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Welcome to the Everyone a Writer anthology 
 
Thank you to everyone who submitted writing for this anthology. As with previous 
anthologies, it proved a real struggle to narrow down over 800 entries to the ones you see 
published here.  
 
For the seventh year of the project, we were inspired by the British tradition of writing 
about houses, from Austen to McEwan, from Brontë to Du Maurier. We were also inspired 
by contemporary stories about migrants who have made their homes in a new country. 
 
In the lessons that prepared students to write many were inspired by the work of Carol 
Rumens, John Imlah and Philip Larkin.  
 
For the fifth time, student artists are published alongside the work of their writer 
colleagues. The standard of the artwork was genuinely outstanding and we have included a 
number of pieces that support the concepts explored by the written word.  
 
Everyone a Writer was set up in 2012 with one simple idea ς that anyone, whatever their 
age and experience, can be a writer.  In this anthology, you will find work from students, 
teachers and parents of Woodseats, Bradway, Norton Free, Greenhill and Abbey Lane 
Primary Schools. They are published alongside writing from their counterparts at 
Meadowhead.  
 
We would like to thank everyone who entered and those who continue to support this 
project. Particular thanks go to Ms Huff and Ms Coley for their invaluable support in setting 
up the anthology and helping with the launch event on Thursday 9th May. Also thanks to 
members of staff at Meadowhead School and members of the Trust Board who supported 
in shortlisting the entries and choosing the winning writers. 
 
We hope you enjoy the anthology. 
 
 
Rebecca Dale, David Sheppard and Tamsin Woodward 
Teachers of English, Meadowhead School 
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A house is a house whether big or small 

! Ŧƭŀǘ ƻǊ Ƴŀƴǎƛƻƴ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ matter at all 

! ƘƻǳǎŜ ƛǎ ŀ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ƘƻƳŜ 

A home is full of love so you never feel alone 

 

A home is where memories are formed and stored 

A memory is worth more than money could afford 

If you have a home you should feel very blessed  

A warm loving home is simply the best. 

 

Euan Storey Y7 
Meadowhead 

 

 

 

 

What makes a home a home 

As you open the door, the refreshing smell of washed linen invades your nostrils. The cosy 

hallway is short and narrow, the kitchen spaced out and modern. The fuzzy soft carpet 

engulfs your feet, like youΩre walking on clouds. The most humorous place in the house is 

the living room, all the walls are traced with pictures of our family, it reminds me that our 

bond is inseparable and we will be together forever. Our sofa is my favourite place in our 

ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ŀōƻŘŜΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎƛƴƪ ƛƴ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǎǘǊŜǎǎŦǳƭ ŘŀȅΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƴŘ 

my mum, a kind-hearted women with a great sense of humour. Always making jokes even 

on bad days. As you open the conservatory door the fresh spiteful air slaps you across the 

face, the wind blows in your hair as you step into the garden. In the very left of the grassy 

bank there is a deep-rooted wooden shed filled with activities and memories, for instance: 

The body boards in the summer as a family we would go to Cornwall and play in the sea. The 

bikes, as we would ride round Rother-valley together. To the right we have a pond full of 

fish, I remember building it with my step-dad and granddad, and I recall me thinking I was 

very strong and tried to lift the wheelbarrow of slabs. Up the stairs and to the left is my 

bedroom, a humble messy sanctuary, a place to rest my head and recharge my batteries 

after a long day of school.  

Aaron Kidd Y8 
Meadowhead 
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I Yearn to Have a House 
I yearn to have a house, 
A house to call my own, 
No shouting mothers, 
Obnoxious brothers, 
Just happily alone. 
 
I yearn to have a house, 
Detached with spiral stairs, 
The kind with flowers, 
A roof that towers, 
No worries and no cares. 
 
I yearn to have a house, 
Engulfed in warmth and light, 
A nice hot meal, 
Would be ideal, 
To savour every night. 
 
I yearn to have a house, 
One built on grassy hills, 
With Marble floors, 
And golden walls, 
A house will little bills. 
 
I yearn to have a house, 
¢ƘŜ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΣ 

A wooden shack, 
Or money stack, 
But preferably the latter. 
I yearn to have a house, 
No daily family riot, 
A couple of guests, 
But at my request, 
Just peace and calm and quiet. 
 
I yearn to have a house, 
A castle to myself, 
LΩƭƭ ǿŀƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ Ƙŀƭƭǎ 
With emerald walls, 
And bathe in all my wealth. 
 
I yearn to have a house, 
Cliché as it may seem, 
¸Ŝǘ LΩƳ ǎǘǳŎƪ ƘŜǊŜΣ 
As it would appear, 
But how a girl can ŘǊŜŀƳΧ 
 
Gina Saxby Y9 
Meadowhead 
 

 

 

 

 

Home 
What is home? 
IƻƳŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ƛǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀƴ ƛƳŀƎŜ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƛǎΤ ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ ǿƘŀǘ 
inspirational painting your mam gets from B&M and hangs up in your bathroom. 
Your house is not your home, a house is where a boy gets beaten for his sexuality, a house is 
ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ŀ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƛǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀ ōŀōȅΩǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ŦƛƎƘǘΦ 
This does not make a home. 
IƻƳŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀŦǊŀƛd, where foundations of love never fade. 
Home is where people love you for who you are, no matter how close, no matter how far, 
ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀȅΣ ŜǾŜƴ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ƻǳǊ ŘȅƛƴƎ ŘŀȅǎΦ 
LǘΩǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ōŜlong, where you feel happy. 
Home is a feeling of comfortable vulnerability and love. 
 
Ebony Lee Y10 
Meadowhead 
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Home is Anywhere 

Kirin was packing up his last box of stuff. 

He was about to enter the spacecraft that 

would take him to mars, along with about 

two thousand other people, they were 

some of the last inhabitants of earth. 

After pollution and global warming 

practically ruining earth, the international 

government had decided to move the 

people of earth to mars, to restart 

humanity on a fresh planet. Kirin hauled 

the box off to the mini-bus, waiting to 

take him to the spacecraft station. 

The new cities had been constructed 

under enormous glass domes, and stuffed 

with greenery, they had oxygen systems 

and trees and parks, some builders and 

engineers had also managed to stabilise 

the gravity to be more comfortable to 

humans. Buildings were still being built, 

and parks still being filled in with trees 

and grass, but eventually everything 

would be finished, and life would continue 

on as normal. Kirin had found a quiet 

street called Mitchell Road, and decided 

to live in number 37, it was a house made 

of mars brick (bricks made from mars 

rock, they were red and beautiful) and it 

had a small balcony with vines and 

creepers hanging off it. Despite the 

beauty of the house, he unpacked his 

possessions and immediately went to 

explore the new city. The city had taken 

on the name Sheaf city, after the river 

going down the middle, the water had not 

been taken from earth, but had been 

melted from the ice on part of Mars, 

meaning it was a completely Marshain 

river. Kirin found a nice park, and was 

feeding some ducks when he heard an 

unfamiliar voice say: 

άIŜƭƭƻ ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ YƛǊƛƴ ǿŀǎ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǳƴƴŜǊǾŜŘ 

by the friendly stranger, but replied, 

άIƛΣέ 

ά¢ƘŜ ƴŀƳŜǎ !ƳȅǎƛǎΣ !Ƴȅǎƛǎ ¢ŀōƛǘΦέ 

άYƛǊƛƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ YƛǊƛn. 

 άLǎƴΩǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŀ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ŎƛǘȅΚέ ǎŀƛŘ !ƳȅǎƛǎΣ έL 

got a really nice place on Mitchell Road, 

ƴǳƳōŜǊ офΦέ YƛǊƛƴ ǿŀǎ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ōȅ 

this turn of fate, but slightly pleased, the 

man was certainly friendly enough, and 

was probably quite good at doing favours. 

{ƻ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƴŎǊŜŘƛōƭŜΗ L ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ от 

aƛǘŎƘŜƭƭ wƻŀŘΗέ 

άhƘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŎƻƻƭΗέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ !ƳȅǎƛǎΣ άIŜȅΣ 

ǎƘŀƭƭ ǿŜ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ŎƻŦŦŜŜΣ L ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ 

really nice new place just outside the 

ǇŀǊƪΦέ 

The coffee shop was one of the first fully 

constructed shops in Sheaf city, it was 

painted red and white, with lots of tables 

and chairs, and a small till with a glass 

case on top, boasting cakes and 

doughnuts. 

άLǘΩǎ ŀ ǎǿŜŜǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ YƛǊƛƴΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

take in the colourful and cluttered 

surroundings. 

άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ōŀŘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ 

άL ƭƻǾŜ ƛǘΗέ ¢ƘŜȅ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƻƳŜ ŎƻŦŦŜŜΣ ŀƴŘ 

some doughnuts, they were covered in 

chocolate and hundreds and thousands, 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǿŜ ƎƻΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ YƛǊƛƴΣ 

άL ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎƘƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƴȅ ǇƭŀŎŜΚέ 

ά{ǳǊŜΣέ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƘŜ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ 

their new home, the sun slightly smaller 

than on earth, but still beautiful when 

setting. 

 

Just goes to show, home can be 

anywhere. 

 

Amos Tatton Y7 

Meadowhead
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60 Earlston Road 
The checkerboard pattern of the kitchen floor 
The slick quick glide of the parquet in the hall 
¢ƘŜ ōƛƎ ōƭǳŜ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ DǊŀƴŘǇŀΩǎ ǘŜŜǘƘ 
The smell of the piano, its soft wood gleam 
The red light in the hall, beacon in the dark 
The drive, long and narrow, where I rode my trike 
The deckchairs in the garden, shelling poddy peas  
The doily on the sugar bowl for visitorǎΩ teas 
The stairs to the attic, palace of delight 
The patterns, the textures, the weight of the light 
  
Your house leaves its echo though the sound has passed 
 
Naomi Key 
Teacher 
Meadowhead  
 
 

I love my house because I have a bunkbed and I can jump on and off. I like my house 

because I like my tedees.  

Lucy Y1 
Abbey Lane 
 
 
Letting go 

The silvery grey fur was matted and worn. The figure was a shadow of its former self but 
loved more and more as the days went on. The blush pink t-shirt was engulfed with dirt so 
thick, it could be described as a disease. A single touch and you would have caught it. Every 
thread was split, every word was ripped. If any other creature, object or person saw it, 
without a second look it would be kicked away for someone else to find it and throw it 
away. But no, for someone it was special, it belonged to them and as long as it was with 
ǘƘŜƳ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǘŀȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ƛǘ ōŜƭƻƴƎŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǇs and 
ǘŜŀǊǎΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǊƪǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƳǳŘƎŜǎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎƛŦǘΣ ŀ ƎƛŦǘ 
from the most precious thing known to man. It was a gift from his daughter. And he kept it 
on the keys to his house, hang on no, not his house, it was his home. And he knew that as 
long as he kept them with him he would never have to let go. Even when she was married, 
even when she had left home and made a new family, he knew that no matter where she 
was she would always be home. His humble abode would be eternally full of love and 
happiness. His home was finally complete. 

Katie Wright Y8 
Meadowhead
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Home is the smell of breakfast waking you 

up, 

You complain about it but you still enjoy 
the taste, 
LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻƎƎȅ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎǎ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƻƭŘ 
off for staying up late, 
LǘΩǎ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ Ŝŀǘ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƻ ƴƻǘ 
let any go to waste, 
 
Home is the time to leave for school, 
The 6 hour journey there and back, 
When they kiss you goodbye and give you 
your bags, 
And they end up telling you not to slack, 
 
Home is cold breeze of icy winter, 
LǘΩǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŎǳŘŘƭŜ ǳǇ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǿŀǊƳ 
coat wishing for warmer days, 
LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƴƎ Ŏƛǘȅ streets paved with grit 
imagine that the town was quainter, 
LǘΩǎ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ 
tomorrow would be another crave, 
 
Home is the times of opening Christmas 
presents, 
LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƻŦ ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǇŜ ƻŦ 
the holiday, 
LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǳƎƘǎ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǎƛƴǎΣ ŀǳƴǘƛŜǎ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ 
pleasant, 

LǘΩǎ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƎǊŀƴŘǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ŎƻƳǇƭƛƳŜƴǘ 
ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǊŜǇƭȅ ΨǿƘŀǘ Ŏŀƴ L ǎŀȅΚΩ 
 
Home is the lukewarm breeze of spring, 
LǘΩǎ ǿŀǊƳ ōǳǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎƻƭŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƴŜǿ Řŀȅǎ ƻŦ 
life, 
The birds chirp and flowers bloom, 
The rarest among Mr Smith and his wife. 
Home is the time of love, 
The smell of pheromones, the mutual 
feelings, and the embarrassing words of 
confession, 
9ǾŜƴ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ rejection, 
It will always be a lesson. 
 
Home is the time of summer, 
The barbeques with families and the 
others, 
The smell of burnt sausages and burgers, 
Even as your cousins laughed around the 
girders. 
 
Home is the  sound of falling leaves, 
The fast-running children and playful 
screams, 
LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǊƪ ƻŦ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ 
Even if this one is the last. 
 
Adinah Palmer Y10 
Meadowhead 

 

 

My house is a detached house. In my house there are 4 rooms. My favourite room is my 

bedroom and my room is very quiet. I love playing with my brother. My favourite toy is my 

house which is brown and cream. At home I have a phone and Xbox but my favourite is my 

tablet   

Homes in the past  

aȅ ƳǳƳ ǿŀǎ ōƻǊƴ ƛƴ мфунΦ Lƴ Ƴȅ ƳǳƳΩǎ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳ ǎƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ōǳƴƪ ōŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǎƘŀǊŜŘ ƛǘ 

with her sister. She lived with nana granpops anty Becalla and two brothers.  

My mum had some lovely toys but her favourite one was a big yellow teapot that is a house. 

For family time my mum and their family played games . 

Amy Scott Y2  
Woodseats  
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Where is home? 

aƻǎǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǎŜŜ ƘƻƳŜ ŀǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ 

ǇƭŀŎŜ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭ Ƴƻǎǘ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜΦ bƻǿΣ LΩm most at home where I was born, Portsmouth, I only 

lived there for around a year, but whenever I am there I feel happier and there is no specific 

ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǿƘȅ L ƘƻƭŘ tƻǊǘǎƳƻǳǘƘ ǎƻ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘΣ ƛǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ L ŦŜŜƭ Ƴƻǎǘ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜΦ L 

ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻ bŜǿ ¸ƻǊƪ ƻǊ wƛƻ ŘŜ WŀƴŜƛǊƻΣ ōǳǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŀǘΣ ƛǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ 

more to me than most things and I will probably never know why. Although I have left I feel 

one day I will go back and live there, maybe for university (if I get in of course), but that day 

I will have to wait for. 

