle. Just as they thought nothing could make the situation better, something happened! The RNLI lifeboat came into sight. Rich and Anna were overjoyed. But just as the lifeboat came closer it stopped. It stayed still for a while then it turned around and went around to the other side of the bay. Archie started barking and Anna and Rich started shouting out as it seemed like the lifeboat could have been going back to the station without them! The RNLI came back to the cave and came closer this time and just about heard them. 
“That was a close one!” Rich muttered under his breath. The RNLI crew gave instructions for them to stay in the cave until they said to move. So, Rich and Anna followed the instructions. As the lifeboat came closer the team gave instructions for them to swim out to the lifeboat. Anna was a good swimmer, but the currents were strong and she found it hard. Rich was able to pull her along, and Archie had no problem with the currents. As they got into the lifeboat the team drove them both straight back and they both thanked the team very much.
 





A Sun’s Journey
Laura Watts, Year 7

Sluggishly, I crawled up, into the sky, heaving my bulky body into England’s morning. I glided onwards, staining the dawn to a bloody scarlet. I am like a pot of molten lava, my shimmer lapping over and pouring out into the waking world. I spread my gold like a painter, my canvas is the night, that I lighten up into a swirling master-piece. As I weave my threads of light into the patch-work sky, they build-up, soon flowing into sunny new day. I unveil the secrets of the night, shining a light on those who struggle, highlighting the beauty, and revealing the truth. 
As I looked down at the lush green lands below me, I saw the clusters of lights, resembling towns, slowly opening their eyes and getting up. Soon the streets were bustling with action, and morning-mayhem, happy faces smiling up, enjoying the heat. I passed over the busy town, sadly glancing back at the terracotta glow the rooftops created. 
A miniscule green tint came into view, gradually growing larger. Soon, I could clearly make out that it was a forest. Huge leafy tree arms encircled amazing exotic flowers, glowing bright orange like hot metal. Vines that fell to the floor like a jade bride’s-veil, clumped up like curtains, draping majestically over the gnarled roots and shrubs that carpeted the floor. The serene ripple of water was like a gorgeous infinite melody. Vast lagoons lying still as glass, the sun reflecting off it, causing bright, florescent beams to cascade across the trees. Below, the glistening foliage was covered in refreshing dew, new life sprung everywhere, from the trees so tall they seemed on stilts, to the exotic flowers swaying like spectators watching the ball in tennis. The aqua-marine waterfall foamed and fizzed, tumbling down the cliffs, drizzling on the smooth rocks below. It was a wall of flowing blue satin, threaded with silver starlight. The tangled trees portrayed low sweeping shards of light were breaking through the thick, mossy canopy, and dancing on the ground like spotlights. 
Reluctantly, I carried on my journey, and said goodbye to England. I scarpered away, leaving a trail of ultra-violet clouds, hinted with cyan, in my wake. The sky turned a shade of magenta, before darkness enveloped the land, and the moon rose up, to wish everyone a good night. 
I am the celestial fireball of the world, the golden globe, the one and the only morning star that watches over Earth. I light the way and banish the darkness. I am the saffron torch, a citrus yellow flame, an amber candle, never to be quenched. I colour the sky in all manner of hues, berry-wine, cherry-crimson, arctic-denim, minty-sapphire, mossy-olive, all of them. I am the ear that hears all cries for help, I am the hand who provides all, I am the heart who beats for everyone. And if you are very lucky, and you concentrate really hard, you can talk to my ear, use my hand, and be with my heart. 
 




Majdanek Marie
(may-dan-ek)
Ruby Garner, Year 7 

21/03/1943, Somewhere in Germany 
It was 12 o’clock. Lunchtime. All we normally got was watery soup. But today I was somewhat lucky. I found a chunk of turnip in my food. Well, ‘turnip’ in my ‘food’. I have no idea what’s in that stuff. As I was eating (or drinking) my food, I looked out the window. I saw my father being dragged to the showers. I knew something wasn’t right. I could feel it. I began to cry. I didn’t know what was going on... would he come back? Would I see him again? Would he... die? 
It was then that I vowed to myself that I, Marie Annabelle Brand, would get revenge on the Nazis, even though G~d says it’s wrong. 
 
