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Introduction

The 34 stories and poems presented here were written by the winners of 
the 2015 Tower Hamlets Creative Writing Competition, judged this year 
by author Catherine Johnson. 

The competition theme was fairy tales, myths and legends. Traditional 
tales are not just timeless, they are also resonate with people whatever 
their background and culture. Whether it is magic carpets or Bugattis, 
magic lamps or iPhones, the young writers who took part in the 
competition have all made these famous stories their own.

Tower Hamlets Schools Library Service
The Tower Hamlets Creative Writing Competition is an annual event for schools in the 
London Borough of Tower Hamlets for students aged nine years to sixteen. Conceived 
in 2004 by Tower Hamlets Gifted and Talented strand of the Excellence in Cities 
programme, it has been run by Tower Hamlets Schools Library Service since 2011 with 
the aims of promoting wider reading and literacy, and to encourage young people to 
express themselves through the written word.

For more information about the library service and the competition, visit; 
www.towerhamlets-sls.org.uk



Mr And Mrs Giant’s Beanstalk Mayhem

Mr and Mrs Giant were very wealthy,
they had enough money to buy the world,
so much money it did not seem healthy,

then Jack put a stop to it.

He got some beans,
in return for his cow,

but they were not what it seemed,
yet Jack’s mum disagreed.

WAPOW!
She slapped them out of his hands,

to the garden they went,
but they had different plans.

The beans grew and grew,
up into the sky,

up higher than we knew,
any plant could grow to.

Jack climbed for hours,
up onto the clouds,

he stole a goose,
and made his way down.

A giant was following,
not happy at all,

but Jack got his axe,
and the giant ran away, not being a fool.

So they all lived happily ever after,
the giant was back in the clouds,

and Jack and his mum were the world’s masters.

by Gabriel Gokool
Guardian Angels Primary School



Goldie Locks and the Three Wigs

Once upon a time , there lived a little girl called Goldie Locks. On the 
17th January, which is her birthday, she went for a walk in the dark 
but peaceful woods. Goldie Locks was a beautiful girl with short, wavy 
golden tresses that glimmers in the rays of the sun, skin as fair as the 
spring first snow drops and lips as red as rosy apples. She wore a simple 
cotton blue frock and dainty red shoes.

She timidly inched her way through the undergrowth walking on and on 
into the deepest, darkest parts of the forest. Suddenly, she stumbled over 
a tree root loosing her footing and falling down a steep ridge, rolling, 
sliding and skidding then colliding with a thump against the side of tiny 
cottage.  Luckily for Goldie Locks, it was made out of sugar bricks with 
a thatched cheese string roof. She pushed the door open and walked 
inside...

She was surprised to see that in the tiny cottage , there was only a small 
bathroom and living room! The living room was plain just covered in a 
patterned blue wallpaper, there were only three chairs, and a television. 
One chair was pink, another yellow and the last was green, their small 
television was aqua to blend in with the room. Each chair a bit smaller 
than the other with peculiar looking packets on top of each of them. In 
thinking that they were bits of rubbish Goldie Locks put them in the bin, 
but they exploded covering her in pasta sauce.

Then, she wandered into the purple bathroom. She grabbed everything 
that she could see which included three brushes and three bottles of 
shampoo. She used the men’s shampoo but it was too minty, then she 
used the ladies shampoo it was too floral. Goldie Locks then used the 
baby shampoo. “Perfect” she stated. She washed and washed her hair not 
realising that she had used the whole bottle! “Oops, I hope they don’t 

by Phoebe Lee
Guardian Angels Primary School



realise” Goldie Locks exclaimed. She left the bathroom and entered the 
kitchen. Sadly there was nothing to eat, so she left the room. 

After a day of exploring she decided to stay and climbed onto the 
biggest, comfiest chair and promptly fell asleep.

On returning home the Wig Family realised something was not right 
as the front door was ajar. When the Wig family entered the bathroom, 
they realised that Baby Wig’s shampoo was gone! 

“Where is my shampoo” sobbed Baby Wig.

“We will get some more “said Mother Wig. Soon Baby Wig cheered up. 
Lets find out who has been in our house.

Soon they found the culprit. Goldie Locks . They moaned and whined 
until Goldie Locks promised to get Baby Wig some new shampoo.

The next dreary morning, Goldie Locks knocked on their door...



(With a difference!)

Once upon a time there was a young boy called Jack. He and his mother 
lived in a small cottage by the countryside. They were extremely poor. 
All they had was a cow called Bell. One day Jack and his mother decided 
to sell the cow for some money.

The next day Jack went to the old market to sell Bell. On the way, Jack 
came across an old, wrinkly man.

The man told Jack, “1 will give you five legitimate magic beans for that 
beautiful, young cow.”

Jack started to tremble “OK then, but if they don’t work I’ll need a 
refund. Thanks mate.”

Quickly, Jack dashed home and told his mum everything that happened; 
well he would’ve had if his mum didn’t interrupt him mid-sentence.

“YOU DID WHAT!!!” screamed Jack’s mother while throwing the beans 
out of the window.

Jack dashed out of the door back to the market to get a refund. However, 
by the time Jack got there the old man left with Big Bell. When Jack 
went back home, his mum grounded him forever. During the night the 
beanstalk grew larger, larger and larger!!!

The next day, Jack went outside to get some fresh air. But instead he saw 
a bright green, colossal beanstalk!!!

“WOW OH WOW I can’t believe they actually worked!” Jack thought to 

Jack and the Giant Beanstalk
By Mohammed Akbar All

Malmesbury Primary School



himself. Jack swiftly looked around to see if anyone was there. Nope. No 
one was there. Not a single person on the street.

Jack grabbed a telescope to see what was up there, only clouds. As Jack 
felt destitute he climbed up the tall beanstalk. Higher, higher and higher. 
It took ages nearly two entire hours. Finally, Jack was at the top. Hooray! 
In the distance Jack saw a modern castle filled with gold, silver and even 
more riches. “Oh my god that castle is amazing!” he exclaimed.

Quickly and quietly, Jack crept into the rich castle. Suddenly, Jack heard 
giant thuds. It was a giant! Jack zoomed into the kitchen fridge, it was 
too cold so he went into the oven and it was too hot! So he went in the 
cupboard it was just right.

“FEE Fl FO FUM I SMELL THE BLOOD OF AN ENGLISH MAN BE 
HE ALIVE BE HE DEAD I’LL CRUSH HIS TASTY BONES TO MAKE 
MY YUMMY BREAD!” yelled the hungry Giant. 

But because Jack was hiding in the cupboard the Giant couldn’t eat him. 
The Giant picked up a golden goose and watched it lay a golden egg.
“I’ve got to get that goose!” thought Jack. The Giant sat down to eat his 
large meal of five flocks of sheep! After, the Giant fell asleep because of 
his huge meal. 

While the Giant was sleeping Jack stole the Goose and jumped down 
the beanstalk. But Jack forgot to chop down the beanstalk and the Giant 
hopped down with a thud on his face. Jack and the Giant started to 
laugh and they became extremely good friends. And they lived happily 
ever after.

The End.



Far Future Snow White

All the way in a time far ahead of us lives a girl called Snow White, 
the uber intelligent gamer. In this world, video games was a subject in 
school. Maths, literacy and your boring history teacher are extinct. All 
you learn games, games development, game types, game animation and 
games editing. Her aspiration was to be Queen of all games. The current 
queen is unbeatable and she is just as old as her score, 937,458,621, 
however her magic App makes her look pretty and young.

One day Snow White was invited to the annually held gaming gauntlet 
against the queen and others. Whoever beat the other contestants 
could vs the Queen. If they had the skills they ,could beat the Queen 
and be the next Queen. 100 people were chosen including White. 
Unfortunately, the Queen had tricks up her sleeves. “iPad iPad in my 
hand, who is the best gamer at hand?”

“I must tell you her Majesty, it is not you, a girl named Snow White 
rules. She is in the Gauntlet, so what shall you do?”

Frustration ruled the mind, how can she be beaten with the score of 
937,458,621? The blood in her veins throbbed, the Earth shook with her 
might, “we’ll see to it then.”

“Welcome ladies and gentlemen, to the Final of the World Gaming 
Gauntlet. Snow White and her Majesty herself will be battling it out 
for the place on the throne. Three of the public’s favourite games, 
Candyrush, the game were you drive your personalised cart through
Candyville, Cherry Hills and Chocolate Cavern. The second game is 
“Draw Real”. Public gets to decide who has the best painting. Finally, 
block ‘n’ load, a game where you defend your base and destroy your 
opponents.

By Abrar Fariduddin
Globe Primary School



In Candyrush Snow White fires up her Sugarhigh while Queen sets up 
her Chomper.3...,2...1... and they’re off! Snow white gets the head start 
and opens the mystery box. What does she get? A chocolate oil spill. Off 
the queen goes spinning madly.

”Boost my engines, now or I will sack you.” Immediately, her engines 
got a boost and drove past Snow like a shooting star. Queen got a little 
too much over confident causing her to crash into a giant marshmallow. 
Snow White Turbo charges past the finish line.

For Draw Real, White drew a childhood picture of her dreaming to be 
the next queen. However the Queen drew a picture of her, on top of 
lots of gaming scholars, taking all the medals. The public all loved Snow 
white’s, but due to the hacking program, Queen won.

In block ‘n’ load, White moved cautiously towards queen’s base while the 
Queen was attacking mad. Snow White ceased chance when the queen 
was away and through all her grenades at the core, making the winning 
move. Queen fell to the floor. She lost. Her beauty App powers were 
failing and she turned into a wicked witch. Slowly she faded. The new 
Queen, Snow White! Hooray!



I want a Dragon!

I want a dragon, dangerous and scaly.

Has a heart.
Extremely smart.
Breathes out smoke.
Makes you choke.

Puffs out fire.
Louder than a choir.
A temper, true.
Knows kung-fu.

Needs to be scary.
Very hairy.
Hunger drives it mad.
Oh! That’s sad.

Hunts for food.
In a bad mood.
Makes loud noises.
Terribly rude!

Deep, dark, red.
Never goes to bed.
Glossy as gold.
Very bold.

0MG, Dear me!
I really want a dragon, dangerous and scaly.