I always like to learn things about Portsmouth and what its history is, I found out around 

two years ago that it was a major harbour in WW2, I guess you could say I was impressed, it 

was one of the first time when I just wanted to brag about something, and it felt so good to 

say that I was born in the place I was, no one knew before, but now quite a lot of people 

know. I slowly got less and less bothered, until I saw on the news the new Queen Elizabeth 

aircraft carrier was docked and going to set off at the Portsmouth Naval Base, it was great, 

and a few nights later I went to my air cadet squadron and just bragged and bragged. I 

finally found ǿƘȅ L ƭƻǾŜ tƻǊǘǎƳƻǳǘƘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ LΩƳ ǇǊƻǳŘΦ 

The End.               

Josh Miles Y9 
Meadowhead 
 
 
Untouched  
Cobble bricks balanced carefully, 
Forming an unstable wall. 
Ready to fall, 
Break free. 
Small plants wrestling their way out of the ground, 
Not weeds, just little escape artists.  
My steps crunch through the gravel, 
I go further, my reflection staring at me in the window. 
 
I see shoes, never to be touched again,  
The laces loose, patiently waiting to be clean, neat and tidy. 
Crumpled magazines, the colour leaking into the silent darkness,  
 
I venture further, my feet moving slowly through flimsy strings of green grass,  
Soon to be overgrown the garden sways in the wind.  
Still this house lay un-touched. 
 
Isabelle Walker Y6 
Woodseats  
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! Ǿƛǎƛǘ ǘƻ DǊŀƴŘƳŀΩǎ 
Hollins End. The faded lettering etched over the lintel, barely visible in the early morning gloom. 
Clammy clouds of bated breath hovered and vanished. Hampered by the envelope clutched tight 
against her right palm, now half-crumpled, wrestling the key through the lock. 
ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ ƎŜǘ ŀ ƎǊƛǇΣέ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǇǳǊǎŜŘ ƭƛǇǎΦ 
The door yielded. Relief. 
Through the hallway to the kitchen. Familiar smells lingered all around and memories stirred, like 
softly falling snowflakes. At the flick of a switch, lights on. Heating on. Kettle on. 
Another glance at the envelope addressed to ƘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎƻƭƛŎƛǘƻǊ ƘŀŘ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ Iƛǎ ŎƭƛŜƴǘΩǎ ƛƴǎǘǊǳŎǘƛƻƴǎΥ 
Ψ¢ƻ ōŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŀŘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŦŀǾƻǳǊƛǘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜΩΦ  
/ǳǇ ƛƴ ƘŀƴŘΣ ǎƘŜ ƻōŜȅŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŜǘǘƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƎǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴ ŎƘŀƛǊΣ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅ ǊŜǘǊƛŜǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
single sheet from the envelope. In shaky handwriting at the top right corner of the sheet was an 
apparent afterthought. An unknown mobile number. 
Sigh followed pause. Her stomach stirred. 
Chloe, love, 
DǊŀƴŘƳŀΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŜŎƘƻŜŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŜŀǊΦ 
¢ƛƳŜΩǎ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ƎƻƴŜ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘƛǎΦ 
Like spilt mercury, teardroplets seeped from beneath eyelids. 
The house and everything in it is yours to do with as you wish. 
A thousand thoughts. Tempting possibilities disturbed the tears. 
.ǳǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘŜŎƛŘŜΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎƻƴŦŜǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜΦ LǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ƻƴ my conscience for a long time. Too 
long. 
The thousand thoughts died a thousand deaths. Curiosity conquered tears. 
A long time ago, your Dad did something wrong that caused me much embarrassment. To my 
shame, I made your Mum believe he had been violent, so ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳΦ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ 
truth is, he never did or would hurt anyone. You must believe this. 
A lie? How? Why? The rythmic thumping of head and heart crescendoed. 
For reasons that may never make sense to you, my pride was more important than his reputation - 
and it cost him your love. 
The revelation that the barrier between them stemmed from a faulty perception of reality sent 
shockwaves. 
When I wrote my will, I left you my house to be your home, a way of making him pay for his wrong. 
How wrong I was. 
The handwriting veered unevenly. A heavy conscience? Who could say? 
.ǳǘ ōƛǘǘŜǊ ǊŜƎǊŜǘǎ ǊŜǎǘƻǊŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎƻ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǎƘƻǿ ƘƛƳ ǘƘƛǎ ƭŜǘǘŜǊΦ [Ŝǘ ƘƛƳ 
know how much I love him and long for his forgiveness. 
Torrents flowed, followed by sobs, then stillness. 
The past pressed persistently against the present. Deep within her heart, an aching and a longing 
stirred. Could the furnace of yesterdays still forge a different future? What would her mother say? 
The number at the top is the most recent I have for him. 
All my love, 
Grandma 
Shafts of sunlight dappled the floor. 
Heart beating wildly, she retrieved her phone, fingers frantically moving. A ringing tone. An answer. 
A soft intake of breath. 
 
άIŜƭƭƻΣ 5ŀŘΦέ 
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My home smells like peperoanee pizza. 

My home feels like a palace. 

My home looks like a peecock shreeking. 

My home sounds quiet and peesful. 

My home tastes like a sweet apple. 

 
Jordhan Y1 
Abbey Lane  
 
 
 

L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ safe at home 
IƻƳŜΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ǎŀŦŜ ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜΣ 
All I hear is shouting and fighting, 
All I want is it to all stop, 
 
Late at night, 
I wait for shooting stars to come by, 
I wish for my parents to stop, 
Every time it gets worse and worse, 
I hear more shouting and more fighting, 
My heart shatters to a thousand pieces, 
 
I sit in my room and cry, cry, cry, 
Hoping everything will be okay again, 
 
Deep in my heart, 
I feel like my house is a painting gone 
wrong, 
Home is no longer a happy place for me, 
No longer a place to escape the world, 
More like a place where hatred is formed, 
 
Sometimes I wish to escape, 
It feels like LΩƳ ƛƴ ŀ ōǳōōƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǇƻǇΣ 
L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ǎŀŦŜ ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜΦ 
 
Anonymous 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My Ugly House 

The house was lit from tower to cellar. In 

my living room, it was small, dusty, rusty 

and had an old broken table leg and a 

steaming hot fire. 

Outside it was very mucky and when the 

rain fell, the mud got sludgy. 

In the kitchen, there was moss on the 

counter. Its old fashioned room and it was 

bigger than a classroom. In there it even 

had my times table sheet so I did my 

times tables every day. 

My favourite room was my bedroom 

because it made me feel safe and at 

home. It was the best room and it smelt 

like flowers and blooms. 

In the hallway, it was cramped. Even the 

floor cracked when people walked on it. 

The shoes were  polished because my 

mom polished them even day. The wall 

colours were brown from the mud. 

Lacie Peet Y4 
Bradway  
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The Haunting 

It looked like a normal house at first. A nice house, on a nice road of a nice town. But then 

the people on the road of the house saw the other side of the Victoria terrace after all they 

were the ones who saw blue faces gaping, as they looked out of the window or the 

handprints with their languid bony fingers. Or the fact that when no one was home smoke 

seeped out of the chimney stretching up like a hand into the sky. 

 

Previous owners, who had bought the house had been innocently found dead on the floor 

lyiƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ Ǉƻƻƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōƭƻƻŘΣ ǿƘƛǘŜ ŀǎ ŀ ǎƘŜŜǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΩǎ ǾƛŎǘƛƳǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

13th night after their arrival, and each time they were lying in their blood, mouths open, just 

dead. Each time, the house went up for sale again, the house was bought, the people 

ƳƻǾŜŘ ƛƴΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƭƻƻǇ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƻƴΧ ¢ƘŜ Ƙouse 

looked pleasant in the day time, the red-bricked walls hot in the sun, the door had stained 

glass windows in its doors and the sun-ŦŀŘŜŘ ŎǳǊǘŀƛƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƘǳǘ ǎƻ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƛƴΧ 

Then the stars were swapped for the cornflower blue sky and the pearl-like moon hung 

amidst the grey wispy smoke-ƭƛƪŜ ŎƭƻǳŘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƛǾŜΧ 

  

Then the new neighbours moved in, the other residents smiled at them weakly scared to tell 

them their fate. With the key clasped in his hand the man put the key in the rusted silver 

lock and opened the door. They stepped in and looked around the dusty dim hall and ran 

their hands along the once polished bannister rail and they smiled at each other. The couple 

was a man called Alfie and a woman Louise the house seemed perfect to them but then for 

every buyer it did until the 13th night that is. Alfie and Louise were so happy with the new 

ƘƻǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǇōƻŀǊŘ ƻŦ ǿŜŀǇƻƴǎΣ  ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ƎƘƻǎǘǎ ŀƴŘ ƎƘƻǳƭǎ ŀǊŜ ŜǾƛƭ ōǳǘ 

they cannot kill anyone with no weapons and well this cupboard was not really a cupboard 

but more of a home for the haunters who were invisibly chained into the houses land. It was 

a cupboard of rusted chainsaws and knives stained with blood and other weapons, torture 

weapons an electric chair a hanging station and things I would not like to write about.  

Anyway by the second night the house had begun to come together, the removal van had 

dropped off the last pieces of furniture and the pantry was full of food, in fact it was going 

so well that Alfie and Louise threw a party. The party was massive and it was also on the 13th 

night. For 50 times the house had murdered but now you could say it was the residents 

turn. All of their friends came to the party.  The ghouls watched as Alfie lit the candles on 

the mantelpiece above the fire. Then a drunk friend tumbled into him and the flaming 

match slipped and set fire to the house. They all ran out, as the house flamed up but the 

ghouls in the ghastly cupboard burned with their knives, their souls still chained to the 

houses ash. 

 

Alice Gibbs Y7 
Meadowhead  
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The room dripped with unease. 

Slithering across the floor and slipping up 
the walls. 
Lurking on the rooftop and across the 
beams, up the chimney. 
Belligerent memories fill the damp, dusty 
air. 
Flies across the rafters, dances like a 
conflagration. 
A fortress of anxiety.  
Yet callous soils of yesterday, may yet 
bloom 
The flowers of the future, intoxicating in 
fragrance 
And the formidable castle, could still be 
As the gentle rectory, a place beyond an 
amalgam 
Of menace and despair. 
The floor cracks and shudders, the roof 
weathers and wears 
A gentle glow fills the room, the walls 
begin to breathe. 
¢ƘŜ ǘƘŀǘŎƘŜǊΩǎ ǿƻǊƪΣ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊǇŜƴǘŜǊΩǎ ŀǊǘ 
Is imbued with a lovely, wonderful little 
life. 
Aloofness is friendless in its absence 
And a life is lived. 
Grief comes and passes, longing wavers 
and goes. 
The paint flickers, the door is resigned 
The walls close, the rafters wilt 
A house is dead, and all is quiet. 
Waiting for the next soul to call it home. 
Magnus Hole Y10 
Meadowhead 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Skyscraper 

I carefully attached one thousand helium 

balloons to my house when I heard a 

rumble. It was my huge, heavy house 

lifting off the ground. We were on top of a 

skyscraper and was fire underneath 

Suddenly I fell! I quickly grabbed onto the 

birds and flew back up. 

Before I know it I was home. 

Liam Y1 

Greenhill 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A house may look simple from the outside 

and inside but it will share memories; 

some bad, ǎƻƳŜ ƎƻƻŘ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ 

A home is where you feel accepted, where 

you feel safe, where you can be yourself. 

YƻǳǊ ƘƻƳŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻǳǎŜ, 

in fact it could be a roundabout. In your 

home nobody cares if youΩre posh our 

youΩre poor, they want to make you feel 

happy. If youΩre ever saŘ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ 

shoulder to rest on, a blanket to lay on. 

But your home could be anything, good or 

bad. It might be where fights get started 

or deaths are discovered. aŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ 

choose your house but you can always 

choose your home . 

Callum Thompson Y8 
Meadowhead 
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Choices, choices 

¢ŀƭƭȅ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǎƻƭŀǘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜƭȅ 

connected to the place. It was a simple tarmac road, surrounded by tall bushes, which 

obscured her view of anything beyond. Eventually, the bushes petered out, and there, 

standing in front of her, was the biggest house Tally had ever seen! The doorframe was 

ŜƳōƻǎǎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ǝƛƭǘ ƭŜǘǘŜǊƛƴƎΣ ǎǇŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƻǳǘΣέ [ŜŘƎŜǿƻƻŘ aŀƴƻǊέΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǳƴ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŜǊŜ 

inside, shining through the windows. The garden contained fruit trees and bushes galore. 