22/03/1943, Still in Germany 
It was 6 o’clock. Breakfast. A slice of bread with cold, weak, disgusting coffee. Father hadn’t come back. I started to think the worst. I think my father is dead. I don’t think I’ll see him again. I have a feeling he escaped. He could. My father is a very clever man and could easily escape the Nazis. I was playing with the junk in the yard with my friends today. I am 13, but all the other kids are younger than me, so it’s kind of expected for me to join in and set a good example. Sadly, I don’t. 

I pretended to try to climb over the fence, but one of the 19987 did it... but got shot on the spot. I killed a child. I killed a child. 
 
23/03/1943, Wish I could get out of Germany 
It was 5 o’clock. Dinner time. We had the same as we do for lunch. Watery soup. I found a bit of turnip again. I looked back at the catering staff and one of them smiled at me. A young freckly boy, my age or perhaps a year older. I quickly looked back at my food when a soldier came patrolling on my side of the dining hall. I heard a large commander with a deep voice shouting from atop a table. 
He called numbers. At the end he said it was for their monthly shower, so everyone got excited. I don’t know why. It’s not like we have any hair to wash anymore. 
 
24/03/1943, Praying to get out of Germany 
7 o’clock. Bedtime. I was restless. I was starving. I was bored. I couldn’t get my father and 19987 out of my head. The grief was killing me. I always heard footsteps outside, so I turnned my lamp off before a Nazi found me awake. People were still being called for showers. I never did see them come back. Must be a coincidence. My father went for a shower and he just escaped. My sister, Eliza, went for a shower at the same time as dad and escaped too. 
My number is being called. It must be time for my shower. See you tomorrow! 
 
Lost
Amelia Kanwar Year, 8 

I am a cat, black and white and have nowhere to go, nowhere to be and nowhere in anyone’s heart. I have been wandering the streets for ages, since my owner died: my ears picking up any sound of movement and my eyes scanning for dangers.  I am reduced to foraging and trying to remain alive.  Now I am walking through a housing estate hoping for a little sympathy from someone, anyone and a decent drink and meal would do nicely. So far, I have experienced none of this except for when a blind man mistook me for his wife’s cat.   
Now in the housing estate, I see a little boy climb out of a car. He is about five years old, the perfect age to want a cat; I find it is the young kids and old people who are the kindest to lost cats like me.  A sudden burst of hope shoots through me as I begin my slow approach to the car and the boy. 
But then my worst enemy comes out of the car: a dog. The wild beast’s eyes lock onto mine and within seconds it is chasing after me.  I run so fast that my relatives the cheetahs would have been impressed.  I shoot a quick glance behind me; the dog’s teeth are showing, and it is barking savagely. 
What happens next is the growling and shouts of “Ted pleases come back, Ted?” The dog is still chasing me, so I jump a fence and arrive in a garden, which I decide to explore. There is a plump man with a round red face that reminds me of a tomato, and he has something I don’t recognise in his hand.  In my curiosity, I decide to take a closer look and “bang” something sharp and painful digs itself deep into my back.  I meow in pain and run down the drive and, unfortunately, onto the main road. The pain in my back is searing. I begin to feel dizzy; I have managed to cross the road, but I must be passing out because I start seeing stars and then everything goes pitch black. Gradually I regain conscience and awake in a veterinary surgery. 
There is a man in a white coat, who I guess is the vet and an elderly lady in the room with me. 
“Mrs Jones, the cat has fully recovered from the infection in her back, we believe it was caused by an air rifle. You rescued her just in time,” says the vet. 
“Poor dear, what is to happen to her now?” inquires Mrs Jones. 
“She will be put up for adoption.”  
“I will adopt her,” replies Mrs Jones confidently. 
Mrs Jones fills out paper work; then she turns around and starts talking to me. 
“I think I will call you Tiddles,” she says, adoringly stroking my head.   
Now I am off with her, in her car on the way to my forever home. 
 