By Ifran Rahman
Cayley Primary School



Little Red Riding Hood

Once upon a time there was a little girl who was l6 and so kind and good 
that everyone loved her. Her grandmother gave her a special present - a 
hooded travelling cloak of ruby red velvet. The little girl thought it was 
so beautiful that from then on she never went out in anything else. So 
everyone called her ‘Little Red Riding Hood’.

As Little Red grew up she up went to work in the civil service as a police 
officer. Everyone could depend on her to make things right when they 
seemed wrong.

One day, the girl’s mother said: “Little Red Riding Hood, your grandma 
is ill. Will you visit her and take her this bottle of juice and her favourite 
cake? Hopefully they will do her good. Now, you know the way very well 
- make sure you don’t leave the path, go straight through the forest”.

Now Little Red Riding Hood was a type of girl who got lots of digital 
devices and always carried her phone around her. she figured that shed 
never actually been on the other parts of the forest except for that path 
that she was told to always stay on, so she decided to take a turn.

As she walked through, there were scary sounds lurking around her. 
Twigs crackled, screeching was heard and suddenly a big opaque shadow 
appeared. Little Red Riding Hood slowly and cautiously turned around 
and saw the wolf standing there. She swung her phone around his face, 
the wolf flew to the ground and Little Red fled to her grannie’s house.

The wolf got up and chased the girl to her house. Then went the creaking
again.

“Who’s there?” screamed Red Riding Hood. She used her torchlight 
to check around, no one was there. Then came a voice that whispered 

By Cadee Mbonu
Our Lady and St Joseph Primary School



“Your worst nightmare!”

Little Red ran into her Gran’s house with fear in her heart.

“Granny I’m here to make you feel better!” she nervous1y said.

“In here my little gem!” ‘Granny’ spoke.

As she opened the door she found that Grandma was nowhere to be 
found.

But what she didn’t know was that the wolf was lurking behind her.
she screamed, shouted and cried. Then she remembered that she always
carried her Taser gun with her at all times. ZAPP! The wolf fell to the 
ground.

Little Red used her phone to call for kelp because she still couldn’t find 
her granny. But as soon as they were loosing all hope they heard muffled
screams in the cupboard.

“HELP, HELP, HELP!” it cried. The police force slowly opened the door.
Mixed thoughts were going through their mind: what f it was another 
wolf? Where’s the Nan? What was going to happen next?

When they opened it Granny fell out! They took her in an ambulance to 
check if she was okay. Little Red was crying tears of joy! Her granny was 
perfectly fine. Then they lived happily ever after together.



Long ago, there once lived a poor dress designer called Fahim who had a 
pet hamster called Saifur. Saifur was a clean, intelligent hamster who had 
bright ideas when his master needed them.

One day, Fahim was at the food market. In the distance, he heard crowds 
of people cheering loudly. He ran towards the noise Then he saw a 
glamorous, beautiful pop star in a jet-black limousine waving at her fans. 
Immediately, Fahim fell in love.

“What a beautiful girl!” said Fahim, sighing.

Fahim ran eagerly to his home to tell Saifur. When Fahim arrived at his 
house, he told Saifur about his adventure.

‘Did you just fall in love with a stranger?” questioned Saifur.
“I don’t care! I still want to many her!” shouted Fahim angrily.

Saifur thought of a plan. “I know!” squeaked Saifur. ‘You could make 
a beautiful outfit. Start by doing the shoes then the dress. Surely she is 
going to ask who made them and then she’ll say that she wants to
many you. Problem solved.”

Elated, Fahim carefully worked on the shoes all day and night. 
Exhausted but excited, he finished the shoes two days later.

“Here, take this photo of her. I heard that she lives in a 5 star hotel,” said 
Fahim.

Saifur took off. Like a detective, the intelligent hamster started looking 
for the girl. He came to a grand hotel. Without a sound, Saifur crept 
through the swing doors. A sign said, ‘Lobby’.

Fahim’s Intelligent Hamster

by Jahed Ali Chowdhuri
Harry Gosling Primary School



“This must be it!”

He asked for her at the front desk. Distracted and not looking what he 
was doing, Saifur bumped into the singer.

“Hello, my name is Raz,” said the pop star. “Nice to meet you.”
“Hello, this is for you. My master made them,” said Saifur, showing the 
shoes to the girl. The minute that the pop star saw them, she just stared 
in amazement.
“What beautiful shoes your master has made for me. Say thank you for 
me,” said the pop star as she rushed off.

Proudly, Saifur took off and returned home.
“Did it work?” said Fahim, waiting patiently for answers,
“It didn’t work this time but it might work when I give her the dress,” 
said Saifur.

Carefully, Fahim and Saifur started to make the dress. They worked all 
day and night until it was finished. Then, Saifur took off and went back 
to the hotel.

“Hello again, my master made this for you,” said Saifur, showing the 
dress to the pop star.
“What a beautiful dress your master has made for me. Say thank you for 
me,” said the pop star.
“He also wants to marry you, whispered Saifur. Indignantly, she said, 
‘Me with a poor dressmaker!?’

Ashamed, Saifur turned around and walked home.
“What did she say?” said Fahim excitedly.
She said, ‘No.” 

Furious, Fahim said “Oh why? Oh why?” He was angry: he had worked 
all day and night for nothing. From then on, he vowed never to make 
clothes for a woman again instead he became a tailor.



Exiled Night

Fear and unease. Those were what I felt when I woke up in a place I 
wouldn’t have imagined of a dreary desolate forest, lit only by the purple 
night sky and the countless stars. The free branches looked like hundreds 
of thin hanged corpses, and the leaves were brittle and horrible. When I 
wearily stood up on my feet, I glanced across to my left to find a wooden 
signpost stuck in the muddy ground - this wasn’t any ordinary forest. 
The signpost read “The Judge’s Noose”...

Me and others had traded tales of this place - unsuspecting criminals, 
fried for offences against the Tyrant, get captured by guardians, fall 
unconscious, wake up in a remote location like this and await their 
sentence. This is where the accused spend their last moments - in an 
exiled night.

It all came back to me - the blood and death of the soldiers in the rocky 
hills, the screams and howls, spears stuck in the sand, two enemies 
taking me by surprise and... darkness. I had to get out.

Trudging through the thick stacks of leaves made me cautious; I wasn’t 
used to the silence of a forest like this, where I could hear my own 
heartbeat loud as a hammer hitting a brick wall.

It didn‘t help that I could hear monstrous footsteps from my surroundings.

Searching through the forest, I found a ransacked shed - it looked 
partially lit so I went inside to seek shelter, it was chilly outside as it 
was just about to rain. Inside was someone I didn’t expect, lying by the 
window - Lyall.

“Adelulf! How’d I not know a big bad legend like you would still be 
alive?” He spoke, relieved that I was still alive.

by Motasim Zaman
Morpeth Secondary School



“I’m fine, how did you manage to make it here?”
“Well, I was lucky enough not to meet the guardian, but fine had sent 
something else to capture me- a wolf in sheep’s clothing.”

It was then my mind shifted to the battle I was in just a few hours ago, 
“Lyall, the men at the hills, they were in battle with the Tyrant, and I was 
there...”

“It was bloody out there today; the Tyrant thinks the massacre at Handa 
was an ‘accident’. He was a ripe old dog, and wiser than any of us. They 
left a trail of fire throughout the sand, and those soldiers, they... your 
wife and kids...”

No...

Suddenly, an axe crashed through the window and struck Lyall’s neck, 
chopping him down. His body hit the floor with a loud thud, just as 
the thunder struck. He was dead! And then, something peered over the 
shattered glass as I lay frightened in the corner; its face was a canvas of 
jagged shadows, slithering like maggots. Its blood red eyes stared right 
into me.

I was shocked; the trauma felt exactly like the battlefield. I ran out of 
the shed and onto a brick pathway, my heart was thumping for air as 
I jumped over sawed frees, flew past a house, and ducked under the 
thicket. As I gasped for air, I peeked out to see the thing gaining speed 
like nothing else - it was faster than me. I passed through another cluster 
of trees to find myself on a cliff; beneath me was the thunderous sea. I 
looked behind me to see the shadowy creature gliding towards me, with 
a blood-stained axe in its hands.

The towering creature swung with all its might, but at the last second, I 
dodged to the side - the creature ran off the edge and disappeared into 
the air; howling into the air and... SWASH!

It was gone.



The hair on the back of my neck lay flat as I saw dawn approach. The 
sun shone a welcoming orange hue, and I went through the frees back 
to a pathway I saw from before. Oddly enough, as I hugged closely to 
the trees, I saw something walking down, rather nonchalantly. Who 
was this? It looked like a small human wearing a small red hood with a 
basket in her hand; less horrific than the other creatures.

It’s odd; we all grew up thinking all humans were monsters; why else did 
humans like the Tyrant hunt us down at Handa? That human that killed 
Lyall and the others that imprisoned us in Judge’s Noose- we’re afraid of 
them. But this one...

I do feel a bit hungry. After all, a wolf like me does need to eat...



Not a Fairy Tale

Today I have a story to tell, a true story, an ugly story, not a fairy tale.
My name is Kid, Kid Gruff. I am fifteen years old and I am haunted. The 
beast that haunts me is dark and wild and dangerous. I keep it locked; I
do not let it escape. It thrashes and writhes in its cage to be freed. There 
is pain, so much pain. Today I want to free the beast and perhaps find 
peace.

I was ten that summer and my world was happy. My world was my 
brothers; Bill and Lee. As far as I could remember it had been just the 
three of us; the three brothers Gruff. Our mother had died a long time 
ago and our father was too busy. Too busy with work, too busy with the 
pub, too busy being drunk. But we liked it that way. My brothers taught 
me to kick a ball, they taught me to ride a bike, they bandaged me when 
I fell and cuddled me when I was scared. In the evenings we would 
watch telly and eat greasy fish and fat chips from a soggy newspaper. 
They were my world, my heroes.

Near our terraced house there was a canal. To get to the other side 
there was a small stone bridge. The other side was just the same as ours, 
more ugly terraced houses, but the bridge was our fort, the place of our 
imaginations and boyish laughter.