Tally fought the urge not to clamber over the picket fence and stuff her face with tangy 

gooseberries and sweet raspberries and oranges bursting with flavour. And- because Tally 

had excellent self-control- she would have moved on by that point- ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 

gorgeous picnic! There were rainbow-coloured fairy cakes and huge jelly mountains and 

chocolate digestive biscuits and succulent cucumber sandwiches. Madeira cake with lemon 

icing and strawberry and custard trifle and thirst-quenching blackcurrant squash and gooey 

fudge brownies and a chocolate log, laid out neatly with knives and forks to complete it. She 

blinked a few times and then pushed on. Her self-control may have been good, but it 

ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘƻƭŘ ƻǳǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƭƻƴƎŜǊΦ !ǎ ǎƘŜ walked on, she glanced behind her. The door seemed 

to change colour as she left, to what looked almost like a blood red. Next, she came upon an 

interesting home. The left half of the house was shorter than the right, and the ceiling 

curved round into the wall. On the right hand side, it was about a storey higher. All in all, it 

ƎŀǾŜ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŀ ǎƘƻŜΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƻƴŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀǇǇŜŀƭ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘΦ ¢ŀƭƭȅ 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ōƻǊƛƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǇǊŜǎǎed 

on, she noticed the roof shrinking inwards, making it awfully claustrophobic. Tally assumed 

it must be a trick of the light and moved on. She came to plenty more houses, all very nice, 

ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǘƻ ¢ŀƭƭȅΩǎ ǘŀǎǘŜΦ hƴƭȅ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǎƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀ Iƻōōƛǘ House, a mansion and a 

fun-looking treehouse, did she realise that she was looking for something in particular. As 

soon as she realised, the next house was finally one she wanted. A small brick terraced 

semi-detached home, the tiny chimney puffing out clumps of smoke. Through the window 

Tally could see her Father reclining in his chair, and imagined his soft snoring. Her younger 

brother (Donald) was animatedly sitting up on the sofa, watching cartoons and her Mother 

sitting upright knitting needles click-clacking together in a soothingly familiar pattern. Tally 

suddenly realised how tired she was. She quietly opened the front door, crept into the living 

ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ŎǳǊƭŜŘ ǳǇ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ CŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƭŀǇΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƛƳŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛǎΦ {ƘŜ ǿƻƪŜ ǳǇ 

in her own bed aƴŘ ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘƳŜƴǘΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ŘǊŜŀƳΣ ŀƴŘ 

ŦǊŀƴƪƭȅΣ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜΦ  

 
Lily Smith Y7 
Meadowhead  
 

 

 

 

 

 



15 
 

 
My house is my home 

My house is my home and my home is my 

house, 

Without them id be as shy as a mouse, 

I live there with my mum and dad, 

They make my home a home and that makes 

me glad, 

My home is a place for happiness and love, 

²ƘŜƴ LΩƳ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ LΩƳ ŀǎ ŎŀǊŜŦǊŜŜ ŀǎ ŀ ŘƻǾŜΣ 

In my house I laugh and I cry, 

I talk and I smile and I sleep and I sigh, 

In my room, my bed does rest, 

!ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ L ƭƛŜ ǿƘŜƴ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ 

something off my chest, 

LΩƳ ƭǳŎƪȅ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ L ƪƴƻǿΣ 

.ǳǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ŏŀƴ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎƘƻǿΣ 

Their home: be it a car or a chair, 

LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘƻƳŜ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀǊŜΣ 

Homes can be sold, 

LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ told, 

.ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘǊǳŜΣ 

For only you 

 Can decide what is your house or your home, 

Not your mum or your dad or your garden 

gnome, 

My family has owned my house for 

generations, 

And it has survived many celebrations, 

To me, my home is the best thing in the 

world, 

It beats a cat, a dog or a dress that twirled, 

No one can take my home away, 

It will stay in my heart til my dying day, 

In my home lives my family and fish, 

²Ŝ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ L ǿƛǎƘΣ 

Nothing can replace my house, home or 

comfort zone, 

Non one Ŏŀƴ ǎǘŜŀƭ ƛǘΣ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ Ŧǳƭƭȅ 

grown, 

I love my home with the whole of my heart, 

Nothing can tear me and it apart, 

LŦ L ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻ ƭƻǎŜ Ƴȅ ƘƻƳŜ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ 

LΩŘ ŘƻΣ 

LΩŘ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƪŜŜǇ ƛǘ ōȅ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƭǳŎƪȅ ǎƘƻŜΣ 

My home is love, my home is peace, 

I ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭǇŀǇŜǊ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ŎǊŜŀǎŜΣ 

Losing my home could make me shed real 

tears, 

Especially if everyone cheers, 

My home is where I belong, 

²ƘŜƴ LΩƳ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ L Řƻ ƴƻ ǿǊƻƴƎΣ 

Sometimes I trip, sometimes I fall, 

Once I actually lost my ball, 

.ǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ Ŏare about all that stuff, 

CƻǊ ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜΣ LΩƳΣ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǘƻǳƎƘΣ 

At home I might get hill, 

And sometimes I sit on the window sill, 

My house has two floors 

And like one hundred doors! 

My home is where I am full of joy,  

¦ƴƭƛƪŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ 

toy, 

In my house there are clothes I make, 

!ƴŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ƘƻǎŜΣ ŀ ǇƛǇŜ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƎŀǊŘŜƴ 

rake, 

hŦǘŜƴΣ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜΣ 

That my home is secure, 

My house is made of cement and bricks,  

insƛŘŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ŎƭƻŎƪ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻŎƪǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƛŎƪǎΣ 

To me, a home is a whole community, 

Although we all do have the right for 

immunity. 

! ƘƻƳŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǇƘȅǎƛŎŀƭ ǘƘƛƴƎΣ 

Just a place that makes you so happy that you 

sing, 

Everyone has a home, 

aŀƪƛƴƎ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜΩǎ ŀƭƻƴŜΣ Ƴȅ ƘƻƳŜΩǎ 

not perfect, but then what else is? 

 

 
Alicia Smith Y5 
Greenhill  
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Forgotten 
A sketch of what was once filled with love, 
By breath of life, by wing of dove, 
A beacon of brilliance, the pillar stands, 
A gateway to a once magical land. 
 
The peeled back paper on the wall, 
Seems to go back to the way it was before, 
A place where wonder once roamed, 
A special little place called home. 
 
Fragments of quill, 
There at your will, 
They were once happily dipped in ink, 
There to write what you think. 
 
The books are worn, 
All tired and torn, 
In this room where masterpieces were 
created, 
Where people used to feel so elated. 

 
Blankets are all ragged and ripped, 
Old picture frames are cracked and chipped, 
Teddies and toys are all dirty, 
Water in bottles are all murky. 
 
Stationery is scattered on the floor, 
A broken rucksack is desperately clinging onto 
the door, 
This place where precious possessions were 
kept, 
And young children slept. 
 
To the side this house was tossed, 
All the love once here is now lost, 
This majestic house is swallowed up in the 
scenery, 
Forgotten by all, all but me 
 
Amelia Beckett Y5 
Abbey Lane 

 

 
 
Dear diary, 
I had the worst day every because the witch said we are going for a big picnic at the woods. But she 
trapped me in the tower in the forest. Is this the worst day of my life? I am stuck in this tower 
forever of my whole life. 
Rapunzel 
 
Mathumitha Mathan Y1 
Greenhill 
 
 

 

Home is where the heart is, 

Home is where you feel loved and safe, 
home is where love falls apart and builds again, 
home is where memories are created, 
home is where Family and Friends belong, 
home is where emotions are able to flood freely. 
 
IƻƳŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎΣ 
Home is a place you grow up wanting to leave, home is a place when old you want to go back to. 
IƻƳŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎŀȅ ŀƴŘ Řƻ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ 
Home is a place that not everyone has, so cherish every moment.   
 
Finn Barton Y8 
Meadowhead 
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Was Once 
The dampened colour, 
Peeling off the wall. 
Was once bright,  
Shining in the night. 
 
The grand instrument,  
Creaking in the corner. 
Was once my huge pride, 
Which now has died. 
 
A dust coating, 
On rusting metal. 
Was once a grand fireplace, 
Smoke billowing higher in haste. 
 
A protruding spring, 
And fraying silk. 
Was once a mattress so soft, 
Now aging in the loft.  
 

The brown cotton,  
Greying and moth eaten. 
Was once our large chair,  
Covered in cat hair. 
 
The delicate hand,  
Long since stopped. 
Was once always ticking, 
As if the old clock was picking, 
  
The splintering wood,  
Smashed glass. 
Was once a note framed, 
So beautiful, 
Never to be shamed. 
 
It read,  
Home is where the heart is. 
 
Harriet Aspey Y9 
Meadowhead 

 

 

 

House and Homes 

A house is a home. 

A house is where you live. 

A home is full of comfort and people you love. 

 

Houses come in different shapes and sizes. 

Just as we do. 

If they were all the same it would be boring. 

 

Our house is full of fun and laughter. 

I hope it never ends. 

 

Maya Shirt Y7 

Meadowhead  
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Crackling fire          
                                                                                                                                                                                                        
Home. I cannot forget it no matter how much I try to because I love it so much. The flower filled 
meadows surrounding my family and my cottage in the peak district. I still remember the wood fire 
crackling as we sat and watched it and talked and told stories of my childhood. At home I could sleep 
for hours. Now an hour would be so very rare because of the constant noise from outside of my 
tent.                                                                 
 
I could see myself farming the crops and watching the smoke rise from my chimney and the dog 
running and playing until it needed to heard sheep .We would eat our home grown food while we 
sat by the crackling fire and we would play the board games we had till we all fell asleep .Now I was 
alone flipping a cup I found on the floor. I am desperate for it all to end so I can go home. 
I wish it all be gone and I regret leaving home every day the cows the sheep and my other animals, 
pets and family. I wish I was allowed d to leave and never return to this dreadful place. My home 
was one of the finest you will ever see. The walls are smooth and I built it all. It took many years but 
the finest piece is where the crackling fire sit. My fire here was put out because they do not want the 
enemy to see it. The commander punished me for making one here. they say if I am not careful I will 
get shot. 
 
So I lie in my tent thinking of my home. The stone walls and the windows overlooking my meadows 
and animals and after a while I would walk to my room and light my crackling fire. I could dream and 
dream for ever. I wake and go down stairs and could feel the sheep skin rug rub softly against my 
feet as I go to cook breakfast. I could sit in the living room or could go to bed. Either way I would sit 
near the crackling fire with my family. 
 
Now I eat to the rattle of the big guns and the food was terrible scraps every day and they expect us 
to live on it. At this moment I miss home more than ever. Everything about makes me miss it every 
second I think of it: the farm my family the house and the crackling fire. 
 
Stanley Sunderland Y7 
Meadowhead  

 

 
 
Diary, 
It is boring because there are no toys. On my birthday the witch got me a horrible present. In the 
night it is dark and absolutely freezing. I am feeling lonely because I have no friends. It is really 
boring in the tower. 
Not so happy, 
Rapunzel 
 
Emmie McIver Y1 
Greenhill 
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Granny 
Granny is really boring and dull, 
She lives in a bungalow down in Hull, 
She makes you play Scrabble galore, 
It really does make you bore, 
DǊŀƴƴȅΩǎ wrinkled and shrivelled 
everything you hate, 
She got them while visiting one of the 
American states, 
 
One Victorian biscuit tin, 
And one very annoying portable bin, 
An ancient stair lift for the sake of her 
knees, 
And even twelve sets of keys, 
A boiling hot fireplace, 
And a musty, old case, 
 
.ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ bare eye can see, 
 
 

 
wŜŀƭƭȅ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŀ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ŀƎŜƴǘ ǿƘƻ ƭƻǾŜǎ 
drinking tea, 
The stair lift is an invisible car, 
Which can drive really far, 
5ƻƴΩǘ Ŝŀǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎ ǘƘŜȅΩǊe identity 
scanners, 
They will protect you from scammers, 
 
{ƘŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ 
mission, 
About a superstition, 
Criminals cannot hide, 
9ǾŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅΩre tucked up inside, 
The basement is her secret hideout, 
Also where she cooks her favourite trout, 
And plans hŜǊ ŀǘǘŀŎƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŜƳȅΩǎ ōŀǎŜΣ 
But sadly she cannot tie her lace.       
 
Danny Spight Y5 
Woodseats 

 

 

 

 

The universe is a home to galaxies, 
Galaxies are homes to solar systems, 
Solar systems are homes to planets, 
Our planet is a home to continents, 
Continents are homes to countries, 
Countries are homes to counties, 
Counties are homes to cities, 
Cities are homes to towns, 
Towns are homes to roads, 
Roads are homes to houses, 
And houses are homes to us! 
 
George Muscroft Y8 
Meadowhead  
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Collins Crescent 

It was a cold Sunday night on Collins 

Crescent  

All the small houses neat in a row 

¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ ōƭƻǿ 

!ƭƭ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ƻƴŜΣ ǘƘŜ ²ƘƛǘŜΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ²ƘƛǘŜΩǎ 

As there was always a fight 

A stir in the night 

¢ƘŜ ²ƘƛǘŜΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǿŀǎ Řǳƭƭ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŜȅ 

No one would want to stay 

The lights were off the curtains were 

closed 

All except one room in the attic 

Where Miss White stays from dusk til 

dawn 

The raven haired girl would sit on the 

window sill 

Counting the stars wishing she was on 

mars 

As war continues below her 

A glass brakes, mum screams 

Dad yells pacing 

The young girls tears threading to spill 

Scared, alone at all will 

The front door slams  

The engine starts, Mum begs and pleads  

The ravenette observes from afar 

The little silver car drives away 

5ŀŘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ōŀŎƪ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜΩǎ ƻƭŘ ƻŦ ŀƎŜ 

Sobs rack the tear struck girl 

¢Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜƭǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΧΦ 

Grace Marsh Y8 
Meadowhead 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Houses and Homes 

No memories made 

No carpets laid 

No happiness there                                                                         

The walls are bare 

 

All snuggled up together 

Family is forever 

A pet of yours may live there too 

No matter how many people, love is true 

 

A building made from bricks and mortar 

A place where father plays with his 

daughter 

Rooms freezing where nobody ever goes 

That special warmth that everyone knows 

 

Memories starting to be made 

Footprints in the carpets which are laid 

Happiness is beginning to show 

Pictures on the walls that we all know 

 

Different homes to compare 

Big houses and no one lives there 

Small shelters that get really cold 

Loving homes are priceless, worth way 

more than gold 

 

Alice Dinsdale Y7 
Meadowhead  
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Home 

What is home? 

5ƛǎǘŀƴǘ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎ ŦƭŜǿ ƛƴǘƻ !ǾŜǊȅΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ ƻŦ ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ Ƨƻȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǇǇƛƴŜǎǎΦ /ŀƭƳ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ Ǌŀƛƴ 

drops hitting her window, and dripping down the glass, making her slowly drift off to sleep. But 

these are just flashbŀŎƪǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊǎΧ ŘƛŘ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƭƭ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΚ {ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ 

remember.  

¢ƘŜǎŜ Řŀȅǎ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ǎƭǳƳōŜǊ ƛǎ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ƛƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΣ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƴƛƎƘǘƳŀǊŜǎ ŎƘŀǎƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΣ ŀƴŘ 

no matter how far you run from them, they always get you in the end. And the fear of everything 

going on around you, scares you to the point where most nights are sleepless. 

!ǾŜǊȅ ǎŀǘ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƻƭŘ ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊ ŎƻǳŎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭŜŦǘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅŜŘ 

and ripped to shreds. She tuned her radio until she found a station that played the music recorded 

decades ago. Of course, playing that kind of music was illegal now, so it took her a long time to find 

ǘƘŜ ōŀƴƴŜŘ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻΣ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƭƛƪŜǎ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ΨŀŎǘǳŀƭ ƳǳǎƛŎΩΦ  

It started raining. 

She opened the old crooked door, and peered outside. As usual, no one was there, so she could 

enjoy the wind, and the wet drops of clear water hitting her face on her own. All alone again.  

The place where she lived, was what she once used to call home, and she still tries calling it home, 

but ƛǘΩǎ not the same to what it used to be. It once was a happy joyful place, where her, her little 

brother and all the other children used to laugh and enjoy every day spent together with the 

caretaker. 

But together they were no more. 

As the flames and smoke of war has hit their town, and sounds of gunshots and explosions, 

everything has changed; and as the sirens sounded, and all the children cried, Avery-a girl of 15 years 

old at the time (now 26) had a task to take care of her 7 years old brother, as everyone were 

separated from them, and most likely engulfed in flames of war. 