 
 

The Three Comrades: Rosie Brooker, Year 7

Synopsis. Three friends, one man, one horse, one fiddle, united. But, alas, the horse leaves to go to Death, and so the remaining two are left alone. But, in this poetic and eerily melancholic production, the audience finds that the essence of a lost soul will never die in this haunting and grimly ethereal land.

Setting. A crag-ridden, jagged coast, torn and ripped by rolling seas and pounding cliffs. Colossal rock crevices and a vortex of foam, thrashing and battering the rockface, the sea swollen and grey. Coniferous trees choke the undulating hillocks riddled with caves and weather-worn, leathery shrubs. A Northern wasteland.

Piano. A young boy, dark-eyed, white-faced, with a strong jaw and spectral determination, frolics in the barren Hell in which he was raised, fed on twisted, bloody tales and hot mead with acidic mutton. An unctuous voice lulls old tales to him; rhythmic, dark, machinations of the past.

Mezzo piano. A young man, broad-shouldered and dominating, with a sonorous, melodic voice as resonant as the churning waves by the coastland where he grew, stands, isolated, on a knoll tufted with grassy tussocks. A lone figure silhouetted in the miasmic gloom.

Forte. A clopping of hooves, a champing of jaws, a prance and a whinny; the beast arrives, in a speckled ebony waistcoat and a bunched cravat at his chin. The man sees him, smiles, and they talk amiably. A violin joins their conversation leaping and laughing, a most musical compatriot. They gather, the beast and the man and the music, together.

Crescendo. The man gallops, ardent and eager, racing like a man pursued by the Devil, hastening to complete the trio. He comes to the hilltop, but there is nobody there. Then, horror – blood, entrails, a final snort, the friend’s eyes close, arteries rupture, muscles tear, Death comes. The horse shudders. Three becomes two.

Mezzo piano. Grief. He weeps, violin broken, heart wrenched. He is like a ghost, wandering, lost, aimless, with a heart of stone. He makes a new a violin, dark as midnight, with a bow that was strung with familiarly blood-stained horse hair.

Piano. Famous violinist comes here to play his signature piece, the Three Comrades. A tearful, terrific number composed by the original artist of our age. Come and witness the angelic musical masterpiece!

Pianissimo. The affluent and successful violinist, still stricken and mourning, is wed to a becoming bride, a foreign princess, with a smart head and sweet face. She loves him zealously but cannot penetrate the iron wrought about his heart.

Fine. Life toils onwards. The days grow short, the winds writhe, the thieving frostbite snatches, the watery summer sun, smiling weakly, bolted to the heavens, her rays tumbling to earth like melted butter. The violinist becomes ever richer, ever older, ever more famous, ever colder. He speaks little, doesn’t smile, and finds no rest in his life. But at night, when the moon is high and tide is full, the man, alone, picks up his instrument and plays a lilting, harmonious tune, never heard by another human, and the wind dances and neighs beside him like a lost soul.