On the other side of the bridge there lived a troll. He had droopy eyes 
and a gaping mouth with funny teeth. When he walked he dragged 
one leg and his walking stick went ‘trip, trop, trip, trop.’ A slow steady 
rhythm. I don’t know if he was born like that or if life made him
like that. I don’t know if he had another name, all of us children just 
knew him as ‘the troll’.

Every Tuesday the troll would cross over the bridge; ‘trip, trop, trip, 
trop.’ and walk to the post office. A gang of children would follow 

by Nusaybah Al-Mamun
Central Foundation Girls’ School



him; giggling, calling names and occasionally throwing stones in his 
direction, intentionally missing. This was my life, the innocence of
being a kid.

I can’t pinpoint when things began to change. My brothers started to 
stay out longer and longer. The time I had with them became precious. 
When they came they brought with them an unwelcome guest, the 
stench of weed and alcohol, the stench of evil. It made me sick, I
felt like I was suffocating, drowning. When I voiced my worries; Bill 
would ruffle my hair and Lee would laugh. I felt my world was alright 
again.

Deep down I knew a monster had entered my world, but I didn’t want 
to face the truth. I didn’t want to think. I didn’t want to know where 
they were getting the money from; to pay for the weed, the alcohol, the 
designer clothes....l didn’t want to think about them being caught. I don’t 
know why they were never caught.



The Prince in the Tower

It’s a queer thing, how people in the world assume that people of a 
certain situation would altogether wish they were suffering what they 
would consider to be much less suffering; whereas, those bearing such 
an evil wouldn’t hesitate to swap it for the first. Myself, I would do no 
such thing, but to be unimportant and uncared for enough to not be 
coerced into the prospect of marriage.

Now, this was not that I disliked marriage - why, I enjoyed the notion, 
and much as I enjoyed batchelorism, I knew married days would hold 
greater happiness yet. It was simply that, as a prince, it was my duty to 
betroth myself to heiress of a neighbouring kingdom: and yet, I couldn’t
bear the thought of wedding one of the stately soon-to-be queens of the 
neighbouring lands. They seemed to treat me as a lesser, and expected 
me to cater to every whim, even when they’d met me for but the first 
time, and in a fit of passion I exclaimed to my father that I wouldn’t wed 
a woman not caring for me enough to scale fifty yards for my love, nor 
one not devoted enough to do so without aid; with that proud speech, I
found myself marching through the kingdom until I chanced upon a 
tower, crumbling but majestic. There was no door on the ground-level, 
but a high window, and I clambered up a tree, trusting that the thin limb 
I balanced precariously on wouldn’t break; before tumbling into the 
small alcove-like room within.

It didn’t take long before I was discovered by one of the many search-
parties sent out by my father lest I did something stupid. Upon finding 
me, the party sent a lone rider back to the palace to inform my father I 
had, and a man up to eventually reach and persuade me to come down. 
But the stone gave way beneath his feet, and my anger grew so quickly, 
that he hadn’t reached eight feet off the ground before I flung a satsuma 
at his head, declaring that I would not leave the tower until a woman 
had proven her love. They left, and I was not bothered again by them.

by Juariyah Raqib
Central Foundation Girls’ School



Of course, when my friends - and I do use that term lightly - discovered 
it, they hastened to me, ever-eager to bellow insults and teases at me: 
only silenced by a maiden in a baby-blue dress, wringing her hands 
and calling: “O Prince, bravest, most handsome and charming of men! 
Wherefore lock yourself up so? Do come down, for wish to profess my 
love for you!”

“Nay,” I replied. “I’m only to come down when I have found true love, so 
come up here and tell me what you wish to.”

She looked scandalised, crying “Your Highness! I couldn’t possible do 
that, and tear my dress!”

A fury filled me. “

So you would choose a garment before me? Are bravery, handsomeness, 
and charm nothing for you? Don’t you know I could buy you all the 
finery in the seven lands and seven seas?” Not waiting for her response, I
hurled down “Get from here this instant!” and strode from the window.

The men increased their insults, chastising me for letting my anger out at 
a woman. They left eventually, before returning subsequently to inform 
me the maiden was now betrothed to Sir Cam. I gave them my blessing.

Another time, a dark figure began scaling the walls without any 
hesitation. She attracted insults from the men, and had an unkempt but 
stately air about her. My curiosity was piqued, and I leaned out to watch 
her progress. When the maiden reached me, I respectfully bowed low. 

She merely scrambled in, surveying the surroundings before hoisting a
leg back over the balcony. 

“I have no wish to wed you,” she informed me. “I was told that 
everything a maiden could want is here, yet I find no silk. They must’ve 
meant you, and I have no wish to leave my fiancé for you. Therefore, I’m 
to go.



But wait - there’s the clattering of hooves on stone. I rush to the window 
to see a lady on her steed, staring up at me. She’s silent, dismounting her 
horse before tethering it to a tree. She climbs up the same tree, to my 
amazement, and it’s not long before she’s in front of me. She’s beautiful: 
much shorter than myself, but plump and such sweet eyes.

My love. She is here.



Beastly

you’re ugly
but
you’re also the kind of beautiful that corrodes my lungs,
and stains my teeth evanescent crimson.
ragged, even: choked reds and chatoyant yellows and lacquer purples,
and cracked smiles
like wildfire.
and I know you like I know my favourite book, and I’ve memorized the 
words draped across your veins,
yet you are a raging tempest
and I am seasick.
I want to go home, back to halcyon days, but then
you beg me to stay, with loquacious eyes.
and
you tell me I’m nebulae,
I’m solar bursts of helium behind your skin,
I’m ultraviolet radiation underneath something that shouldn’t be as 
celestial as it is,
but radiation is dangerous. and it will only ever hurt you.
and they think that you ate the beast,
but I am the beastly one.
and my love is saccharine bitterness, cloying-sweet honey, expired,
so when I leave, you’ll wilt, like the dying bouquet of roses you gave to 
me.
I’m drenched in kerosene, and I cut you like glass, and now there is 
poisoned mercury seeping into your blood,
and we are an overexposed daguerreotype.
I’m sorry. I’m sorry.
will my tears transform you? will they?
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Life’s Fairy Tale

Fairytales are the words of society,
They tell you what you want to hear, not the reality.

Have evil in my life, step sisters like Cinderella,
I’d tell you my story, but I’m no storyteller.

Can you imagine Beauty and the Beast with the roles reversed?,
Would it be just fine or the devil at its worst?

Big bad wolf ’s here and there, should I hide like Red under a hood?,
Conceal myself from a world full of problems, if only I could.

Or perhaps I could jump, jump into a bed of nettles,
Face my problems front on, brave like Hansel and Gretel.

I wish I could sleep away my issues like Sleeping Beauty,
But I have to stay strong, fight on, Call it sense of duty.

They want me to be someone I’m not; tall, skinny, flawless and light,
I’m sorry I don’t meet your standards society, not everyone’s as perfect 
and fair as Snow White.

I could let it go like Frozen told me to, 
I’d be happy to comply, but society’s apology awaits and is long-overdue.

So ‘Oh’ people of the world I cry to you,
Make your inspirations, a role model to actually look up to.
Let it not be characters from fairytales and stories created for 
entertainment and laughter.
Then and only then will you find your “Happy Ever After.”

by Intila Abedhin
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Narcolepsy

I

The sky is steadily darkening, bleeding out distorted shades of indigo, 
ultramarine, ocean-bright blue, and Rose is fired. So tired. As she 
lingers, drifts, drags her sore feet through flower-twined streets, roads, 
little cobbled pathways and pavements and sidewalks, she sighs. The 
breath from between her chapped lips releases in the form of bitter, ashy 
smoke, and she watches with slowly blurring vision as it spirals aimlessly 
through the air, finally disappearing into the icy twilight.

It’s just another day in the life of her, the girl with narcolepsy.

Night time is flourishing in London, and the countless rows of starry 
billboards and bright lamp-posts and vivid advertisements illuminate 
Rose’s sleepy visage, skin deathly pale and eyes ringed with cobalt and 
gold and violet and exhaustion. Trees reach out with naked branches, 
threadbare and lustrous and imminent against the backdrop or the 
periwinkle sky, and they are studded with star-like Christmas lights, 
blazing and diamond-like in the darkness. People are rushing all around 
her in a blur of tangles, desperate to meet their friends and families 
and significant others, and the wind is whispering wistfully as it weaves 
through the crowds towards Rose. Tonight, though, she lacks the 
excitement so characteristic of the city she lives in.

She goes overlooked, invisible to all, which is why nobody notices as 
she begins to cross the road and suddenly crumples to the ground. She 
goes overlooked, which is why nobody notices as panicked, choked 
gasps escape from her throat and she screams soundlessly, asphyxiated 
by everything and nothing all at once. She goes overlooked as paralysis 
seizes her, engulfs her body in its cold, electrifying arms, and she can’t 
move, she can’t think, she can’t breathe as she sinks and sinks and sinks, 
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frozen and numb and completely, completely powerless, hopeless, 
helpless...

And then she’s gone, swept under by a crashing tide of bitter repose, 
and everything is torpid, her ligaments and muscles and veins and 
bones torn apart by screaming nothingness, and all of a sudden she’s 
smothered by crepuscular, suffocating oblivion. She only manages to 
exhale lightly as sleep takes her in its merciless embrace.

II

While Rose dramatically collapses on the rather inconvenient location 
of a main road, there’s a stirring on the other side of the street. A sleek, 
opaline-pink Cadillac is speeding purposefully down the concrete-
sprinkled asphalt, its windows rolled down and headlights glowing 
iridescent. The sleazy rap music blasting from the inside seems to echo 
around the entire area, bouncing off of the towering skyscrapers and 
vibrant endorsements, and the sound of someone noisily slurping at a 
Fruit Shoot inside is amplified for everyone in the city to hear.

There’s a girl driving the car, of course, wrists draped over the steering-
wheel and dark sunglasses perched atop her nose. The startling blood-
red other short hair seems to accentuate her boisterous, flamboyant 
nature, which she exerts to the full as she swerves the 80s car from side 
to side, zig-zagging across the road in the most daring way possible. 

“Oh mon dieu!,” she shrieks, letting go of the wheel in front of her and 
thrusting her arms upwards, eyes squeezed shut as though in prayer. 
“This music is stunning! Stunning! The eloquent language... the beautiful 
pronunciation.., the unmistakable, raw talent within these rappers! It’s 
absolutely incredible!”