Two little kids had to run through the battlefield, which was full of bodies and reeked of blood. She 

protected him the best she could, but then somebody noticed them. An enemy, who little Avery 

linked her big, fearful eyes with, was walking towards them with a smirk on his face. Before Avery 

and her brother managed to get away from him he shot his gun, and it managed to get her brother.  

Cries sounded, and as she saw her small brother die in her arms, she realised that she will die just 

ƭƛƪŜ ƘƛƳ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ŀǘǘŀŎƪŜǊΦ {ƘŜ Ǌŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǊŀƴΧ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅŜŘΧ ǎƘŜ 

had to leave her brother and everyone behindτ 

A painful feeling of anger and guilt has filled her, as she re-watched the flashback in her head, for 

whatever time again it was.   

Avery sat down on the old, mostly destroyed porch of her old home, crying in the rain and letting her 

tears mix with the rain. She felt broken, she coǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǾŜǎ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ǎƘŜ ƭƻǾŜŘΧ 

it all just seemed worthless. The orphanage behind her, once was so filled with joy, but now, only an 

empty cold feeling, hurt, and Avery herself remain, in the old once-called-home. 

 

Zofia Hlebowicz Y9 

Meadowhead 
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My home is a place of happy memories   
It is a place of loss  
It is a place full of opportunities  
Full of my happy family  
But not everyone has a home   
A place to grow   
To go  
Live life to the full  
No warm place to stay   
No safe place to lay  
{ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ŎŀǊŜǎ   
The luxury of company  
So alone they start to despair  
The feeling sinking in   
Then depression sets out to make your life a misery   
 Depression makes you want to die   
Cease to exist  
But some people ŎŀƴΩǘ ŘǊŀƎ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƛŦŜ  
 /ŀƴΩǘ ƪƛŎƪ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊ  
/ŀƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛƭƭǎ   
/ŀƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛƴƪ   
 /ŀƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƧǳƳǇ  
So they have to deal with their pain   
And even if you do get help you feel unhuman not quite right  
{ƻ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ǎŀŦŜ ŀƴŘ secure   
We need to be loved and have someone who we trust  
!ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ƘƻƳŜǎ   
They let us live life to the full  
A place to argue and make peace  
A place of friends or family  
A place to live a proper life   
Even ƛŦ ƻǳǊ ƭƛǾŜǎ ŀǊŜ ƘŀǇǇȅ ƻǊ ǎŀŘ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ backgrounds  
We all have a place that we call home 
 
Robert Willoughby Y10 
Meadowhead  
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aȅ DǊŀƴŘƳŀΩǎ IƻǳǎŜ 

Once I walk in, I always smell cottage pie backing in the oven. My lovely grandma greets me 

at the door, to offer me a drink. As soon as I walk into the kitchen, we all smell tea and coffee, 

tea in one pot and coffee in the other. Walking up the stairs, all of the flowers that she collects 

smell beautiful like always. Excitedly, I run into my room and lay on the bed ready for a nap. 

Gazing through the window I see thick yellow tiles shining in the sun. Happily, I run down 

stairs and run into the garden while, looking at big old rusty, brown garage. Her lovely green 

gleaming grass shining in the sun, with red roses all around. With it all I have the time of my 

ǘƛƳŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜ ƘŜǊŜ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ƎǊŀƴŘƳŀΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ   

My grandma lives in Chester, a place far, far away. My papa had cancer but how he is better.  

It is pretty and warm on the inside and the outside is pretty as well. Some weekends we go 

but some we do not and I get very sad. It takes two hours to get there as 75 miles is a long 

way. On the way we get food. I have a great journey. 

Me, my mum and my dad all love playing games so my grandma has lots in her house. The 

ōŜǎǘ ƎŀƳŜ ƛǎ ŦƻƻǘōŀƭƭΦ L Ǉƭŀȅ ƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ŘŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ Ƴȅ ƎǊŀƴŘƳŀΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ Ŧǳƴ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ !ǎ 

well we like to play Scrabble, Hello Harbor, playing with Lego, hide and seek, play in the garden 

and having fun.         

Grandma has an airport near her so we see lots of planes in the air. I wave but I do not know 

if they see me or not. We normally have tea at 5:30pm, a great time for me because I am 

hungry at that time so my grandma does it at the perfect time. When I go to bed grandma 

reads me a story and then I go to sleep. 

Sophie Watkinson Y4 
Bradway 
 
 
 
Dear diary, 

Today has been the worst day of my life because when I woke up the scarey wich told me 

we were going on a lovely picknick ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ƭƻŎƪŜŘ ƳŜ ƛƴ ŀ ǘƻǿŜǊΦ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜ ƛǘΗ 

I feel so sad. Will I ever see my friends? I must hope for the best. I just want to say I love you 

dad and mum! 

Rapunzel  

Reuben Marsh Y1 

Greenhill 
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Never Ending 

 

A shiver crept down my spine. It had been twenty years; twenty long hard years, filled with 

ǘƘŜ ƳƛǎŜǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ ƳƻŘŜǊƴ ƭƛŦŜΦ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ƛǘΦ aȅ ƭŜƎǎ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǘǊŜƳōƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŜŀŎƘ ǎǘŜǇ L 

ǘƻƻƪΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊŀƎŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪΣ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǊǳƛƴŜŘ Ƴȅ 

childhood. ¢Ƙŀǘ ǊǳƛƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΦ hǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ L ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƎŜǘΤ ōǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ƛǘΦ ! 

permeant scar. Ever since mother died I spent my few free years looking for her killer. I 

finally found it. 

I was twelve, not a hint of self-control in me; it was a Tuesday night, I remember it well. 

Farther had just got back from the pub, he was drunk. As usual. Mother always sang, every 

ƴƛƎƘǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΤ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ Ƙƛƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ 

wrong. A sharp pain shot through my ribs, a shadowed figure flashed before my eyes. I 

thought nothing of it at first, I thought it was farther being stupid like always. My room was 

a small room, a large cupboard took up most of the space; it was where I would hide when 

farther was hitting mother. It happened often, I had found comfort in that cupboard, it was 

the only place I felt safe.  

My ribs began to sting, throbbing with ferocious pain. Blood begin to flow, covering my thin 

bed sheets. I started to hallucinate; strong images filled with hatred and anger filled my 

young, innocent mind. A bloodcurdling scream echoed throughout the house. I seemed to 

be losing blood fast, with all the energy left inside my small weak body I gained enough 

momentum to leave my room, which seemed to be shrinking with speed. My visions were 

becoming stronger, the strength left inside me began to wither away. I had to know where 

the scream came from. I had to. The floor was beginning to turn red, blood red; it was mine. 

With my last ounce of strength, I tilted my head to the door. The last thing I saw was a 

shadowed figure; carrying the body of my dead mother. 

I stepped inside. The smell of decapitating furniture flooded my nostrils. I took another step, 

ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭ ƴŜǿǎ ƘŀŘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƛǘΣ άǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƻŦ ƘƻǊǊƻǊΦέ ! 

familiar pain rippled through my body. The scar was still there, a constant reminder of the 

incident. I looked around, not much had changed, and the dried blood still laid there, 

untouched. The hallucinations were becoming stronger; I saw the figure, moving at an 

uncountable speed. He looked me in the eye, his eyes were filled with regret, a large scare 

spread like an infection across his face. He looked at me as if I was an intruder, a murderer. 

A gust of wind ran thought the house, I fell to the floor like a ragdoll. He grabbed a knife. A 

sharp pain shot through my feeble body. The figure lifted his balaclava of his scared face. 

²ƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ƭŀǎǘ ōǊŜŀǘƘΣ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǎǇƻƪŜΣ άƎƻƻŘōȅŜ ǎƻƴΦέ 

 

Jack Simpson Y7 
Meadowhead  
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home is where the family is 

home is where your happy 

home is where you are 

home is where the heart is  

 

home is where your mom is 

home is where your dad is  

home is where you sibling is  

home is where the heart is 

 

home is what you love 

home is where you want it to be 

home is where your pets are 

home is where the heart is 

 

Joseph Glew Y7 
Meadowhead  
 

 

 

 

The diary of the house 

 

Dear diary, 

It was the day that the people came to my house. I was really annoyed with them, because I 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƻ ŎƘŀƴƎŜΦ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ know why my old friend left me. I asked myself, is 

ƛǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƻŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΚ ²ŀǎ ƛǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ǊƛƎƘǘΚ L ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ 

Everybody got settled down in the house with their two mischievous children called Penelope 

and Jason. Suddenly, they rudely smashed one of my precious walls! I got so angry that I shook 

the whole house. They got really worried. They thought that I was haunted. They were 

gobsmacked! One of the children [Penelope] drew a beautiful picture of a happy family. She 

even put me in it! And Jason drew me wiǘƘ ŀ ƘŜŀǊǘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǇǳǘΣ ΨǿŜ ƭƻǾŜ ƻǳǊ ƴŜǿ 

ƘƻǳǎŜΩΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ aŀȅōŜ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ƪƛƭƭ ǘƘŜƳ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΦ  

 

Najat Alshaby and Zoe Burkinshaw Y6 

Abbey Lane  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Homes 

Home is where the heart is. 

Objects are collected over the years. 

Memories made with family. 

Everyone gets along. 

{ƻ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ L ōŜƭƻƴƎ 

 

Emma Linley Y10 
Meadowhead 
 



27 
 

.ŜƴΩǎ IŜƴ 

Ben was by far the weirdest person on planet earth. Probably because he had two pets. Those pets 

ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ƘŜƴ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǘƻŀŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘƻŀŘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘƻǊȅ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦ .Ŝƴ 

ƘŀŘ ŀ ƘŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ ƘŜƴ ǿŀǎΧǿŜƭƭΣ ǳƴǳǎǳŀƭΦ Lǘ ƻƴƭy ate one thing: radish. Occasionally some 

cornflakes, but back to the story.  

One day Henny went missing! Posters went up and the word spread but no Henry to be seen! Two 

ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ƭŀǘŜǊ ƻƴ .ŜƴΩǎ ǘŜƴǘƘ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅ ŀǘ тŀƳ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǿŀƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜΧŜƎƎǎΚ 

!ǎǘƻǳƴŘŜŘΣ ƘŜ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦǊƛŜŘ ŜƎƎ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘ ōǳǘΧΦ I9bb¸Η 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ IŜƴƴȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŜƎƎǎΚ ²ŀƛǘ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΧ²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻǎǘŜǊΚ bŜǾŜǊ ƳƛƴŘΣ IŜƴƴy? Little baby 

ŎƘƛŎƪǎΗ !ǿǿΦ .Ŝƴ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ IŜƴƴȅ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ƘƻƳŜΦ 

So Ben built his own on his twentieth birthday (time flies by) and they all lived happily ever after. 

Except when they, you know (pass away). 

They still lived a happy ever after. Wait. Where is the radish (or cornflakes)? So they moved a bit 

nearer to a supermarket. And then live happily ever after. 

 
Erin Hall Y4 
Greenhill 
 

 

 

The Changing House 

This is a story of a family with a daughter and son who move into a rather peculiar house. 

Jenny, the mother, was in the kitchen drinking coffee when she mentioned to Christopher (the dad) 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǿŜ ƳƻǾŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΦέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎŜƴǎƛōƭŜ ƛŘŜŀ ŀǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ŎǊŀƳǇŜŘ 

and they have had this house for a very long time. Christopher agreed although he liked the4 current 

house more than Jenny. Katy and Harry (the two children) were in their bedroom listening to every 

ǿƻǊŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΦ ά!ǿǿǿ Řƻ ǿŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜΚέ ƳƻŀƴŜŘ IŀǊǊȅΦ 

A couple of days later they were in the car ready to see their new house. As they turned the corner 

ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘΦ ά²ƻǿΗέ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ Yŀǘȅ ŀƴŘ Iarry. It was a big, grey, old house that looked like it 

needed decorating big time. Apart from that they were all very excited. When they got inside they 

took a quick look around the house and then went to bed as it was quite later. Before Katy went to 

bed she put her glasses in a drawer next to her bed. 

The next morning Katy picked up her glasses which were now on top of her drawer. She did not 

ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜ ƘŜǊ ƎƭŀǎǎŜǎ ƘŀŘ ƳƻǾŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ƎƻƻŘ ƳŜƳƻǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǎƳŀƭƭ 

change. Although the next night a photograph of her family had moved and then the bookshelf 

turned into a bin and every night something in their house changed and the changes got bigger and 

bigger and bigger until everything in the house was upside down on the roof. Christopher was 

ŦǳǊƛƻǳǎΣΦ άIƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŎƪ ŘƛŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΚέ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ  

ά{ǇƻƻƪȅΣέ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ IŀǊǊȅΦ 

/ƘǊƛǎǘƻǇƘŜǊ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘ ŀ ƴŜǿ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ǎƻΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƎƻǘΦ ! ŦŜǿ Řŀȅǎ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǘƘŜȅ ŜƴŘŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

same place, in the car waiting to see their new house again. Finally they settled with a big, clean 

house. 

 
Edward Muscroft Y4 
Greenhill 
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Diary  

I had a dzaser because on my twelve birthday the wich trapped me in a tower. I am so, so sad 

because there is no door or stirs. Mym mum was like my best friend ever! But my life has past orver. 

Lǘ ǿǎ Ƴȅ ŘŀŘΩǎ ŦŀǳƭǘΦ ²Ŝƭƭ ŀƭƭǎƘƭŜȅ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ƳǳƳΩǎ Ŧŀǳƭǘ ōŜŎŀȅǎŜ ǎƘŜ ŀƪŜŘ ōȅ ŘŀŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƛŎƘΩǎ 

garden. It is cold and wen it is nightime it is as lootleel freezing. I hate it here! 

Not so happy, 

Rapunzel 

Jemima Y1 

Greenhill 

 

 

The Ideal Home 

Ingredients 

¶ A couple of pillars holding the family up 

¶ Bricks full of homeness 

¶ Marble walls mixed together with everything  you need in them 

¶ A wooden door that makes us smile 

¶ Foundation of strength 

¶ Windows squashed together 

¶ Rope wound with a smile 

¶ Love creating the living room 

¶ Cuddles creating the warmth of the bath 

¶ Sweet dreams placed on the pillows 

¶ Cuddles keeping the roof on 
Equipment 

¶ A sprinkle of sweet dreams 

¶ A couple of pillars 

¶ A cuddle of marble walls 

¶ Cuddles to keep the roof on 

¶ A spoon of love 
Method 

1. Carefully lay a plate of foundations (they are fragile). 
2. Happily, mix a cuddle of marble walls, which have everything you need in them. 
3.  Put up a beautiful couple of wooden pillars holding the family up. 
4. Put up a romantic couple of bricks making your house a home 
5. After mix together the smile of the home and put on the only lonely wooden door 
6. Remember  to add the amazing cuddles to keep the roof on 
7. Squash the giggles in the windows and the cuddles to create the warmth of the bath. 
8. In your house, put in the love creating the warmth and the happiness pf the living room. 
9. Place a sprinkle of sweet dreams on every pillow 
10. Finally, attach the rope (wound with smiles) to bring everyone together.  