Paradise Park
Sophie Quinn, Year 8
 
My heart thudded with excitement as I approached Paradise theme park.  I anticipated hours of fun: laughing with friends, screaming as I somersaulted through the air on roller coasters.  As I approached the ticket booth, I broke into a run, too impatient to wait a second longer.  Repetitive music filled my ears with an insistent beat, hastening my progress.   
At the ticket office, I barely noticed the peeling paint or the cracked glass window.  I chirpily asked for my ticket, startled when I saw the man behind the glass.  His greasy, matted hair perched on his furious looking face as he grimaced at me and grunted an incomprehensible response.  He menacingly shoved the ticket in my direction with a grimy, hairy hand and turned away, still scowling.   
I approached the map, eager to find the way to the Pirate Hideaway where I had arranged to meet my friends.  It was indecipherable, covered in bird droppings, solid and clinging to the surface, interspersed with lumps of chewed gum.  I looked about in horror and finally took in my surroundings.  The rides were silent, with carriages suspended in mid-air.  The paths were indistinguishable from the surrounding nettles and litter hovered in the wind.  I headed towards the Pirate Hideaway, only to find the empty ship swinging ominously, hinges creaking loudly and rhythmically with no one to be seen.  The seats were dark, stained and ripped.  The long-forgotten safety harnesses were torn and rested in a bedraggled heap.   
Eager to escape this menacing ride, I turned abruptly ready to run out of the park.  I was surprised to see a girl standing before me.  She was my age, with a ready smile, which felt like a gift.  Relief flooded me as I wasn’t alone.  I smiled, delighted to meet anyone who wasn’t frightening and cold.  The girl before me wore a cheery confidence and I immediately warmed to her.   
“This place is horrible,” I blurted out. 
“I know,” she agreed.  “I’ve been stuck here for ages.  It’s hell, really.  Quite the opposite of paradise.” 
“I’m supposed to meet my friends,” I confided.  “But they’re nowhere to be seen.” 
The girl replied, “Maybe something spooked them.  It wouldn’t be hard here, would it?  My name’s Sarah.  What’s yours?”
“Lucy.  This place is freaking me out.  I’m going to go.  It was nice to meet you.  I was terrified to be honest.  I hope I meet you again, just not here!” 
I smiled apologetically and turned back the way I had come, running from the theme park’s cold embrace and the increasingly eerie music.  I stumbled as I reached the ticket booth and saw the man once again. 
“Leaving so soon?” he barked, his rank breath clouding the glass. 
“Yes,” I muttered.  “I have to go.  There’s a girl called Sarah still inside though.” 
“What?”  he shouted.  “No one else has set foot in the place.  Not since that poor kid died on the pirate ride.  Some say she haunts it still.”  
 

Seraphine
Annabel Ledgard, Year 8 

Millingford was a sad village. People didn’t know what to do with themselves. Everyone sat behind their grey doors. There were no leaves on the trees, petals fell from their flowers, and the colour was drained from people’s lives. There were no get-togethers at the village hall. No fireworks for bonfire night. Never even a Christmas tree on the village green. Even the local school had to close because all the children were just too sad. Everybody had problems that made them feel awful. Mrs. Williams had lost her cat. She didn’t even know if Mrs. Tiddles was alive. Mr. Jones’ wife had died, and the poor man was lonely. Miss Lilly Opals, who was just five, had lost her elephant teddy bear. She couldn’t leave the house without Elly. Without Elly she couldn’t go to school and her parents had to resort to home-educating her. And the list goes on. These people were just so sad. 
Everyone was sad. The village was sad. That was until the day of the solar eclipse. Everywhere else people were getting excited, creating their pin-hole camera boxes to look at the sun, and watching TV documentaries about space. But not Millingford. Some villagers didn’t even realise it was going to happen. 
The time came and the moon began to pass over the sun. It was just a normal, sad, depressing, dark day in Millingford. However, change was coming. 
Something crept into that little village. A spirit-like creature, small and shadow like. It sensed the sadness and its heart sank. Seraphine knew what to do. 
Seraphine was a happy soul. She went where the moon went and happiness followed. She danced into the village whilst the light of the sun was gone. She visited Lilly’s house, who sat stroking a picture of her lost elephant. Seraphine summoned happiness and Elly appeared. Lilly felt a rush of happiness. 
Seraphine danced onto Mrs. William’s garden where she found Mrs. Tiddles shaking under a bush. Seraphine smiled and whispered. Mrs. Tiddles padded over to Mr. Jones’ house. Mr. Jones, on his own, sat in his living room, was sad. He heard meowing and went to open his front door. Sighing, he picked the cat up and carried her to Mrs. Williams’ house. 
Mrs. Williams heard a knock at the door. Lingering outside, sadness drifting around him, stood Mr. Jones. He was stroking the purring cat. 
Seraphine came closer and stared at the tearful Mrs. Williams. She placed her magical hand onto the heart of the woman. Seraphine, with all her strength, summoned power from the solar eclipse and Mrs. Williams felt alive again. Mr. Jones, seeing her happiness, felt warm. 
The solar eclipse passed. Seraphine floated away, happily ascending back to the mysterious world of the moon. 
And that’s how Millingford became happy. Colour has returned. I would even go as far as saying it is the happiest village. No one there really knows why. But we do. Don’t we?
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