The girl veers with a screech onto the pavement, brakes, and slides down 
her seat theatrically. “Oh, man, I wish I was in a fairy tale.”
she sobs, turning off the engine and rubbing at her temples. “I’d 
obviously be the fabulous villain with psychopathic tendencies and a



tragic back story.”

She deliberates over the sort of back story she’d have, “Maybe my mother 
called me fat when I was three,” she speculates, eyes wide,
“leading to a life-long traumatisation. Or perhaps I ran away from home 
in a pink Cadillac, like I actually have! Hmm...”

But all of a sudden, her thoughts are pierced by the sight in front of her, 
and her vision constricts as she really looks. ‘Why the hell a girl fainted 
on the road?!” she screeches, bolting it out of the car and nearer to Rose. 
When she reaches her, she takes in the short figure and flame-bright 
hair, and sighs deeply. ‘Looks like I’ll have to be a hero, not a villain.” she 
dead pans in disappointment.

Then she pours her bottle of Fruit Shoot over Rose, cold ond icy and 
shocking.

“Wake up.” the girl mutters with a loquacious smile playing at her lips.
‘Princess Charming’s here,”



‘Here we go!’ The egg said. He was on top of a huge bridge with a rock 
floor at the bottom and the smallest trampoline you’ll ever see (if you 
were there, of course). Blumpty Dumpty was tired of people making fun 
of him just because his brother, Humpty Dumpty, fell off a wall. The king 
tried to help but it was too late and his cracks were too severe for him 
to be saved. Blumpty wanted to take after his brother but while doing a 
stunt (as you might have guessed from the title).

‘Don’t be scared Blumpty, your brother survived the fall ...at least for a 
while, but surely you can’ He said to nobody in particular. With a lot 
of hesitation, he closed his eyes and leaned forward, making him fall. 
He, for some reason, was feeling a rush! As if he was suddenly full of 
adrenaline! The feeling was exhilarating! He took a moment to find 
out why his brother was so scared of falling down, This was exciting! 
The fact that the question ‘Will I survive?’ is stuck in your head was 
just making you confused and happy at the same time.  When all of the 
sudden, BASH! He landed on a plane. Was he really that high up? If he 
was then that would be very frightening. He looked over the plane only 
to see big clouds.

He really WAS that high up! ‘No worry, I’ll just wait for it to land!’ 
But that was when he remembered that he would be away from the 
trampoline, his only short-cut to safety. ‘Oh no’ He whimpered. If he 
was to wait for the plane to land, he would have to wait for around two 
days while if he jumped, he wouldn’t have to wait. He jumped down 
hoping not to fall on the rock hard floor and crack into pieces like his 
brother. He was feeling frightened this time. He was - BANG! He hit 
an air balloon! ‘Oh, come on!’ He yelled right before noticing he was 
slipping off. Falling down without control over where his body should 
go would be his nightmare come true. And guess what? It happened! He 
was falling and screaming! A wonderful feeling went to a horrible, sick 
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feeling. Until he hit a helicopter! ‘Hopefully I don’t hit anymore things 
in the air! I feel sick!’ He thought to himself. But of course (I’m breaking 
the fourth wall here) I’m an 11 year old writer so you’d thing I’d go easy 
on the guy, right? Well.., not exactly.

He jumped off the helicopter and hoped that he wouldn’t hit anymore 
things in the air. He was just looking down expecting for something 
to come out of nowhere. But nothing, He could finally relax as he falls 
to the ground. In fact, he fell asleep. But after around a minute, He hit 
something that woke him up. A giant eagle!

‘Oh come on!’ He yelled again. He was very mad. He jumped off yet 
again and tried to fall back to sleep before hitting landing on a building. 
Causing him to crack. ‘Oh no! I’m going to die!’ He over thought. He got 
up and tried to jump off the building but it made his crack bigger. He 
began to run to his destination. The trampoline! Everybody in his family 
was waiting there and if they found out that he didn’t make the lump,
they would be heartbroken! He didn’t want any of that! So he had to 
sneak up onto the building again and jump on trampoline successfully, 
or he would be found out. He ran across the road hoping that he could 
make it in time, But suddenly he hit a car! 

‘Okay, now this is just getting ridiculous!’ He mumbled under his breath 
in an angry tone. He tried to move out of the car and when he did he 
proceeded to cross the rest of the long, long road. After getting hit by 
cars multiple times, He finally made it to the trampoline where his 
whole family were waiting. He snuck past some bushes nearby until he 
reached the building behind the trampoline. Which fortunately had a 
ladder to the roof. He climbed while trying his best not to be notice by 
his family. As soon as he reached the top, he jumped down and onto the 
trampoline,

‘Ta da!’ He shouted sounding unenthusiastic.  He then felt light-
headed... And cracked.



The Little Siren

“Everybody knows the story of The Little Mermaid and how she lives 
happily ever after! She marries the wonderful Prince Erik and lives a great 

life. The End!”

Ariel slammed the book closed, rolling her eyes, she tossed the large 
book of fairy-tales away to the enormous pile of dumped books in the 

corner. She scoffed and burst into laughter. “How pathetic! Me? Living a 
happily ever after with the one and only Prince Eric? As if!” Ariel was as 

beautiful as always with her long, glowing red hair floating graciously.
Her luxurious gleaming tail drifted behind her as she swam about. To 

top it off, her beautiful looks was accompanied by a mesmerising voice, 
which could enchant all men at her own will, mercilessly drowning them 

after she had finished with them. “What shall I do today?” She looked 
at herself through her massive glossy mirror as she admired herself, she 
placed a hand on her hip and smirked. “I could do with a little company 
today,” She made a cute pout as she said “Oh, won’t anyone play with me 
today? I feel so lonely!” She grinned happily to herself, nodding her head 

in approval, she swam up towards the surface bobbing her head as she 
scanned her surroundings. 

Suddenly she saw a ship-wreck take place. All of the men on board 
scattered, diving into the ocean to swim to shore. Panting heavily, Prince 

Eric limped onto a small boulder to announce to his men, “Everyone 
stay put! I will go and find help!” Then he quickly hobbled away to 

seek help. ‘Bingo! The perfect culprits! With her amazing charms and 
captivating voice, she would have a wonderful time with these men. 

Once she finally got bored of them, she would throw their corpses away 
at the bottom of the sea... 

She swayed gracefully towards the shore, smiling sweetly as a few men 
spotted her. Some instantly fell in love at first sight but some just blankly 
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stared, still pretty engrossed by this mystical being. Ariel batted her 
eyelashes as she waved a delicate hand at the men. Some of them started 
walking, or shuffling towards her. Ariel need not to say much as pretty 

soon all the men was under her spell before she even opened her mouth 
to sing. She giggled in delight as she slowly swam away, leaving the men 
to stumble behind trying to follow her into sea. Ariel lunged into the sea 
leaving her tail to flicker at the surface before sinking under water. That 
was all it took for the men to scramble after her, diving into the sea in 
hope to catch a glimpse of her. Ariel swam around the men, watching 
their eyes drain of life as they held their breaths for as long as possible 

in hope of drawing Ariel’s attention towards them. They were all so 
hypnotised they hadn’t realised they were drowning until the very last 

moment. Gone. 

Prince Eric had finally managed to come back to the shore, bringing 
along fishermen, who were nearby, that could help get his men 

back safely. He was absolutely stunned to find out that they had all 
disappeared! He searched for hours but found no trace of them, he was 
utterly confused. Just then, a stunning feline creature submerged from 
the water in front of Eric. She was the most gorgeous woman he had 

ever seen, he fell head over heels with just one look. Whoever this girl 
was, he knew he couldn’t let her get from his sight... 

Ariel stared at the man before her. Oh, it was the famous Prince Eric! 
Jackpot. Ariel beamed as an idea came into mind. A few days ago, Ariel 
had managed to black-mail Ursula into giving her the power to become 
human, before Ariel ruthlessly murdered Ursula instead. It was a win-
win situation, just like the one she had right now. She quickly turned 
into a human walking onto the land for the first time. She opened her 
mouth as a blissful melody escaped her lips. Her plan was to enchant 
the Prince into marrying her, making her princess. She would then 
assassinate the King - secretly of course, with her magnificent looks 

and voice. How could she not succeed? That would make her and Eric 
become the new King and Queen, but of course, Ariel doesn’t need a 
man. She would simply end up killing Eric too. What do you expect? 

This was Ariel’s version of a happily ever after. This, was only the 
beginning.



Mirror Mirror

It
Once upon a time there was It.
It, had a goal and he was determined to reach it,
When he had reached it, Fate decided to twist it.

It, had love.
When he had learned to appreciate it, Fate decided to make him 
unworthy of it.

It, had a heart that broke so he tried to fix it.
When he had mended it, Fate decided to test it.

Its heart was heart-full,
compressed by the tiny ropes suffocating it called Patience and Hope.
The purity and goodness of his heart leaked through the cracks
unbinding the ropes

It, finally felt free

Its heart was too fragile to be tested by such intensity
So, It decided to freeze it and Fate didn’t stop him.
The words that played amongst our pages said “It was him”

We blame It.
When it was fate all along.

Perfection
I’m Perfection. Yes, Perfection is my name.
Fate gave me time to consider my options.
He said to follow the ticking of my heart, and good would come.
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Yet, that tiny voice at the back of my mind told me otherwise.

Torn and tired, I lacked the courage to say ‘No’
So, I did as he said.
I reached his goal, without trying.
I fixed my heart quicker than the clock that struck twelve.

Heartless yet heartfelt,
I wanted love.
So Fate made me tie the knot with Prince Charming.

My life, dreams and future were the epitome of greatness
Gold, silk and silver blinded me.
While titanium left me wondering.
The element of low density and high strength.

An impossibility that is yet possible.
It was then when It hit me.
And Fate couldn’t stop him.

I knew then, that just like the villain,
I too was suffering;
there’s not much difference between us, just Fate wanting different 
things...