 
Alice Y5 
Abbey Lane 
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LǘΩǎ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ŘŀǿƴΣ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƭƭŀǊ Řoor is open and people are waking up. The key is if you want to 

survive in a mental hospital is that you wake up early before the cellar door opens. My 

names Nathen, Nate for short most of my old friends called me that but things have 

changed since I came in here. 

My room is small with the walls mostly painted in blood but some parts of the walls are still 

white-ish, I have a bed with no bed in it and the poles of the bottom of the bed stick in my 

back when I lay there to sleep. On the floor in the right haƴŘ ŘŀǊƪ ŎƻǊƴŜǊ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳ ƛǘΩǎ 

ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǇƻǎƘ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǿŀƴǘ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ŘƻΣ ƛǘ ƭŜǘǎ ƳŜ ǇŜŜ ǎƻ L ŘƻƴΩǘ 

really seem a problem with it. 

LǘΩǎ пΦртŀƳΦ ¢ime runs pretty quick round here and you mostly see many fights but I choose 

to be a wimp and mind my own problems. They open the cellar doors at half past four so for 

the normal time I awaken this is really late I normally awaken around ten to four. I leave my 

cellar making sure that the hallway is clear, it was like normal most people are in the 

ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ōǳǘ L ǎƪƛǇ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ǿŜƭƭ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

gym. 

Morning routine 

1. Breakfast. 

2. Gym for an hour. 

3. Medication.  

4. Go back to cellar. 

5. Get locked up. 

6. Wait. 

LΩƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎȅƳ ƭƛŦǘƛƴƎ ǿŜƛƎƘǘǎ ōƻǊƛƴƎ ōǳǘ L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ 

LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǿƘƻ ǎƪƛǇǎ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘ. This girl she has long blond hair, pale skin, 

green- blue eyes and lots and lots of scars on her face and body. She seems normal like me 

but I could be wrong. I look at ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪǎ ŀǘ ƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ōǳǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ 

just continues lifting her weights. 

Eventually after gym all people take their turns and wait for the doctor to come give them 

their medication, no one likes it they run I just sit there and take it L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƘŜ 

ƳŜŘƛŎŀǘƛƻƴ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŎǊŀȊȅΗ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŎǊŀȊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ 

survive in this place for 3 years. Eventually after 3 and a half hours the  doctor comes over 

to me and asks me to take a seat he looks tired, probably tired of running after the others 

but he smiles at me and gives me the needle full of this horrible green stuff I hate it. It drives 

me insane and makes me want to hit my head against the wall but I do nothing. 

bƻǿ LΩƳ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƭƭŀǊ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƳƻǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƎŜǘ ƘǳǊǘ 

ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ ƘŀŘ ƻǳǊ ƳŜŘƛŎŀǘƛƻƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ǳǎ ƳŀŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ L ƘŜŀǊ ŀ Ŏƻƴǎǘŀƴǘ ǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ƛǘΩǎ 

horrible but I can cope with it. I get to my cellar and once again they lock me up the 

ŀƴƴƻȅƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ƛǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ǇǳƴƛǎƘŜŘΣ ǇǳƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΩǎ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜǎ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ 

crazy one it was my friend he left me there with a knife and a man on the floor in blood 

while he did a runner and I only noticed this when the police ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ǎƻ ƴƻǿ LΩƳ ǎǘǳŎƪ ƘŜǊŜ 

ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎΧ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŜǎŎŀǇƛƴƎΦ  

 

Phoebe Steer Y7 

Meadowhead  
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Where are they? 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘǿŜƭǾŜ ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ 

No one was around, 

Was everyone S 

                                       L 

                                          E 

                                             E 

                                                P 

                                                   I 

                                                     N 

                                                           G 

.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǎƻǳƴŘΦ 

Maybe they were cleaning, 

Or maybe they were at work, 

They might have been on their pillows 

sleeping, 

With no one to hurt. 

 

 

What if they were dancing somewhere in 

town, 

Out with their families making lots and 

lots of sound, 

People were worrying about where they 

could be, 

 Were they out with their families? 

Or deep, 

            Deep, 

                   Deep in the sea 

 

Now what if they were hurting, 

What if they were not? 

And what if they had banged their head 

on a big, brown rock 

 

Could they be eating breakfast and 

drinking lots of tea, 

Or could they floating in the big, blue sea. 

 

Iǘ ǿŀǎ ǘǿŜƭǾŜ ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ ŀǘ ƳƛŘƴƛƎƘǘΣ 

Still not a sound, 

People were hunting, looking for them, 

But they were still not found. 

 

The police got involved now, 

 And the cold made them stiff, 

Could this be a mystery oR just a lovers 

tiff? 

 

Paige Phillips Y10 
Meadowhead 
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The Welsh Castle Was No Ordinary House 

From the top to the bottom were rough stone walls and a big wooden door. 

hƴ ǘƻǇ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊΩǎ ǘǳǊǊŜǘΦ LƴǎƛŘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ƘŀƭƭΦ L ƭƻǾŜŘ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ŘŜƭƛŎƛƻǳǎ ŦƻƻŘ 

on the huge table at the end of the hall. A large metal fireplace kept us warm on rainy days. 

As I walked down the corridors, I smelt the ancient aroma of history on the walls. 

Down the corridors were stairs leading to the rooms.  

 

The first room was the bedroom. It had a four poster bed. The next room was the bathroom. 

In the corner was a wooden bath and a soap drawer.  

 

The best places were the tower and cellar. You had to go up the big stone stairs of course. I 

liked playing archery and sword fighting on the massive field next to the carrot and rose 

garden. An orchard was nearby, filled with luscious apples. The castle was well guarded by 

trees. 

 

Reuben Williams Y4  
Bradway  
  

 

The House 

It was midnight. The streets were empty and dim; only the moonlight shimmering on the 

large puddles. There was only one small house standing alone at the end of the road. My 

ƘƻǳǎŜΦ L ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ƻƭŘ Ǌǳǎǘȅ ƪŜȅ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ƛǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƪŜȅƘƻƭŜ ά/ƭƛŎƪέ ƛǘ 

ƻǇŜƴŜŘΦ L ǿŀǎ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƻǇŜƴ ŜǾŜǊ ǎƻ ŘŜƭƛŎŀǘŜƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ ά{ƴŀǇΦέ ! ƘƛƴƎŜ ōǊƻƪŜΦ !ƴŘ ŦŜƭƭ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

floor. I peered, in slowly looking around. The stench of rats under the floor boards was 

horrific and the state of the hallway was just horrendous. I walked into the living room it 

was dull and gloomy but the chair was spotless. I sat down and drifted off to sleep. 

5ŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΧ  

Harrison Maher Y6  
Woodseats  
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The house with the roses 

 

IŜƭƭƻΣ Ƴȅ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ aŀǘǘƘŜǿ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ with the roses. 

 

Every day on my way to school and back I passed a house with red, beautiful roses behind 

ǘƘŜ ŘƛǊǘȅ ŀƴŘ ǎƳŀǎƘŜŘ ǿƛƴŘƻǿǎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ōƻǳǉǳŜǘ ƻŦ ŦƭƻǿŜǊǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ōǳȅ ƛƴ ŀ ŦƭƻǊƛǎǘΣ ƛǘ 

was a room full of wild roses with thorns and soft green leaves. This was an abandoned 

ƘƻǳǎŜΧŀōŀƴŘƻƴŜŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ WŀƴǳŀǊȅ мсth 1813 in which David Folent once lived.  

Now let me tell you more about this mysterious David Folent. He was murdered just a day 

before his sons 2nd ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΩǎ Ƙouse to stay the night before he 

saw his son who lived with his former partner. 

Who killed him? It is still a query officers and detectives still think about but all we know is 

ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǘǳǊƴΦ 

The house was made of solid beige bricks and was the size of a mansion, it was lined in a 

black metal gate, which was now all rusty, once beautiful flowers crowded the soil around 

ōǳǘ ƴƻǿ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƭŜŦǘ ƛǎ ǊƻǘǘƛƴƎ ōǳƭōǎ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǎŜǊǘŜŘ ƳƻƭŜ ƘƛƭƭǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ door had white 

trailing flowers peeking through and wrapping around the handle as if trying to escape. Even 

the curtains and been littered in ivy.  There was one room in which the bed frame had 

smashed the window and the bed (which had been made) pressed against the window. 

Apparently everyone on lokkwood crescent dreamed of living in this house and now I 

understand why. Neighbours said that the kitchen was the size of a house and the dining 

room was like a theatre, and his bedroom well they would say it was like the world 

ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƛȊŜ ƻŦΦ  

One day as I was walking home from school this group, of which I recognised from my 

ǎŎƘƻƻƭΣ ǿŜǊŜ ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǳǘƛƴƎ Ψ[h{9wΗ {v¦!¢¢9wΗΩ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǊŘǎ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŀȅΣ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ 

throwing litter at the house. I wanted to see why so I hung back a bit until they disappeared. 

I saw a flash of blue and white in vertical stripes (like pyjamas?). I had to investigate. 

I opened the squeaky gate as I wandered through this lost walkway scared for what could be 

ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊ L ǿŀǎ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ŀǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ōŜƘƛƴŘ 

ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻƻǊ όƻƪΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ƛŦ ŀ ǎŎǊŜŀƳ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ǊǳƴΧǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŦŀǎǘύΦ L ƘŀŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜΣ 

muddy steps to the front door. As I reached out to hold the matte handle I hesitated, was I 

ŜǾŜǊ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŘƻƻǊΣ ƛǎ ƛǘ ŀ ŎǊƛƳƛƴŀƭ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ŘƻƻǊΦ Lǎ ƛǘΧDavid Folent? I 

turned the handle. 

 

Mia Harrex Y7 

Meadowhead  
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Dear diary, 
Today was the worst day ever! The witch said we were going on a picnic but instead I got 
ƭƻŎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ŘƛǎƎǳǎǘƛƴƎ ǘƻǿŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƛǘŎƘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƻǳǘΦ L ƻƴƭȅ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǊƛōƭŜ 
witch every day. It is strange because there is no door. It is too high for me to jump down. 
Can life get any worse? 
Rapunzel 
 
Isabelle Millard Y1 
Greenhill 
 

 

 

 

 

 

The Winter 

I am here at last 

The only home I know 

The forbidden place of wonders 

I always longed to go 

 

I never felt at home down there 

Below the reach of snow 

Up here I am free at last 

Free to be alone 

 

But this place does not want me here 

For I will try to tame 

The only wild place around these parts 

The place that is always bare 

 

It wants to only be itself 

To never know a man 

As I tread the perfect floor 

It whispers to go and flee 

 

 

 

 

I am the icy weather 

I am the frost and snow 

You have no hope to conquer me 

For I will be your foe 

 

Shining swords of icicles 

Creeping snow in waves 

Sharp and jagged mountains 

Dark and haunting caves 

 

These are my creations 

5ƻƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅ 

For no one in my icy realm 

Will ever go away 

 

Now you will be the only one 

The last to try to win 

A favour I will do for you 

And cover up your sin 

 

On hearing these heartless words 

My heart inside will break 

Now the only place I feel at home 

Is forcing me to flee 

 

 

Lucy Hallam Y7 

Meadowhead 
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A home is powerful. 

You may think that a home is the same as a house but they are two completely different 

things. 

! ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ŀ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƭƛǾŜǎ ƛƴΦ LǘΩǎ ǎƛƳǇƭŜ ǿƘŜƴ ŀ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƛǎ ŜƳǇǘȅΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ 

carcass on a street, but a home is much more. A home is a place you feel welcome, filled 

with memories of love and loathing, laughter and grief, sadness and happiness, mischief and 

pain. Our home is full of enough power to control the world with excitement. 

¢ƘŜ ǇƘǊŀǎŜ άƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜέ ƳŜŀns you can feel safe here, for your home is a 

barrier that makes you feel safe. 

IƻƳŜǎƛŎƪΥ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ Ƴƛǎǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ Lǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ Ƴƛǎǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ 

everything is nice and you can relax. TƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƎŜǘ ǎŀŘ ƻǊ ǎǘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ 

away from home.  

²ƘŜƴ ŀ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƛǎ ƘŀǳƴǘŜŘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƳŜ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜƭƻƴƎ ǘƻ ŀ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ Ƙƛǎ 

ŘŜƳƛǎŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ŧǳƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǇǇƛƴŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǊƻŀƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ƙŀƭƭǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

empty house. So they stay, forever living with their memories and grief as a ghost, haunting 

whatever living soul tries to abolish the hidden memories with their own. 

I miss the times I used to visit my grandparents in their home, where my childhood began to 

fill with joy. Those memories faded as my Grandmother got ill, those memories stayed but 

also new ones were created, ones that scarred me. Memories that stick in my mind today of 

her lying there unable to talk or move. She was downstairs in a place where the dining table 

used to be; it was replaced with a hospital bed which stayed there. I remember that my 

ƎǊŀƴŘǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ ƘƻƳŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŦŀǾƻǳǊƛǘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ L ƴŜǾŜǊ 

ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘ ƘŀŘ ǊŜǇƭŀŎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǇǇȅ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƻƴŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

bear to think about. The home of two became a home of one. 

We sold the house, leaving behind the bad and good memories, leaving behind the home 

she died in.  

A home is powerful.  

Daisy Heaviside Y10 
Meadowhead 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 



35 
 

The thing 

Finally we are leaving. After all this time we get to leave. We can just put all of this behind 

ǳǎ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ƻƭŘ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ǎŀŦŜΦ LΩƳ ǎƻ ƎƭŀŘ ƛǘΩǎ ƻǾŜǊΧ ŦƛƴŀƭƭȅΦ 

 

It all started about a year ago. We really wanted a new house and we had found a huge 

house in the countryside.  It was an unusually cheap house so we just thought why not. We 

could see the potential in the house and we bought it. We never thought twice about it 

being really cheap, and why it was so cheap but we were soon going to find out. It was quite 

isolated from the rest of the world. We felt alone. Once the house was all decorated we 

loved it, we felt at home. One normal day our dog started acting reaƭƭȅ ǿŜƛǊŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

know why she was barking at thin air and she never does that. It was since that day that 

paranormal things started happening. At first it was just something not being where we left 

it, we never thought much of it but it was as sign a sign of terrible things. Then things got 

ǿŜƛǊŘΦ L ƘŜŀǊŘ Ŧŀƛƴǘ ƴƻƛǎŜǎ ƻŦ ǎŎǊŜŀƳǎ ŀƴŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǎƘƻǳǘƛƴƎ άƘŜƭǇέ ƛƴ ŀ ǿŜŀƪ ƘŜƭǇƭŜǎǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ 

ōǳǘ ƴƻōƻŘȅ ǿŀǎ ŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ L ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ 

anyway, nobody else in the house believed me anyway. I was in bed. Terrified to sleep, my 

eyes wide open, not wanting to fall asleep, fearing what could happen while I was asleep. I 

was the only person that could hear these weird noises was me. I eventually fell asleep, it 

was a mistake.  