The Strange Watch

I didn’t kill her... It was a set up. I loved her. I always have. I’m nothing 
without her. She was like the queen bee of my heart. Her blonde hair 
sparkled in the golden horizon, as she strolled, her hair waved in the 
summer breeze. Let me tell you what happened on one condition. You 
won’t tell the police. Promise? Ok let’s start. It was 19 Feb 10:00 pm, 
my girlfriend Goldilocks and I came back from my mate’s party at his 
phenomenal mansion because it was his birthday. Multi-coloured lights 
beamed right past my eyes, balloons were floating everywhere the DJ 
played the most awesome beats, everyone was brainwashed. Goldilocks 
and I were arguing because I was dancing with my ex and not her. We 
nearly broke up over that and she went home crying. She needs to learn 
that she breaks my heart too, and I don’t go home crying to my parents.

(One week later)

I call her to say I’m sorry but she doesn’t pick up her phone so I decide 
to say sorry in person. I arrived at her flat to find that her door was wide 
open, and the heavy wind rushing rapidly passed the open door, so I ran 
in, slammed the door shut behind me. I found her lying in the kitchen 
floor stabbed in the chest bleeding to death. Blood rushed down her 
body and created a pool of red blood increasing in width and height. 
Suddenly, S.W.A.T rushed in, broke the wooden door down, and pointed 
all their barrels at me. I jumped out of the window quickly praying that 
they won’t shoot me and I ran and ran...

(2 days later)

I can’t believe what just happened. I am being accused for the murder of 
my girlfriend and I am on the run for something I didn’t even do. The 
past two days have been really weird but on the other hand there was 
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this homeless man who I told what had happen. He gave me this watch 
but I refused to take it but somehow he slips it in my pocket without me 
realising. I found out that there was some writing on the back and it said 
‘use wisely’. I was confused? The watch was the one that you can turn 
around, once I turn it there was light beaming, and then BOOM...

I rubbed my eyes to find that I was at the other side of my girlfriend’s flat 
and ran beside a tree thinking that I will get caught. But I didn’t. I could 
see someone that I knew walking into her flat... It was me. I was thinking 
that the watch killed me and I am in heaven. But I wasn’t. After a few 
seconds of thinking I finally realised what was happening. The watch 
sent me into the past I heard sirens and saw it was the S.W.A.T. I ran and 
ran to get far away from them as possible I turned the watch again and 
then BOOM, I found myself back hiding where I was and it was getting 
really dark so I put the watch in my back pocket and went to sleep.

(The next day)

I woke up the next day with the heart of a detective and I had to find 
out who actually killed my girlfriend. I set off but kept low just in case 
anyone saw me. It took me about 30 minutes of ducking and hiding 
from people for them not to see me. I finally arrived at her house. But 
there was still S.W.A.T and police all around. Crap I forgot about them. 
I have to find a way get past them, but how? I was thinking of a way 
when a lost dog came running to me. I panicked. I hated dogs. I can 
still remember when I was 8 years old and a dog bit me in the nuts and 
I went to the hospital and I was told I can’t have babies when I’m older. 
But I didn’t know what that meant until now. Let me carry on. The dog 
was running and running towards me but then it went to the police and 
bites them and all the police were running trying to catch the dog. And 
the dog unit came. This was my one and only chance. I ran in the house,
then in the kitchen to find her body was covered in a sheet and  
something sticking out which I believe is the knife. I put on gloves so I 
wouldn’t leave fingerprints. I heard footsteps.

Someone was coming. I needed to hide somewhere. The officer came in. 



Luckily I hid under the kitchen table just in time so he wouldn’t see me. 
I came back out and carefully took off the sheet. Tears stared to flow like 
a waterfall; I tried to not cry because I promised myself I wouldn’t.

I put powder around the floor so I could see fingerprints. There was only 
one. I took the fingerprint and found out that they were two identical 
matches. I was jumbled. How could there be two matches. I ran out of 
the window because the police were back and went back in hiding. I
had one idea but it was a crazy one where I went back in time and camp 
out at my girlfriend’s house and see who actually kill her. My brain was 
thinking for a long time and I came to the conclusion that I will do it. 
I was looking for the watch and was getting anxious because I couldn’t 
find it. I was searching for the watch for over 5 minutes. And then I
found the watch were I first put it. My back pocket. I was praising God 
that I found it. My heart was pounding like a cheetah racing through the 
forest.

The next morning I woke up and was trying to activate the watch. But I
just couldn’t figure out how to do it. I could remember how to do it. 
I twisted the watch and saw a light beam coming out and I knew it 
worked. I found myself near my girlfriend’s house and I saw a man 
walking in to my girlfriends flat wearing a hat and then it turned into a 
balaclava. He looked around to see if any was watching. He couldn’t see 
anyone, so he took a knife out of his waist and walk towards the door 
with the knife on his side. He took one more look to see if anyone was 
looking and kicked the door open. He walked into the kitchen and saw 
her, he stabbed her repeatedly in the heart as she was screamed and he 
ran out. I was thinking whether to approach him but decided not to 
because he was armed and I needed a knife or even a gun to stop him 
and to see who he really was. BOOM!!! I found myself back where I
was.

(the next morning)

I woke up trying to think of how to find out who the man in the 
balaclava was. Then it hit me. I had the perfect idea. I took the watch 



out of my pocket and twisted it. BOOM!!! I found myself next to my 
girlfriend’s house. I saw the man approaching. I walked towards him. 
I started to sweat like the water in Niagara Falls. The man was getting 
closer and closer, and then I bumped into him and said sorry. As I 
walked away I had a smile on my face. I turned around and saw the man 
reaching into his waist to get the knife but it wasn’t there. I took it. I 
approached the man and took the knife out and told him to get on his 
knees. He did what he was told. I had a small evil smile as I took off the 
balaclava and realised who it was. I couldn’t believe my eyes. Goldilocks 
own father...



The Princess and the Frog

Once upon a time, there lived a beautiful, flawless princess who had a 
shiny, golden ball. One bright and sunny day, while she was playing in 
the garden, the ball fell into a crystal clear pond. She was downhearted 
and did not know what to do. Worried, helpless, sad, a frog hopped 
out of the pond and asked, “Why are you crying, little princess?” She 
told him about her golden ball. The ugly frog said, “I can help you get 
your precious, golden ball but what will you give me in return?” “I will 
give you anything you want!” promised the princess.“1 just want my 
precious, shiny ball!” The beautiful princess cried. The frog immediately
dived into the water and fetched the beautiful, shiny, golden ball for her. 
The princess was very happy. The frog reminded her, “Remember that 
you promised me anything. Well, I want to be your friend, eat from your 
plate, and sleep in your palace!” The princess absolutely hated the idea 
but she agreed and rapidly ran back to the palace.

The next morning, the princess found the frog waiting for her. He said, 
“I have come to live in your palace.” Hearing this, the princess ran to her 
father, crying helplessly. When the kind king heard about the promise, 
he told her, “A promise is a promise and you must keep your word. You 
must let the frog stay here.” The princess was very angry but she had 
no choice and let the frog stay. He ate from her plate during dinner and 
asked the princess to take him to her bed at night. The princess picked 
him up angrily and threw him to the floor. The frog got angry and said 
“If you want me to leave then you must do one last thing for me?”

“What do I have to do anything I just want you to leave?” The princess 
pleaded helplessly. The smelly, ugly frog replied, “You must kiss me!”

The princess grabbed hold of the smelly frog and kissed it. Then she 
put it down. Suddenly she started to turn green. Then she started to 
shrink, she became a smelly little frog. After a few seconds the other 
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smelly little frog started to grow. Then its skin started to turn into an 
olive skin tone. It was a prince. She gasped. She couldn’t believe her 
eyes small beady eyes. He was a prince, she was a smelly little frog. The 
prince laughed and said “I am free from the witch’s spell.” “This is what 
you get for treating me badly!” The princess sighed and regretted every 
moment of her insulting and treating him badly. She hopped away into 
the wilderness of her beautiful, blossomed garden. She hopped into the 
pond and sat on her pink, blossomed lily-pad. While the princess was 
wondering about what she had done, the prince told the king about what 
happened and he stayed in the enormous palace forever.

The End.



The Three Little Rabbits

A very long time ago, three little rabbits moved from a town to a huge 
forest which was far away. They moved because their parents refused to 
buy food from the supermarket when there was plenty of food in the 
fields for free. As soon as the rabbits arrived in the countryside, they 
started to explore. They were ecstatic because there were so many new 
things to see.

One day, the rabbits found lots of crimson coloured bricks. So they 
took them, and built a large house which was big enough for the all of 
the rabbits to live in. The next day. they heard a knock on the door. The 
rabbits opened the window and looked to see who it was.

“My name is Lion. Can you help me with my new maths homework?” 
asked the lion. “I’m stuck and I need help.”

The rabbits knew what to do. They threw rubbish out of the window, and 
it fell on the poor lion.

“No, no, no we won’t let you until you cut your claws.” So the dejected 
lion went back to his tiny hovel. The next day they heard another knock.

“My name is Lion. Do you want to play chess with me?” asked the lonely 
lion. The rabbits knew that if they opened the door, the lion would eat 
them. So they threw rubbish at him and said, “No, no, no we won’t let 
you until you cut your razor-sharp claws.”

The lion felt melancholy: they had refused to play with him. So he ran 
back to his house again feeling utterly lonely and miserable.

The next day the three little rabbits heard another loud knock.
“My name is lion and I would like some food,” said the hungry lion. The 
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rabbits threw rubbish out of the window and shouted “No, no, no we 
won’t let you until you cut your sharp claws.”

The lion felt angry this time. Roaring as he went along, he stomped 
to the police station and reported that three little rabbits had thrown 
rubbish in the fields. The police arrested the rabbits for fly-tipping. Then 
the lion lived happily ever after in the rabbits’ enormous house. And his 
house was known as the most beautiful and tidiest house in the land.

The End



Once upon a time, when pigs spoke in rhyme
And monkeys chewed tobacco,
And hens took snuff, to make them tough
And ducks went “Quack, quack, quack, Oh!”

“Who’s that, trip-trapping over my bridge!?”
“Oh, it’s me, Billy-Goat Gruff.”
Now, here you see, when I say “Pay me, or I’ll eat you all up!” I’m just 
asserting my rights as the toll master. I have been known to get a good 
meal out of it, but it’s usually donated roast chicken...

The cunning three do it every time, and my good nature lets them get 
away with it. Little Billy-Goat Gruff isn’t much of a meal, I agree and off 
he goes. Then Big Billy-Goat Gruff comes along and tells me that Great 
Billy-Goat Gruff would be a much better meal, and why try facing Great 
Billy-Goat Gruff? Well suffice it to say I learned my lesson the first time, 
when he butted me halfway across Lincolnshire.

We have an understanding. Their toll is paid, and quite deliciously 
paid, I might add. What always seems to puzzle me is how come the 
goat-herds don’t know about me. Every one of them is surprised to see 
me before I gobble them up. You would think their parents would stop 
sending a new one every time, wouldn’t you?

The Champion arrived on his fine steed, “Show me the bridge!” he 
demanded, “Then I require a goodly helping of your finest meat, the 
most magnificent dish you have ever served up!”

The poor villagers, with hardly a penny to their names, had nonetheless 
finally come up with the money to pay the knight. He was annoyed that 
it was a mere troll, and not a fine dragon, but cash is cash.

The Further Job of the Troll

by Tracy Mandal
Blue Gate Fields Junior School



“Who’s that clop-clopping over my bridge?”
“Careful dear.” said his wife, “This sounds a bit big for you, and you are 
getting on in years.”
“It is I, Sir Knight of Errant! Show yourself, you cowardly knave!”
“Cowardly! How dare you, sir!” and heroically I leapt out of hiding to 
stand defiantly in front of the beautiful charger.

“Good grief, you are ugly! Now listen here. The good people have sent 
me to bargain with you because they can’t stand the sight of you, but 
they’re willing to live and let you live if you’ll stop demanding them 
payment for crossing this bridge!”

“It’s my bridge!”

“No, actually it isn’t, ‘they’ built it a long time ago, before you turned 
up and they want it back. If you’re willing to do a regular day’s work 
for them, they’ll pay you with a good, tasty meal at noon. What do you 
say?”

Big Billy-Goat Gruff innocently fell to the knife that night, and the 
knight dined royally, and from that day the village thrived because of the 
work the troll agreed to do in return for lamb, beef, chicken and even a 
special treat, salmon.

So they lived happily ever after...

Epilogue

Sir Knight of Errant is annoyed that it is a troll, not a dragon, because St. 
George had slain a dragon, and he wanted to do that as well. 



Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs

The Queen,
so fair
the bright mirror,
shone through,
her hair,
as she thinks of,
the girl Snow,
White.

For evil lies,
in her heart,
everything will
fall from its place,

Her beauty rises,
in castle halls,
which darkens,
behind,
castle walls,

The Queen lives,
in a fantasy world,
when darkness and,
magic combines,

And while that,
goes on Snow White,
meets her friends,
the Seven Dwarfs.

by Nadia Saleh
Marion Richardson Primary School



The seven dwarfs were friendly.
They found Snow White very lovely,
she told them the whole,
story.

And about her step mother’s
cruelty,
They listened to her,
attentively,
and marvelled in her,
beauty.

In the end, Snow White,
was saved from the,
trap of the nasty,
lady.
She married the,
Prince and lived happily,
ever after.



A Bear and Three Goldylocks

Once upon a time there was a land of wonder, mystery and magic where 
there lived a big bad bear. The big bad bear was very big indeed, stand-
ing three meters in height. This is how the story begins...

Panting, Richard (the bear) sprinted through the sea of trees running 
away from something he called a ‘hooman’. On top of the forest lay 
a colourful rainbow. Why are they chasing me? What have I done? 
Should I eat them? Where am I? He thought. As the path continued he 
realised it was like he was spinning in circles. Everything looked the 
same! Shocked, Richard saw that he was at the three Goldylocks’ house. 
Despite not wanting to go in, he had to...

Furtively, he broke in. His jaw fell. The house was full of shiny golden 
walls and glazed stone floors. Slowly, Richard took a step and walked 
into the living room. There he found three bowls of crisps. He tried 
the first bowl. The first bowl of crisps was too spicy, the second 
was too flavourless, but the last one was just perfect. Enchanted, 
discombobulated and scared, Richard went upstairs to the bedroom, 
to have a nap. The first bed was too soft, the second too hard, but the 
last one was fine. Suddenly he saw something he had never seen before. 
Richard took the hair curlers and started to curl his hair.

“Ow! This object is too hot.” shouted the bear. The tried the next hair 
curlers.
“Oh no, my curls are too bouncy!” Then he was to try the next when all 
of a sudden... BANG! The three Goldylocks appeared from nowhere.
“Where are my crisps?” whined Goldylocks one.
“Why do I have a bear print on my bed?” cried Goldylocks two.
“AAARRRGH! It’s a girl bear with curly hair! Oh no, it killed my magical 
hair curlers!” screamed Goldylocks three. 
In a flicker of an eyelid the Goldylocks telephoned the police. Soon 
Richard was in a hooman’s bear-skin hooman underwear shop for  
commiting murder of a... hair curler. Awaiting his fate to be skinned and 
made into underwear.

by Natalia Augustynowicz
St. Anne’s Catholic Primary School



The Silent Sister

On the borders of Somerset, a small cottage lay by a river. It was home 
to a mother, father and daughter. Many years ago, the cottage had been 
home to twelve brothers, but the short-tempered father had banished 
them. The mother, who couldn’t bear to be parted with them, had used 
witchcraft to turn her sons into fishes so that they could hide in the river 
nearby. At her will, they could also turn into men by throwing a fishing 
net onto them.

One cold winter morning, Mary, who was the daughter, discovered the 
net, and asked her mother about it, who denied having anything to do 
with it. Eventually, she explained that she was a witch and took Mary 
down to the river to show her. Only one fish was there but as Mary 
scooped it up in the net, it turned into a man.

“I have longed to see you, sister, and now that time has come.” He 
embraced, holding her close.

As the golden sun was setting beneath the trees, other fishes returned, 
and once having the net thrown over them, they turned into each of her 
twelve brothers. They spent several happy days, until it was time for the 
brothers to depart. “You must not speak for three days,” they told her. 
“If you speak, we will die as the magic that allows us to live will stop 
working.” As they dived into the river, they turned into shimmering 
trout.

Early the next morning, Mary spotted and injured child by the river 
bank. Using herb remedies her mother taught her, she healed the child’s 
wound without speaking. It was not until he cried “Witch!” that she 
noticed the onlooker on the other bank.

Two days later, Mary faced the judge.

by Lili Fairclough
Chisenhale Primary School



“Mary Darlow,” he began, leering at her “you are hear by charged with 
witchcraft. How do you plead?”She said nothing.

“I repeat. How do you plead?” he bellowed. She said nothing.

“Then I find you guilty of witchcraft,” the judge said heatedly. “Lead 
her to the river and throw her in! If she floats, she is a witch. If she 
drowns she is innocent.” Head bowed, Mary followed the soldiers to the 
riverbank. A large crowd had already gathered to see the young girl die.

“Do you have any last words, Mary?” the judge asked her in a 
sickeningly sweet voice. The sun set beneath the trees. 

“Yes!” she cried suddenly. “Come, my brothers. Come and save me!”

Mary was thrust in the river. The crowd held its breath. Underneath, the 
water boiled and twelve gleaming trout leapt out of the water! Frantically 
they cut at her bonds until she was free. Then Mary too turned into a 
trout and they dived back into the river.



The Boy who cried “Wolf!”

Many years ago, before cars or electricity had been dreamed of, there 
was a young boy called Rumple. He was a shepherd on his farm. But he 
had one problem; he had the facial hair of a bear. Every time he went to 
the lake and saw his reflection he would scream “Wolf!”.

Rumple’s father was called Jacob, he was a tall stick-like man who was 
handy with a gun. His mother was a podgy lady with sacks of flab 
flabbing out of every nook and cranny of her grotesque body. Her name 
was Shelly. They had both finally got used to their son’s screamings.

One day, Rumple was tending to a lamb that had fainted. Suddenly he 
heared panting. It was a wolf!

“Mummy, Daddy, Wolf!” but his parents just ignored him.

“Darling, tea time!” rang the voice of his mother. His father peered out 
of the window as his son was struggling with a wolf. As if struck by a pin 
he shot up and grabbed his gun and ran out the front porch. He tried 
to take aim but it was impossible. His son was just as hairy as the wolf. 
Finally Jacob got fed up and BANG! BANG! shot them dead.

So reader, the moral. Hairy people need to shave...

by Umae Assefa
St Anne’s Catholic Primary School



Goldilocks in The Walking Dead

Once upon a time, there was an elegant, joyful girl, skipping as if she was 
Juliet with Romeo, skipping with happiness. Her name was Goldilocks. 
She loved to skip, it was her hobby, that was all she did, nothing else.

One day, she skipped to this odd looking cemetery, it looked so old, as 
if it was the end of the world which reminded her that her father passed 
away when she was born. She never got to see or know her mother, no 
information on her yet, but she knew she was still alive. Then she ran for 
her life, the place was giving her the creeps.

The next day Goldilocks didn’t skip any more. She wasn’t in the mood. 
All she was thinking about was how that cemetery looked yesterday. It 
was stuck in her head, in her brain. When she was doing an assessment 
at school, all she wrote was “Cemetery, freaky, father dead.” 
She got a big ‘F’ for fail.

Next morning she thought to herself really hard “Am I going mad or 
something? I just can’t forget about that place.” Then she came up with a 
stupid idea.

Hours later, she went to the cemetery spreading some flowers on her 
father’s grave, by the way, there wasn’t any flowers on his grave. Sadly, 
Goldilocks started to cry.

That night, Goldilocks wanted to stay with her father, spend the night 
with him. There was a full moon that night. With amazement, a crooked, 
bloody hand shot up to the moon and stars! Goldilocks jumped with 
fright, she reacted instinctively and ran out of there but her father’s hand 
was on her leg.

by Arnold Duru
Our Lady and St Joseph Primary School



Goldilocks screamed with horror. Suddenly the head of her father 
appeared, it had never looked so hideous. She forced the hand to get 
off her leg but it went off the body. Now Goldilocks knew exactly what 
situation she was in, she was surrounded by zombies.  It was like The 
Walking Dead. Actually, it was The Walking Dead.