 

I told them. I told them that it was trouble, but nobody believed me. We went downstairs 

and we just stopped. Frozen. There right in front of us was our rocking chair.  Rocking back 

and forth as if somebody was in it. Jack in a boxes were making creepy music and popping 

up unexpectedly. We knew we had to get out of here. I knew it was trouble all along. It was 

as if there was something stopping us from leaving this dreaded house, something holding 

my family back from leaving. After we had seen this there was no alternative. We had to go 

home.  

 

¢ƘŜ ƘƻƳŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ōŜƭƻƴƎŜŘ ƻǳǊ Ŏƻǎȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ŦŜƭǘ ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ 

ǿŜ ǿŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ǎǘŀȅŜŘΦ ²Ŝ ƪƴŜǿ ǿŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƘŀŘ ƻƴŜ ƘƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ Ƙƻǿ 

the other houses were we know where we belong and we are never going anywhere else. 

 

Abigail Herring Y8 
Meadowhead 
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House and Home 

A house is a home,                          
Wherever it shall be.                       
On a floating island,                         
Or in the Great Oak Tree!                 
 
Wherever you live,                            
It is perfectly fine.                             
Out in the peaks,                               
Gets better every time!                   
 
A house is a home,         
With whoever it shall be. 
Maybe your best friend, 
Or your family! 
 
Whoever you live with, 
Like them or not. 
Your home unites you, 
So love a lot!                                                                                               
 
A house is a home, 
Whatever it shall be. 
From a hut to a mansion, 
We see them differently!             
 
Whatever you live in,                
Any shape or size. 
²ƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ƛǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜΣ 
LǘΩǎ ŀ ƘƻƳŜ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎΗ 
 

Daniel Wellings and Ethan Thomas Y6  

Abbey Lane 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

As I nervously walk down the gloomy, 

narrow path my surroundings had become 

a dark abyss and had cancelled everything 

out around me. The handcuffs scratched 

and dug into my skin. My stomach was 

churning and I sweated profusely. I could 

hear the men screaming, banging and 

keys rattling, but it slowly started to 

drown out. Finally, I got to the end of the 

path-which seemed to go on forever-and I 

anxiously turned to see where my new 

ΨƘƻƳŜΩ ƭŀȅ.  

I slowly but very carefully walk in. I notice 

emptiness darkness and quietness-which I 

am not used to and never will be. The 

officer quickly slams my door shut and I 

hear the locks turn. I am trapped. There is 

nothing to do. I longed to be home where 

my friends and family were. I instantly 

ǊŜƎǊŜǘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ LΩǾŜ ŘƻƴŜΦ L ǇŀŎŜ up and 

down in the little cell which was as small 

as a box. The walls felt like it was closing 

in on me, chasing me, stalking me. I sit 

down on the rock hard mattress and stare 

at the dull wall with my legs and hands 

shaking constantly.  The room was 

isolating and it already felt like forever. 

There was no life in this cell-no windows 

and no one here. There was barely any 

light apart the flicking, lifeless light 

outside. My body felt paralysed, numb 

and my mind was blank. How will I survive 

in here? What do I do in here?  

Aleeza Batool Y8 
Meadowhead 
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What is a home? 

A home is a place to feel safe and calm, but is it always? A home away from a home, a home that 

may not be yours, somewhere unknown. Wherever that home may be make it homely, tranquil and 

ƭƻǾƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳƛǊǊƻǊ ƻŦ ǎǳƴ ƭŀƛŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƎǊŀƴŘƳŀΩǎ ŎŀǊǇŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŜƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǿŜŜǘ {ǳƴŘŀȅ Ǌƻŀǎǘ 

cooking for traditional Sunday feast. The sizzle of your mumΩs iron sizzling away on the kitchen floor 

as the never ending pile of washing vanishes.  

As the dusk closes in a cool brisk breeze shoots down the chimney making a calming whistle. The 

chatter of a Sunday night game show soothes you before the chaos of a Sunday roast. And finally the 

time comes as you mum shouts for you to come for the roast. Laid upon the table is bowls of 

vegetables and gravy ready to complement your chicken.  

But is this home? is it always this loving or is it a tornado of hate and regret? A shattered heart that 

resembles the broken window in the living room or that reminds you of your past life? Nothing but a 

memory.  

Imogen Statham Y9 

Meadowhead 

 
 
 

The Lonely Mermaid 

hƴŎŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎƛǊƭ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ 9ƳƛƭȅΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƘƻƳŜ ƻǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΦ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǿŀǎ ƴƛƴŜ ȅŜŀǊs old. She 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƘƻƳŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƭƻǘǎ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ƻƴŜΗ {ƻ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǿƘŜǊŜǾŜǊ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ 

nearest to she slept there. One day a very kind man gave Emily some money that was 20 pounds! 

Emily was so happy that now she had some money. Two days later she went to the shop to buy 

some food. She bought some strawberries, an apple and a packet of crisps. That night because she 

ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƘƻƳŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀŎƘΦ !ƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ŎƻƭŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

sea. Then out of the ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƘƛƴȅ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘΦ ά²ƻǿΗέ ǎŀƛŘ 9ƳƛƭȅΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ Ǝƛŀƴǘ ŎǊȅǎǘŀƭΗ 

She grabbed it and started to swim again. Then a huge rock appeared. Emily saw a key hole and put 

the key through the hole. Suddenly the rock opened up! Emily was amazed. She walked through the 

gap. Inside the gap there was water everywhere! It was very cold in the water. Emily was so tired of 

swimming that she fell asleep. Whilst Emily was asleep a magical mermaid pulled Emily deeper into 

the ocean. When Emily woke up she was inside of a beautiful castle! The castle was covered in gold 

and silver. Emily was amazed by how beautiful the castle was. Then the mermaid who brought Emily 

ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎǘƭŜ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ǳǇΦ άIŜƭƭƻέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǊƳŀƛŘΣ άLΩƳ {ƘȅƭŀΦέ άIŜƭƭƻ LΩƳ 9Ƴƛƭȅέ ǎŀƛŘ 9ƳƛƭȅΦ ¢ƘŜƴ 

they made friends. Suddenly a very fat merman appeared. Shyla said that it was her father (the 

ƪƛƴƎύΗ άIŜƭƭƻ L ŀƳ YƛƴƎ 9ŘǿŀǊŘέΦ άIŜƭƭƻ ŦŀǘƘŜǊέ ǎŀƛŘ {ƘȅƭŀΣ άIŜƭƭƻ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ YƛƴƎ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΦ 

άCŀǘƘŜǊΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ 9Ƴƛƭȅέ ǎŀƛŘ {ƘȅƭŀΦ άIŜƭƭƻ 9Ƴƛƭȅέ ǎŀƛŘ YƛƴƎ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ {Ƙȅƭŀ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ 9ƳƛƭȅΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ 

ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǊƻƻƳΦ {ƘȅƭŀΩǎ ǊƻƻƳ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǇǊŜǘǘȅΦ Lƴ ƘŜǊ ǊƻƻƳ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ƳŀƎƛŎ ƳƛǊǊƻǊΦ 

{Ƙȅƭŀ ǎŀƛŘ ά9Ƴƛƭȅ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ǿƛǎƘέΦ άhƘ ƳŀƎƛŎ ƳƛǊǊƻǊ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŀ ƘƻƳŜέΣ ǿƛǎƘŜŘ 9ƳƛƭȅΦ ά.ǳǘ 9Ƴƛƭȅ 

ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ƘƻƳŜέΣ ǎŀƛŘ {ƘȅƭŀΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΚέ ǎŀƛŘ 9ƳƛƭȅΦ ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎǘŀȅ ƘŜǊŜέΣ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ 

Shyla. And so she did. 

 

Nancy Hibbert Y3 

Bradway 
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Houses and Homes 
Tree lined streets full of houses and homes. 
Ancient bough arms reach across roads, clasping hands in knobbly knots. 
Stained glass leaf ceilings, held aloft. 
Chlorophyll green and xanthophyll red; a kaleidoscope of dappled colour overhead. 
 
Grand houses reach to the sky, mans greatest architecture come alive. 
Dark red brick, sash window frame eyes,  
Protective slate roof tiles to keep all inside dry. 
 
Honey bee parents; industrious, kind. 
Performing gymnastics on the balance beam of time. 
The juggle of work and home life. 
 
These guardian homes; built from love and trust, stand watching proudly. 
Children play games in the streets below, making friendships for life as they continue to grow. 
Girls and boys playing ball games against the brick walls,  
Whooping and shrieking with the fun of it all. 
 
Through faded curtains a man in his house, watched solemnly on, 
His home once filled with such laughter and life, now only ghost memories roam his halls. 
Crumbling brick walls and mortar, much like his own,  
Alone. 
 
Seasons changing, the street now littered with crisp brown leaves,  
Crunching underfoot as we rush around; autumns symphony. 
Houses and homes cast shadows in the twilight,  
The children tucked up in bed inside, warm and tight. 
 
The man has no-one to call his own, 
Alone. 
 
{Ŝŀǎƻƴǎ ƳƻǾŜ ƻƴΣ όŀǎ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ ƪƴƻǿύ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ƭƛŦŜΩǎ ŜǘŜǊƴŀƭ ŎŀǊƻǳǎŜƭ  
Winter approaches, cold wind bites the skin, cold breath plumes linger.  
Snowflakes start falling, to begin their winter prance. 
A magical choreography, until at last the snow starts to settle. 
Marshmallow pillows of snow blankets those slate roof tiles. 
The tree lined streets of houses and homes appear as though under a snow globe dome. 
 
Christmas approaches, homes best time of all. 
Fire leaps from log to log as the hearth glows warm and bright,  
Pine needles infuse the room with all their might.  
Gingerbread men baking to be adorned and strung. 
Board games, charades and lots of laughter; winters cacophony. 
 
These houses and homes on the tree lined street appear so alike. 
 
Solitary meal, woollen blankets of old, the old man is feeling rather cold. 
Alone. 
 
Debbie Mander 
Parent 
Bradway 
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Houses and Homes 

άIŀǇǇȅ ƴŜǿ ȅŜŀǊΦέ tƘƛƭ ǎŀƛŘ ŜƴǘƘusiastically. 

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǎƻ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ƘŀǇǇȅ ƴŜǿ ȅŜŀǊ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŀ ƴŜǿ ȅŜŀǊ ǎƻ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ 

Ƨǳǎǘ ǊŜŘǳŎŜŘ ǘƻ ȅŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ȅŜŀǊ ƻƴ ƛǘǎ ƻǿƴΦέ {ŀƛŘ !Ƴȅ ƳƛǎŜǊŀōƭȅΦ  

ά²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ tƘƛƭΦ 

ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜΦέ {ŀƛŘ !Ƴȅ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊ ŀǎ ǎƘe spoke. 

ά¸Ŝǎ ǿŜ ŀǊŜΦέ hōƧŜŎǘŜŘ tƘƛƭΦ 

άIƻƳŜ ƛǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƛǎ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƛǎ ŜƭǎŜǿƘŜǊŜΦέ 

άLŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŀǘ Ǌƻƻǘ ǘƘŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƛǎ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ōƻŘȅΣ ȅŜǎΦέ  

ά¸ŜǎΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ōƻŘȅ ƛǎ ƻƴ 9ŀǊǘƘΣ ȅŜǎΦέ 

ά¸ŜǎΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ 9ŀǊǘƘ ƛǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƭŀǊ ǎȅǎǘŜƳΣ ȅŜǎΦέ 

ά¸Ŝǎ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎȅǎǘŜƳ ǎƻƭŀǊ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƻƭŀǊ ƳŜŀƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴΦέ 

άOkΣ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƭŀǊ ǎȅǎǘŜƳΧέ 

άSYSTEM, SOLER!έ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ !Ƴȅ 

άItΣ ƛǎ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ƎŀƭŀȄȅΣ ȅŜǎΦέ 

ά¸ŜǎΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ƻǳǊ ƎŀƭŀȄȅ ƛǎ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ƎŀƭŀŎǘƛŎ neighbourhoodΣ ȅŜǎέ  

ά¸ŜǎΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ƻǳǊ ƎŀƭŀŎǘƛŎ neighbourhood  ƛǎ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ моΦтр ōƛƭƭƛƻƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘΣ ȅŜǎέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣ мΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘΚ !ƴŘ нΦ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǇƻƛƴǘΚέ 

άaȅ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƛǎ ƘŜǊŜ ǎƻ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ŀ ŦŀŎǘ ǎƻ ǿƘȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ L Ǉƭǳǎ 

time is short and I mean it as ǘƛƳŜ ŀƭǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ŀƭƭ ŀǘ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ǇŜǊǎǇŜŎǘƛǾŜΦέ 

ά¢ƛƳŜ ƛǎ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜΦέ 

άL ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƳŜ ŦŜŜƭ ōŜǘŜǊ ōǳǘ ƭƛŦŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƳŀŘŜ ǳǇ ōȅ ŀ 

ǊŀƴŘƻƳ ƪƛŘΦέ 

ά¸Ŝǎ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŀƴȅ ǿŀȅ LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƴƻǿ !ƳȅΦέ  

Alex Furniss Y8 
Meadowhead 
 
Happiness plus love form, 

Our musical houses, 

Cosiness and playing equal,  

Our chaotic homes, 

Funniness and togetherness make,  

Our messy buildings, 

Smiles and enjoyment create, 

Our cottages that are as tiny as a mouse. 

Edward Heyes Y4 
Abbey Lane 
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Moving the furniture 
 
Living in me there are two people, my body their vessel, their home, 
Polar opposites, alike only in the way they present themselves, through my body, 
L ǎǇŜŀƪΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿƻǊŘǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎΣ  
They are twisting in me, living in me, arguing, making up, 
Their domestic lives are my battles to fight, the moving of their furniture the moving of my identity,  
I have no individual thoughts, I have no sense of self, 
Two people live in my body, so which one is me? 
What happens if I am neither, if the way I am is a lie? 
¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦǳǊƴƛǘǳǊŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 
 
Hannah Hall Y10 
Meadowhead 

 

 

No Longer 

I walk slowly down the well-trodden path 

A memory, long ago, the ghost of a laugh 

I slow to a stop, do I want to remember? 

The memories, the pain of that dreadful November 

I stare through the window, the insides bare 

Burnt out remains only sit there 

My hand reaches out to the old withered door 

The familiar greeting gone evermore 

I glance at the windows now smoky and grey 

How much longer can I bear to stay? 

The pain of the memories as strong as before 

L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ƛǘΣ ƴƻǘ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ 

Alex Wellings Y8  
Meadowhead 
 

 

My hows 

I live in a Boo and wit hows I lov my tedees in my Bedroom my fafoot is tootl. 

 

Eoin aged 4 

Abbey Lane 
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Houses and homes 

 

There it stood all alone                                                                           made of cold wood and 

stone                                                                                                                     Plain white walls as 

bland as can be                                                                                                     and long laced 

curtains as blue as the sea                                                                                    All the rooms                                                                                                                                           

dark and lifeless                                                                                                                                    

Not a single spot of brightness                                                                                                                    

All the windows broke and dusty                                                                                                                                       

ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘŀǇǎ ŀǊŜ Ǌǳǎǘȅ                                                                                                                                                                                                 

This solemn house will stand alone                                                                                                              

Until a family                                                                                                                                                             

sought to own                                                                                                                                          

and make this poor old house                                                                                                                  

a home. 

 
Alisha Watkinson Y8  
Meadowhead 
 

 

My Home 

My home is cosy and warm 

And it's very special to me 

My home is beautiful 

My mummy painted the walls all nice and bright 

My lovely bed has soft sheets and a fluffy pillow 

My family keep me safe in my home 

And when I'm at home, I'm happy 

 
Amelie Hanson Y1 
Woodseats Primary 
 
 
 
My home smells like strawbry candles 
My home feels like fluffy teddis. 
My home looks like a casel. 
My home sounds noisy because we are always bizy. 
My home tastes like ice cream. 
 
Maddie Y1 
Abbey Lane  
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Can you guess what I am? 
Go on, guess, 
Alright, alright, 
LΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΣ ōǳǘ LΩƭƭ ƻƴƭȅ ƎƛǾŜ you a clue, 
I can be anything if you think about it, 
A river, a lake, a city, a burrow, 
I make people feel safe when they are with me, 
Some people even chase after me,  
I at least belong to every living thing, 
I am even a part of the world we live in, 
Have you guessed what I am yet?  
I am a house, a home, 
I am anything that comforts you and 
Keeps you safe. 
Ben Newbould Y8 
Meadowhead 

 

Perfect Christmas 

It was Christmas, the house was beautifully lit 

from tower to cellar with luminous spheres of 

blues and reds and greens and yellows. The 

chimneys spluttered as great clouds of grey 

smoke exploded from the chimneys mouth. 

The sky was a dark blue, sprinkled with 

dazzling specks of crystalized matter. The 

floor was coated with gleaming white snow. 

The lane was bordered on the left by a tall 

green wall twisting and towering above the 

city. The street was filled with hope and 

cheer.  

You could hear the ear pounding screams and 

ŎƘŜŜǊǎ ŦǊƻƳ aǊǎ !ƭŘƎǊŜŜƴΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ǎƘŜ Ƴǳǎǘ 

have been watching the Christmas special of 

pointless and countdown. Mrs Aldgreen, who 

would soon be joining us for dinner, was a 

kind old lady. She was very welcoming and 

seemed to the typical elderly resident.  

I slowly started to walk towards the brown 

oak door, the snow crunch beneath my feet. I 

turned and reached the cold metal handle. 

The door slowly opened and I was greeted 

with a warming smile. I carefully stepped 

inside and strolled down the hallway. It smelt 

of clementine and anise. It was warm and 

comforting. I soon entered the kitchen the 

smell of Christmas dinner lingered in the air. 

My mother was removing the vegetable from 

the pots and was placing them into the 

elegant Christmas crockery. Much to my 

surprise I had walked into an extremely 

competitive game of charades. Everyone was 

screaming at my brother James, but there was 

still no sign of Mrs Aldgreen.  

Mother soon called to the table we all 

carefully found our place at the table and 

prepared our self for a feast. The table was 

laid with gold and crimson ribbons with a 

white lace table cloth. The Christmas 

tableware was filled with steaming carrots, 

potatoes and the dread Brussel sprouts. But 

Mrs Aldgreen was still nowhere to be seen.  

I asked my mother where she was and she 

ƎŜƴǘƭȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ άǎƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ƧƻƛƴƛƴƎ ǳǎ ǎƻƻƴέΦ aȅ 

mother and my brother scattered away into 

the kitchen as we marvelled the luxurious 

feast that lay before us. My mother soon 

arrived carrying a large shine silver platter. I 

could feel the saliva building up in my mouth. 

She carefully placed the domed platter onto 

the table. She elegantly lifted the lid and there 

steaming away dressed to perfection was Mrs 

Aldgreen.  

Dinner is served.  

Lizzie Brady Y9 
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Meadowhead 

My name is Margret. Me and husband Albert are going on holiday next week, we are very 

ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ƻƴ ŀ ǇǊƻǇer holidays since 2 years ago when we went away with 

our grandchildren. It can be quite hard for us to find places to go, because not many houses 

have some sort of stair lift for me to use. I am in a wheelchair as I seriously injured my leg 

when I was a young child on holiday. 

I had a horrible dream last night. The dream was, that me and Albert were on our way to the 

cottage in the countryside we are going to. When we got to the house I thought I slightly 

ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛǎŜŘ ƛǘ ōǳǘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŦǊƻƳΦ !ƭōŜǊǘ Ǉushed me in the door and we looked 

around the room. 

Suddenly I felt sick and I remembered where I recognised the house from. Memorise were 

flooding back to me. Bad ones. Ones I had tried to forget. I turned my head to the right and I 

saw the stairs. These were the stairs I fell down and permanently broke my leg. We went 

into the kitchen and, while shaking, I told Robert that this was the house. But while we were 

mid conversation, his face started to change. A few seconds later his face and cloths had 

compleǘŜƭȅ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǿŜŀǊ ŀ ŘƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ǳƴƛŦƻǊƳΦ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜȅŜ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜŘ 

who he was. Albert had turned into the doctor who had told me that I could never walk 

again. And then, I suddenly woke up. I knew it was real and I knew the house we had 

booƪŜŘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ .ǳǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ƛƭƭ ŎƘŜŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ 

Anna Walker Y8 
Meadowhead 
 

 

Atop a hill  
In a small town called Blackwind, on top of a hill, ǎƛǘǎ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ǘhe light 
of day in many years. The only thing in that house is a lonely old man and all of his stories, 
which will soon be gone forever. 
 
On a terrible ƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅ ǎƘƻǘ ƻǳǘ ƻƴŜ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ōƻƭǘ ƘƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƭƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƻƴ 
fire as fast as a match spreading top to bottom, room to room in a matter of seconds.  He 
had no chance of getting out, so he sat in his bed thinking of the family he is going to get to 
see and the things he is going to tell them. 
 
The next day the sun was brighter than ever. It gleamed where the house used to stand but 
now the only thing there was rubble and dust as all his stories and memories are gone 
because the one place he felt relaxed and safe lied to him.               
 
Oliver Slack Y10 
Meadowhead 
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Houses and Homes 
A closed door, a dark window, a cold breeze, 
An unwelcoming atmosphere. 
Creaky floors, dull emotions, sadness, 
Throughout my childhood. 
Dreams of laughter, happiness 
Love and excitement, 
But they were just dreams to me. 
 
Lexie Keeton Y9 
Meadowhead 
 

 

My dream house is small but very long it has gaurds to shoot baddies. It has cameras so I 

can see if bergulars are trying to steal money.  

Alexander Y1 
Abbey Lane 
 

 
Somewhere 
Somewhere we start and end each day, our favourite place, 
Somewhere we come to laugh, to cry, 
Somewhere filled with every emotion possible, hugs and kisses, 
Somewhere we share with one another, 
Somewhere we feel comfort and warmth,  
Somewhere we start and end each journey, 
Somewhere that never fails to make us smile, 
Somewhere funny yet respected, 
Somewhere we spread love and care, 
{ƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ 
Somewhere we call HOME. 
 
Chloe Myers Y8 
Meadowhead 
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I Guess 
Is home a place or is it a concept? 
Can it change or is it set in concrete? 
L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ 
L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜ 
I guess that for you to see yourself  
And look inside 
 
Is your house just some walls? 
Or is it where your pounding heart calls. 
Is it the place you dread coming back to? 
Or is it where your family have come to 
love you. 
L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ 
L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜ 
I guess that for you to see yourself  
And look inside 
 
Is your house well kept? 
Is your house tidy and swept? 
Or has the table grown mould.  
Is your bed made, clean and inviting? 
Or are you just dragging yourself out to 
keep on fighting. 
L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ 
L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜ 
I guess that for you to see yourself  
And look inside 
 
Do you have a home, not a house, a 
home? 
Is your home a house with a garden 
gnome? 
Or is a thought, a fantasy, a dime 
Or has it been in front of you all this time. 
 L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ 
L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜ 
I guess that for you to see yourself  
And look inside 
 
Home for me is where I feel safe 
Where my family lives 
Home is a sanctuary 
Home is where my feelings flow freely 
 
Izzy Smith Y10 
Meadowhead 

 
Alone no more 

She always waits for me at the window 

And lets out a slight ΨǿƻƻŦȫ ŀǎ L ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘ 
As it is her favourite time of day  
Maybe because she gets a pat and a 
stroke  
 
But whatever it is, it sure fills her with joy 
As she could run for hours with her special 
toy 
And every time I see her face it reminds 
ƳŜ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ƴƻ bloke 
!ƭƭ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳŀƴΩǎ 
best friend it is no joke 
 
My house can get a tiny bit messy, but I 
ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴ 
Sometimes not even about the muddy 
carpet stains 
L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎǘǊŜǎǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ Ƙƻǿ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘ L ŀƳ ǘƻ 
see her at night 
LΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǎƘƻŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ǎŀǘ 
waiting for a play fight 
 
.ǳǘ LΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊ ƭŀǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜΩƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŀ 
paw  
IƻǿŜǾŜǊ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǎƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜ 
waiting for me at the door 
 {ƻ ǿŜΩƭƭ Ǉƭŀȅ ŦƻǊ ŀ ōƛǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ 
!ƴŘ ǎƘŜΩƭƭ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ƛƴ ƎǊǳƳǇƛƭȅ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ 
ΨŦƛƴŜΩ 
 
WhatΩǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜΣ ƳŜ ƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ 
right here is home 
{ƻ ǎǘŜǇ ŀǎƛŘŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ 
filled with garden gnomes 
Just a furry friend, with no high street 
trend 
!ƴŘ ŀ ƭƻǾŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǳƴōǊŜŀƪŀōƭŜΣ ǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƻŦŦ 
with a friendship unmistakable 
 
Isobel Church Y8 
Meadowhead 



46 
 

My home smells like sasagis. 
My home looks like a cyoob with a piramid on top. 
My home sounds like a crowd cheering. 
My home fels like a very smooth brick. 
My home tastes like strorberries very sweet and they also taste very good. 
 
Maya Y1 
Abbey Lane Primary School  

 

This house will no longer be my home. This family will no longer see me each and every day. This 

town would no longer be where I live. This is where I move on. I get on a plane and go to the other 

side of the world, far far away from everything and everyonŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǇŀǎǘΦ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ 

ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳŜǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ {ƛǘ ƛƴ ŀ ŎƭŀǎǎǊƻƻƳ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ 9ŀǘ 

ŘƛƴƴŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŜŀǘŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ aȅ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƭƛŦŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǘƛǇǇŜŘ ǳǇǎƛŘŜ ŘƻǿƴΣ ǘƻǊƴ 

ŀǇŀǊǘΦ LΩǾŜ ŦŜƭǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŜƳƻǘƛon possƛōƭŜΦ aȅ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳ ŘƻƻǊ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŎǊŜŀk every time I close it. My fridge 

ǿƻƴΩǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎƳŜƭƭ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŦǘ ƻǾŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀƭ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

ŘƛƴƛƴƎ ǘŀōƭŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ƴƻƛǎŜ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǘƛƳŜ L ƳƻǾŜΦ aȅ ŘƻƎ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŀǊƪΦ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ to go on day 

outs and hikes with my family. For a long, long time I will not be able to do anything I have ever done 

in my past. 

My first word, my first time on my feet, my first time reading and writing. Memories creep up on me 

as I walk around the house collecting my belongings. I remember my first time climbing up the stairs 

ŀǎ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅ ǎƻ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƻŦ ƳŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǎǘŜǇΣ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŜǾŜƴ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊΦ LΩƳ 

now looking around at the pictures of me with only two teeth, or very little hair. LΩǾŜ ƭŜŀǊƴǘ 

ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΦ CǊƻƳ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎΣ ǘƻ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ŀ ōƛƪŜΣ ǘƻ ōŜƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƻǇ ǎŜǘ ǎŎƛŜƴŎŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ 

living in somewhere completely different, until the time comes. Never in a million years would I have 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊŜΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻǳǎŜΤ ƛǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ŦŜŜƭǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΩǎ ŦƻǊ ƭƛŦŜΦ  

My pictures are off the walls, my clothes are all folded up, my drawers are all packed up. Nothing 

will ever compare to that feel of emptiness. An unimaginable amount of cardboard boxes, filled to 

ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǊŀƴŘƻƳ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ 

ŀ ƘǳƎŜ ǊŜƎǊŜǘ ƛŦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢ƘǊƻǿƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǎƘƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŦƛǘǘŜŘ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ ōǳǘ 

never felt like throwing them away. All my school books, old jewellery, old clothes. Things that could 

never be replaced. Memories just flowing out like a waterfall.  

L ƘŀǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƴŜǿ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ LΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ŀƭƭ L ŜǾŜǊ ƴŜŜŘŜŘΦ Lǘ 

ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ L ōŜǘ ƛǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŦƻǊ ŀnother couple of months. Freezing cold, not one bit of it feels 

ƭƛƪŜ ƘƻƳŜΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀ ƘƻƳŜΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ aȅ ƘƻƳŜ ƛǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ Ƴȅ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ŀǊŜΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŎƻǎȅΣ 

no matter the weather; where everyone has a smile on their face. The easiest hello and hardest 

goodbye. 

That house would no longer be my home. 