Every zombie popped out of their graves. Goldilocks’ zombie dad was 
the one trying to eat her so that both of them could be like zombie father 
and zombie daughter. Goldilockis refused. She whacked her father on 
the face and the head fell off.

The rest of the zombies crowded around her as if they were interviewers 
asking her questions with microphones near her lips. They came closer 
and closer and closer. The only thing we saw was her arm as a sign for 
help but that was the last we heard, or have known, about Goldilocks.

The next day, a surprise went to London. Goldilock’s mother came. 
Suddenly she spotted an ugly looking cemetery. Then something else, 
she also saw that the graves were open. Strange, she had never seen a 
grave open in her life. She was so curious she went inside and looked 
around instead of looking for her daughter.

Urgently, she found a wooden shed, she heard a scream, the scream of 
a girl. She dashed to the wooden shed and saw inside a beautiful, lovely 
12-year old girl. It was GOLDILOCKS!

The mother took off the cloth in her mouth and the blindfold. “W-Who 
are you?” asked Goldilocks.

“I’m Gabriella.” replied the mother. 

“My mother’s name is Gabriella. I never got to see her, she abandoned 
me somewhere.” Said Goldilocks. Then she looked in her eyes, she saw 
the light in it, then the mother said “Darling, is that you?”

“Mummy!”



“Oh, sweetheart, I missed you so much.”

They squeezed each other, they could barely breathe.

Then the zombies busted into the shed!

“Is that your father, darling?” asked Goldilocks’ mother.

“Yes, yes that is Dad.” replied Goldilocks. Goldilocks and her mother 
held hands and with the power of love they destroyed the zombies and 
put them where they belong, in the grave of course.

The police came as rapid as the wind. “What in the name of Lord 
happened here?” asked the police in fright.

“Well with the power of love, nobody can defeat us.” said Goldilocks.



Silence the Experienced Murderer

Guns, a weapon which individuals confide in out of anger or betrayal or 
even an invalid reason.
Knives, a piece of equipment used whilst cooking, or simply used to end 
someone’s life.
And still we always have an excuse to use these objects during battles.
Bombs, new technological equipment, used for industrialised killing
Are
The
Weapons, which we continuously use in war without a single thought 
about the long term. But we clearly know every impact each weapon 
gives off.
Humans, an intelligent race, maybe too intelligent for their own good?
Do, we all agree with the way these improved resources are handled?
The, thing is, if we don’t, why don’t we speak up?
Real, emotions hunger for things to stop once and for all, set our minds 
into turmoil.
Damage, realisation hits us after damage has been done.

Now go back and read the first word of every sentence

This statement would not have been true if we had spoken up in the first 
place.

You didn’t see it the first time, that’s understandable.

But the second time is not questionable.

Wouldn’t you agree that silence is what killed every innocent soul?

Or are you still contemplating..?

by Samida Yasmin
Central Foundation Girls’ School



Red

The hospital doors opened, from it striding a short girl in a flowing, red 
cloak. Her steps were brisk, her movement stiff and formal. After ten 
paces, the girl stopped, turning her head to face the colossal building 
behind her, inspecting every minute detail she could. The hospital was 
immense, with six floors and a cubic shape. Befitting of a place where 
hardly anybody survived an operation, the place was riddled with 
cracks, scratch marks.

The girl inspected this place with her sharp, judging eyes, a look of 
displeasure painted on them. Without even speaking, she turned once 
again, her cloak swaying behind her like water, her blank expression 
now directed towards a dark, grim forest.

 Her brisk, robotic steps began again, this time taking her into the sinis-
ter woods. Her pace seemed automatic, a work of machinery. Left, right. 
The cycle continued endlessly, a soft breeze blowing the girl’s cloak back, 
reminiscent of tempting whispers.

Now deep inside the thick forest, the girl stopped, unaware of how much 
she had travelled. Her face turned slowly, to the left, and then to the 
right, as if searching for something. Her sharp eyes squinted, now look-
ing like needles, piercing the forest in an attempt to find something very 
well hidden.

Suddenly, shapes moved. Darkness itself washed over the trees behind 
the girl, slithering through the ruined branches, a hissing noise follow-
ing it. The darkness moulded into a shape unfamiliar to the girl, who 
had turned around to witness this peculiar event. The shape shifted, like 
a blur that one was not able to recognize. Then, in a second, it became 
something the girl understood. A bipedal creature, with what appeared 
to be fur covering the majority of its body. The girl understood that 

by Rio Puffett
Bow Secondary School



whatever she was staring at was not a wolf. It had the shape of a wolf, but 
it had no texture, or any colour, its entire body black. The only colour 
she could see where its glaring, blood-red eyes. It stood still. The girl did 
the same.

“What are you?”

The girl’s voice was soft and quiet, but lacked the emotion of a person 
as young as her. The creature remained stiff, unmoving, as if pondering 
what action to take, until it suddenly formed a wide arc, a grin.

“I am…a guide.”
“A guide?”
“Yes, a guide. If you wish, I can help you get out of this forest.”
The girl frowned, the first expression she had made since she had exited 
the hospital.
“I am not lost.”
“You seem to be. I only wish to help.”

The creature’s grin instilled a sense of disgust within the girl. A cynical 
part of her mind told her not to trust this thing. Her eyes sharpened like 
knives, slanted.

“I am not lost!”

Her voice had risen so that she was now yelling. Her words echoed 
through the forest, almost bringing a glimmer of life to it, even if that 
“life” was full of anger and hatred.
The creature lost its grin.
“If you agree to let me help you, I will never bother you again, even if 
you enter this forest.”
The girl sighed. She understood that this creature, whatever it was, was 
persistent by nature, and would not leave.
“Fine.”

And so, they continued their journey. The creature would often attempt 



to begin a conversation, but the girl’s eerie silence would shut him up. 
They eventually stopped to rest. The girl still refused to speak, but the 
creature clearly was intent on disturbing her.

“Something wrong?”

The girl stared back at the creature, noticing a faint grin on its face. 
Perhaps it enjoyed the girl’s suffering. Perhaps it enjoyed the fact that the 
girl had lost someone dear, if it even knew. The girl’s face dropped, her 
body slumping down against a tree, a memory coming back to her.

How could she leave me…she had promised everything would be al-
right.

Then, something happened. Something unexplainable. The girl stopped 
thinking about her loss. About her pain, about the ruined hospital, or 
the dark woods. Her face slowly turned to face the creature, her lips 
curved into a small, tiny smile.

“Not at all.”

The creature’s eyes widened, it’s sly grin disappearing once again. It’s 
figure shimmered, tiny fragments blown away by the wind.

“Shame.”

And with that, the creature disappeared. 

The girl was alone. The creature was no longer there. 



Snow White and the Seven Brothers

“What on Earth are you doing, brother 3?” exclaimed Snow White. The 
place was an utter tip. From what she could see, socks hanging with po-
tent smells, the house was never the way Snow White dreamed.

One day she was coming back from picking apples when a sight had 
shocked her. The house was the most messiest it had ever been before. It 
was the most unbearable sight she had ever seen.

“Having fun is not what I do. Tidying, cleaning and cooking is what I 
do for you and this is how you repay me” Said Snow White in an upset 
voice.

Snow White’s brothers never liked to see Snow White in this state. Then 
they had the most mind-boggling idea in the world.

One day, brother 2 and brother 5 told her to go and get some of those 
juicy and sweet apples. Although Snow White had only fetched them on 
Friday, she went to get some more.

While Snow White was gone, they split up around the house and got to 
work. Noisy vaccuuming, gargantuan sofas being pushed, then all those 
strong smelling socks all in the wash bowl, just in time for... WOW!

“Oh my dear darlings, you did this for... me?”
The house was what she had dreamed of.

So many people came to visit. Parties and all sorts of finales were held 
there. And from that day on Snow White was never seen upset, or was 
she? What could stop them from making a mess?

by Madeeha Meezaan
Hague Primary School



Rapunzel
by Sarah Salwa

John Scurr Primary School

Rapunzel was the daughter of Queen Miranda and King Roland. Her 
hair was so long that it trailed behind her like a robe. Everyone adored 
her, especially her mum. Rapunzel’s hair had great power, she could cure 
the sick and make the poor rich!

Even though Rapunzel was the sweetest girl in the village, her father 
despised her soul! He was so jealous that Rapunzel was the centre of 
attention that one night when everyone was fast asleep he took his 
daughter deep into the forest. The tree trunks were shaped into faces, 
twisted with anger! The rain lashed heavily as he moved on. The wind 
was a giant man stomping through the night sky. Finally he found the 
tower. He climbed up and locked Rapunzel in there forever...

Five years passed by and Queen Miranda was still looking for her dear 
long-lost daughter! They still couldn’t find her even when they were 
in the forest where she was! King Roland did a clever thing and put an 
electric ring around the tower which made it invisible and impossible to 
find her! And if you touched it you got an electric shock! Rapunzel’s life 
in the tower was the most boring thing a human could do! There was 
a library of books for her - which she loved reading. But she was really 
lonely.

One day when the forest was asleep, no birds singing and no trees 
waving, she climbed down the tower. Her hair touched the ground 
before she did, but as she stepped on the wet grass a powerful shock ran 
up her body. Without thinking she began to sing softly. Her hair turned 
gold, literally blinding your eyes. The electric ring broke and shattered 
in pieces. Rapunzel ran around singing at the top of her voice. Suddenly 
she bumped into King Roland. They both stood frozen in fear.

Without any further ado he grabbed her and started climbing up the 



tower.

“NO! I DON’T WANT TO GO BACK!” cried Rapunzel!

King Roland’s sword was glittering in his pocket. She grabbed it and 
pushed it into her arm. She fell down the tower. She was dead! Since this 
very day they still use her hair to cure the sick!

The end



Have you heard the story about a cruel, selfish and mean girl? That’s 
right; cruel, selfish and mean. Or have you heard the story about a kind, 
SWEET and misunderstood girl? You should know, this particular girl 
wasn’t so sweet.

Once upon a time, Goldilocks flung herself out of a villager’s window 
while saying “I’ll steal and take ‘till everything’s gone!”
The villager’s blood boiled as he screamed “GOLDILOCKS!”
Swiftly and quickly, cunningly and slyly, Goldilocks zoomed into into 
the deep, dark and creepy woods for cover. On the way she saw a nasty 
looking wolf and a straw house collapsing.

In the distance she spotted a small cottage. She was curious. Goldilocks 
thought why would there be a house in the middle of the woods? She 
cleared her mind and mischievously said “I’ll steal and take ‘till 
everything’s gone!”

Little did she know, she was approaching the house of the top crime 
fighters, The Bears!

Small Bear specialises in jumping, speed and karate! Mother Bear 
specialises in judo but also has hidden anger inside her! And finally, 
Daddy Bear, the toughest of them all...

Quietly and quickly, fast and speedy, Goldilocks bravely threw herself 
down their chimney and... Ate a bowl of sloppy porridge, broke a chair 
and took a nap. Stomp stomp! She awoke! Suddenly she heard a huge 
roar and then came face to face with them... The Bears!

Out of the blue, Baby Bear launched into the air and descended while 
doing a karate kick. Goldilocks swiftly dodged the attack. Mummy Bear’s 

Goldilocks and the Three Bears
by Omar Ahmed Ali

St Paul’s Whitechapel Primary School



anger started to show, she was furious! She lifted a bed and threw it 
on Goldilocks. She was stuck! Suddenly Daddy Bear stomped his feet, 
BOOM! The ground started to shake.

Little did the bears know that she was plotting. On the inside Goldilocks 
was not sorry at all but on the outside she wept, pretended to be sorry 
and surrendered. Angrily and cruelly, harsh and hurtful, the bears 
looked away to discuss her punishment!

Sneakily, Goldilocks used her fine acrobatic skills to get out of the mess. 
She zoomed downstairs! Goldilocks tripped on something strange, it 
was a lever! She curiously pulled it and... Suddenly a bell jar emerged 
from the floor and there were precious jewels inside! She started to 
panic. Goldilocks suddenly remembered about her emergency sack! She 
quickly put everything in the large sack and jumped out the window 
saying “I’ll steal and take ‘till everything’s gone!” 

Little did Goldilocks know, she became WANTED by the government...



In a land far away called Sepenter there lived some Vikings. They were 
very friendly and peaceful. They never ever bothered anyone. No one 
ever complained about them. They were the kindest Vikings you would 
have ever met. They would always go around to other people’s houses 
and ask if they needed help. They were always really generous.

They always wore their funny looking hats. They were curved with horns 
coming out of them on each side. They also wore their robes which were 
gold and red. They weren’t very long, they came up to their waist.

The Vikings loved to eat bugs and insects. Mostly big and hairy spiders. 
They thought they were scrumptious and delightful. To them they tasted 
like blackberries with ketchup inside them. To us that’s disgusting. There 
were none around, so they had to go across to another land every week 
just to eat. There were only five poisonous spiders in the land. They  had 
never come across one before so they are lucky. They would kill you 
straight away. Each time before they set of they would say to each other 
“Be aware when you stare.” You can never tell which ones are poisonous.

The Vikings woke up early in the morning to set off. They really stank. 
The would get dressed and jump into the long-ship. They sailed along 
the seven seas, it took about five hours. They sand songs to keep their 
spirits up.

“We’re on a hunt to catch spiders, 
all together like riders!”

They also slept on the ship. At last they reached their destination. The 
land was called Bersek. You’re probably thinking these are weird names 
for lands.

The Strong Vampire Spiders
by Maiesha Islam

Hague Primary School



They got off their ship and walked towards a broken-down hut. It 
wasn’t all broken apart. They opened the door, it creaked. They walked 
nervously through into the middle of the hut. There were flies and 
cobwebs everywhere.

When they entered they saw something strange, the spiders were upside-
down like bats. They could fly. They hate sunlight, their red beady eyes 
stared at the Vikings. They had blood dripping out from their fangs. 
They get their energy from cows. The spiders flew up to the Vikings and 
bit them on the necks, the Vikings started to shiver and hover. They fell 
to the ground. 

One was still standing up, he said “Holy God, these are strong vampires.” 
Then he fell to the ground. The Vikings turned to vampires as well.

Be aware of vampires. AAAGH!



I received my magic box from my mother,
She told me to treasure it,
To remember it,
To love it.

I will quickly place into my box:
A hypnotised horse that speaks Italian,
which will neigh merrily once it snaps out of its trance;
An ancient skeleton break-dancing,
rattling its bones at every move,
And the chaos of every friendship that’s broken-
the chaos of every country at war.

I will excitedly place into my box:
The sound of a blue balloon burst into nothingness; 
A goldfish with human arms and a bewildered girl with limp fins,
A sun with a woolly hat and scarf and a man in Antarctica in shorts

I will merrily place into my box:
An aged grandma carrying a new born baby;
A sparkling star from outer space that glows in the night sky,
and the eleveneth year of a decade.

I will carefully place into my box:
A secret memory of someone special;
My distinctive dreams and my nasty nightmares,
And my past, my present and my future.

My box is fashioned from love and friendship and laughter,
With wishes on the lid and tears in the corners.
It is held together with the power of life

My Magic Box
by Maliha Ahmed

Central Foundation Girls’ School
based on a poem by Kit Wright



I shall memorise each special thing I put into my box;
I shall treasure my box until I grow of old age,
Then I will give it to another child.



Once upon a time there lived a young girl named Goldisocks. She had 
mousy limp hair and eyes like slits of green glass but the most noticeable 
thing about her was that she always wore startling pair of gold socks. 
One day, her mother sent her out to the dark forest to pick some fruit 
for her pie. Goldisocks happily skipped away, her woven basket banging 
against her thigh. “And remember” her mother called “Stay on the path!” 

But Goldisocks didn’t hear. And very soon her curiosity got the better of 
her and she wandered deep into the forest completely lost. Goldisocks 
sauntered through the forest trying not to let the fact that she was 
completely lost get her down. After what seemed like days, even weeks 
of walking she reached a clearing.

Tucked away amongst the trees was a small cottage. Goldisocks knew 
she shouldn’t enter. It was private property. And trespassing is illegal. ‘oh 
well,’ thought Goldisocks, pushing the front door open, ‘one look can’t 
hurt’. 

She tiptoed through the corridor, not noticing three bowls of porridge 
on the table. Or three chairs propped up against the wall. There was 
a narrow winding staircase that lead up to a room. Tip, tap,tip,tap, 
Goldisocks’ shoes clacked against the metal of the staircase. Sleeping in 
three beds were giant pears, snoring softly. Now Goldisocks had seen 
talking cats and squawking dogs, but never giant pears. That had human 
traits. Suddenly, the shocked expression slid off Goldisocks’ face. She 
was rather hungry. ‘Just one bite won’t hurt’, she thought. 

AND SHE ATE THEM ALL UP!

The end!

Goldisocks and the Three Pears
by Isobel McGrath

Chisenhale Primary School



“Medusa!” they would call, as they ran away in fear and as they cover 
their faces with their hands. There are many things I wish for these days 
but what I really want the most is for me to have my power taken away. 
I remember when everyone used to be filled with jealousy of my beauty 
but now I just wish I hadn’t been so self-centred, leading me into this 
mess.

I was so full of myself back then, boasting and showing off, thinking 
that I was the most beautiful girl in the world. But saying this in front 
of Athena was too much of a risk. Just as those words came upon my 
mouth, she cursed me with a spell, transforming me into a beast, with 
snakes as hair and the power to turn any being who looks at me into 
stone.

I couldn’t take any more of the isolation that I had suffered for so long. 
Inside me, there was so much hope that one day I would be set free from 
my curse and I felt that that day was today. My hand started to move 
rapidly in the air, punching the wall that separated me from the world. 
So there I was, seeing the clear blue skies above and seeing the grass 
beneath my feet.

Although I could never take my mind off the intention to let Athena 
know how I felt about this curse she inflicted upon me, I found myself 
running with doubt in my mind; that she would never forgive me for the 
things I said. My mind stayed positive when suddenly Athena’s temple 
appeared right before my eyes.

Athena appeared with a proud look on her face. I begged and begged, 
trying to persuade her to give me back my normal life. “I see you’ve 
come back to apologise” she said sternly, “All of your nasty and boastful 
ways are gone, I hope? I can see the sadness in your eyes. However if I 
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am going to give you back your normal life, I must have no doubt that 
you will be modest about your gift of beauty.”

“Please!” I begged, “For many years I have been locked away with the 
curse you put upon me, all I want is to have a normal life!”

“Fine!” she replied, “Your power will be taken away but you must learn 
not to take advantage of your looks. I will give you this but not your 
beauty. Others must also learn that beauty comes from within. I can see 
that you have grown to become a beautiful young lady inside so let’s see 
if others can see the beauty within you. Once a person has become a true 
friend to you, I will give you your normal face back.” 

Ever since then, I have been wishing for the day that I will finally find a 
real, true friend.



We used to be fine, we used to shine
We have no bones while we stand as stone

We watch all day
As the children play
They think we’re statues
If only they knew our issue…

Because a mythical creature turned us to rock
If only they knew, the shock
We stand all day in misery
Knowing that we will never be free

Her name is Medusa, she who is to blame
She treats everyone the same
She’s not our friend but she is your foe
She’s coming, she’s coming and you don’t even know

Her snakes slither and slide
Across her slimy scalp and glide
Dare taking a look
You’ll die without a doubt

Her secret weapon is her eyes
Vicious snakes instead of hair
I beg you, don’t look into her eyes
Don’t you dare, don’t you dare, dare.

Once upon a Myth
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“Rapunzel! Rapunzel you’ve cut off your hair,”
I have come here expecting to clamber a braid,
Ascending your tower to come at your aid.
Instead I have suffered the greatest of shocks
To find that you have cut off your lovely blonde locks.

“Prince charming, prince charming, “I replied,
I have no intention of being your bride,
We will not get married.
We will not elope,
I’ve cut of my hair and braided a rope.

You came here to visit me once every day,
And promised me you soon take me away,
So we could just leave,
But you were too clueless to even cut my hair off!

I cannot believe you were such a big dope,
I come and go with my rope,
And so I’m afraid I can’t give you my hand,
In spite the fabulous wedding you planned.

Rejection
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