Daisy Deakin Y8 
Meadowhead 
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Coming Home 
LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ 
¢Ƙŀǘ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘ 
LΩƳ ƛƴ ƭƛǘŜǊŀƭ ƘŜƭƭ 
So you can be in heaven 
 
They say home is where the heart is 
And now I understand why 
I put my life on the line for you 
And it definitely paid off 
 
L ŎŀƴΩǘ ŜǎŎŀǇŜ ŘŜŀǘƘ ƴƻǿ 
I can see my whole life  
Flashing before my eyes 
The beautiful memories 
DƻƛƴƎΣ ƎƻƛƴƎΧ 
To black 
 
I love you Mum and Dad 
And my loving wife 
My beautiful son and daughter 
And of course my best brother 
I just want to say  
I love you  
 .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘ 
 
Joseph Epworth Y8 
Meadowhead 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Are houses and homes the same? 
House and homes are they the same? 
Yes, no; does anyone know? 
¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜǎ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ 
concept is the same, 
Four brick walls and a roof on top, 
But is that where the similarities end? 
 
Houses are empty and have no creativity, 
¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅΩre 
supposed to be scary, 
.ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƛƭƭȅΦ 
¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ 
have to care for anyone. 
 
Home are full and have lots of creativity, 
¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƭƻǘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅΩre never 
scary, 
Which is obvious really. 
They have lots of personality and they 
have to care for everyone 
 
Homes and house are still judged the 
same though, 
They are judged by how big they are, 
What type they are,  
How tall they are, 
And where they are. 
But something else gets judged like that 
too; 
Us, 
 
We are judged this way by how big we 
are, 
Or by what type we are 
Or how tall we are 
Or by where we are, 
And then we get labelled like house and 
homes too, 
By money. 
 
{ƻ ƭŜǘΩǎ ǎǘƻǇ ƧǳŘƎƛƴƎ ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƻōƧŜŎǘǎ 
and stop judging all together. 
 
Sam Wooldridge Y10 
Meadowhead 
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My garden 

At my haws I hav a litl garden. my litl swig is the bet bit. I platd snowdops with my Daddy. 

Orla aged 5  

Abbey Lane 

 

 

Your Home 

A home is a place where we feel safe, where we go back to when we leave. It is a place 

people remember even if abandoned or rejected. You may hate your home, a place you 

never want to go back to because of the time you spent their, but everyone has a place they 

want to go to. Your home may not be walls but the people who were with you in there with 

you as a child. A cottage, a mansion, a flat anything. Home is what you make of it. Home is 

where the heart is. 

Leon Woolen Y8 

Meadowhead 

 

 

Now I am filled with joy 
First I was nothing, not even wooden sticks,  
L ƪƴŜǿ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ōǳƛƭǘ ƻŦ ōǊƛŎƪǎΣ 
Just a lonely log cabin in the middle of nowhere, 
L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊΣ L ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ŎŀǊŜΣ 
Then I was attached to another tree, 
Thought that would bring joy to me, 
I was not right, 
My life was never bright, 
9ǾŜǊȅ ƻǿƴŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǘǊƻƴƎΣ 
On the I knew they were wrong, 
Then I found my heart, my soul, Roy, 
Now I am filled with Joy, 
Whenever he leaves to collect stone, 
I feel abandoned alone, 
 Even if the owner is out to collect thatch, 
I know his heart is always attached, 
Now I dance with love and joy, 
All because of that little boy. 
 
Haniya Y5 
Abbey Lane 
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Goodbye 

I opened up my heart to you, 

Like the door to my childhood home 

I let down my guard for you, 

And your familiar tone 

Yet you shattered my castle walls 

Upon the place I once called home 

 

You came into my life, 

Only to walk out and leave me with strife 

!ƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩŘ ƭŜŦǘΣ 

L ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŦƛȄ ǘƘŜ ŜƳǇǘƛƴŜǎǎ L ŦŜƭǘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŎƘŜǎǘ 

 

¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ Ƴȅ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘΣ Ƴȅ ǎŀǾƛƻǳǊΣ Ƴȅ ƘƻƳŜΧ 

!ƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩŘ ƎƻƴŜΣ L ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ  

 

Lily Rodgers Y9 
Meadowhead 

 

 
 
The cloud with a silver lining                       
There I was in the endless black of the forest. Blasted, twisted trees unrecognisable. 
Walking, no, staggering through the mist, its icy tendrils fumbling for a grip. I stumbled, mud 
splattering in my face. 
 
Then, there it nestled, a peculiar house. I padded forward. There stood a door, a crooked 
door, covered in flaking paint and mould creeping in at the corners. I pulled the handle and 
the door fell apart revealing a cosy hallway. A shudder of cold hits me. It beckons me in. At 
the end of the hallway was an open door. TƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊǿŀȅ L Ǌŀƴ Χ 
 
Now I found myself in an enormous library with cosy chairs and a carpet deep enough for 
my bare frozen feet to sink in. Two cats came purring up to me, one white one black . 
 
I chose a book and settled into my new home . 
 
Grace Rowland Y6 
Woodseats  
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Broken home 

My home is empty, 

The furniture dead, 

I still remember when you said, 

άIƻƳŜ ƛǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƛǎέΦ 

But now that you have gone, 

¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǘǊǳŜΣ 

aȅ ƘŜŀǊǘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩŘ ǿƻƴΣ 

Is still with you. 

Now you have gone, 

I feel lost, 

The shadows you have cast, 

Are drowning me. 

The rain outside, 

Reflects my mood, 

I feel lonely, sad, depressed, 

YƴƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŜƴŘΣ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ȅƻǳ 

What have you done? 

I had hopes and dreams,  

You have ripped at the seams. 

Wishes and needs, 

All those good deeds. 

I had a happy home, 

I was an innocent child, 

But what am I now? 

I am lost. 

Anonymous 
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My home poem  

Homes always there for me, 

LǘΩǎ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ L Ŏŀƴ ōŜΣ 

Where I can sleep away from,  

The things that really bother me, 

 Feeling secure at home is, 

Far from where people moan. 

 

Every street has a home,   

And every home has a heart, 

Wherever I roam, 

I always end up back at home,  

From the hot summers in Spain, 

To the pouring English rain. 

 

In through the small, specked window , 

Shines the moon,   

Onto my book about a witch and her 

broom, 

LΩƳ ǎƴǳƎƎƭŜŘ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƴȅ ǿŀǊƳ covers, 

With squared patterns on them, 

I feel safe in my cosy comfy bedroom. 

 

Myles Y4 

Abbey Lane 

 

 

 

 

 

Homes 

Hollering from my window, nobody here 

to help. 

Opening my eyes to the smell of smoke 

and the sight of flames. 

Upwards the blackening smoke goes. 

Severe flames engulfing the tower block. 

Engulfed, the smoke choked me.    

 

Fǳƴ ƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

I look and I pray to see another day. 

Ringing, the sound of sirens in my ear. 

Eventually rescued, rescued and freed 

from fire. 

 

James White Y8 

Meadowhead 

 

I ǿƻƴŘŜǊΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ŀ ƘƻǳǎŜΚ ²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŜ Ǝƻ ƻƴ ŀ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǿƘŀǘ ƘƻǳǎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƘƻƳŜǎ 

ŀǊŜΚ /ƻƳŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƴΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƎƻΗ 

What is a house? 

A house is somewhere you live but other people could live there too. Whether it is big or 

small, then it will still be your house. It could even be a tree house!!In Sweden, the houses 

are just like in England. In some tribal countries the houses are small and dull. In America 

you have a high chance of living in a block of flats! 

²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƳŀƪŜǎ ŀ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŀ ƘƻƳŜΚ 

Your house is only a home because it has something that you love in it! It could be a pet, 

family, a teddy, toy, sweets or food! 

 

Mia Moor Y4 

Woodseats 
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5ǊƛǇΧ5ǊƛǇΧ5ǊƛǇΧ 

¢ƘŜ ǎƻŦǘΣ ǎƛƭƪȅ ǘƻǳŎƘŜǎ ƻŦ ǿŀǘŜǊ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀƪŜ ƳŜ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ LǘΩǎ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŎƻƳƳƻƴ 

now, even thƻǳƎƘ L ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǇǊŜǾŜƴǘ ƛǘΦ LǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŦƛƴŘǎ ƳŜΣ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ǊƻǳǎƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǘƻ 

consciousness. 

I sit back on the bed, staring aimlessly at the window. I take note of the sea, high, wavy and majestic, 

with the waves hitting each other like children in a playground. I see the bright sun, hear the chirping 

ƻŦ ōƛǊŘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƳŀǊǾŜƭ ǘƘŜ ǇŜŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǉǳƛŜǘ ƻŦ ƴŀǘǳǊŜ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊΦ L ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ 

playing in the garden without a care in the world.  

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǳƴŘŜǊ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŎǊŀŎƪƭƛƴƎΧ 

There went my peaceful reverie, replaced by the cruel, unrelenting reality. Harsh winds hit the 

ǿƛƴŘƻǿǎΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ōŜƛƴƎ ƘŜƭŘ ōŀŎƪ ōȅ ǘƛƎƘǘ ǊŜƛƴǎΣ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŜǎŎŀǇŜΧ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ 

breaking apart, rattled and reduced to fragments, crying and trembling. 

I finally get out of bed 

/ǊŜŀƪΧ/ǊŜŀƪΧ/ǊŜŀƪΧ 

The age-old floor complains from beneath my feet, making ominous sounds as I make my way out of 

the room and into the balcony. 

LΩƳ ŘǊŜƴŎƘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ǎŜŎƻƴŘǎΣ ōǳǘ L ŦŜŜƭ ŀƭƛǾŜΦ  

I can finally breathe when I feel the cold ŀƛǊ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƳŜΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŦŜŜƭ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ L ǿŀǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΧ 

! ǎƳŀƭƭ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭ ƛǎ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΣ ōŜŀƳƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ƛǎ Ǉǳǘ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ 

immediately sprints to the house, talking in the shiny floors and the high ceilings, the swing in the 

garden and the promise of fun. 

¢ƘŜǎŜ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎ ŀƭƭ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŎǊǳƳōƭŜ ŀǎ ƳƻǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ Ǌŀƛƴ ŦŜƭƭ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜΧ 

Cracked walls, dusty floors, rain dripping from the roof, a forgotten, broken swing, empty promises, 

ƘŜŀǾȅ ƭƛŜǎΣ ǎŎǊŜŀƳǎ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǎǇǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƻōǎΧ 

IǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŀǇǇƛƴŜǎǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŜȄƛǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ 

 Ψaȅ ŘǊŜŀƳǎ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ŀǎ ŎƻƭƻǳǊŦǳƭ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜΦ 

aȅ ƘƻǇŜǎ ƴƻǘ ŀǎ ōǊƛƎƘǘΧ 

My home is not as welcoming 

aȅ ŎƘƛƭŘƘƻƻŘ ƛǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǎƛƎƘǘΧΩ 

Each day  that I grow older, I notice more cunning lies, meet more deceitful people, find more 

fissures that made up the foundations of my home, comfort and innocence...The home that kept me 

safe, contained me, made me believe everything will be alright. 

 

And every single day, without me controlling it, another wall will start to crumble, more rain will drip 

from my bedroom ceiling, waking me up and showing me the darkness of the world around me. 

¢ƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ Ŧŀƭƭǎ ŀǇŀǊǘΣ ŀƴŘ L Ŧŀƭƭ ŀǇŀǊǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΧ 
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My one sense of comfort, my dearest enemy. My escape from the world, my safety blanket, my 

handcuffs and my prison. 

Today is the day I leave you behind. Your memories and terrors will forever haunt my mind. You will 

ƴŜǾŜǊ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƳŜ ŀƭƻƴŜΣ ōǳǘ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƛǎ ƭŀǎǘ ŦŀǊŜǿŜƭƭΣ L Ŏŀƴ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƎƻΧ 

άIt was the first fissure in the columns that had upheld my childhood, which every individual must 

ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦέ 

 

φ Hermann Hesse, Demian. 

Sarah Abdelmaksoud Y10 

Meadowhead 

 

 

Just another building 

¢ƘŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ LΩǾŜ ǎǇŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǿŀƭƭǎ 

I love how we made it a home 

5ƻƴΩǘ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ 

Now as I stand in this empty building 

A new one, a cold one, with an empty feeling 

The plaster being stripped, the ceilings being 

painted 

I cry and weep but my parents are elated 

I miss my sofa 

I miss my bed 

I miss the memories 

¢ƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ 

LΩƳ ǘƻƭŘ ƛǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻƭŘ ōǊƛŎƪ 

But I remember dancing in the kitchen 

While my dad takes the mick 

I long for the past garden 

The flowers, the leaves 

aǳƳΧ 5ŀŘ  

²ƘȅΩŘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜΚ 

 

Mia McNally Y8 

Meadowhead 

 

 

 

Home 

A home is more than a place to live. 

It is more than a roof over our head. 

A home is a sanctuary that we carry with us, 

no matter where we are, 

a haven that we keep close to us no matter 

how far from our residence, 

a place that we never lose wherever we come 

from or wherever we go. 

A home is not a house. 

A house is temporary, a home will last 

forever. 

You may move house, but a home will stay 

the same. 

A house is built with bricks and cement, but a 

home is built with our memories 

! ƘƻǳǎŜΩǎ ǿŀƭƭǎ Ƴŀȅ ŎǊǳƳōƭŜ ŀnd its interior 

may fall apart, but nothing, nothing can take 

away a home. 

 

! ƘƻƳŜΩǎ ǿŀƭƭǎ ŀǊŜ ƛƳǇŀǎǎŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƛǘǎ 

contents invaluable. 

For a home is not where we are 

It is who we are 

 

Gabriel Tatton Y10 

Meadowhead 
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Who lives in a house like this? 

As I look through the keyhole, there is a rusty old car that could move by itself and even fly! 

Inside, is a huge, hideous door that is ebony black. As soon I enter, I see a posh table and 

fancy drinks ς so this is someone who likes to entertain a large number of guests. On the 

sideboard, a stray piece of ornate wood lies by itself ς what could this be used for (waves it 

around and sparks fly!) Also, there is a lovely blood red carpet. Upstairs, there is a collection 

of fancy picture frames (that can move and talk to one another) and lots of bed rooms and 

ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎ ƘŀƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳǎΦ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘƛǎΚ Lǘ ŀǇǇŜŀǊǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǘȅǇŜ ƻŦ ǎǿŜŜǘ 

that can talk! Walking out into the large, back garden, there is a forest and small rocks and a 

water fountain. 

{ƻ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǳŘƛƻΧǿƘƻ ƭƛǾŜǎ ƛƴ ŀ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΚ 

Answer: Harry Potter at Hogwarts 

Ibraheem Y4  

Abbey Lane 

 
 
 

The memories 

I can still hear the screams of men inside my head; screaming as if their worst nightmares 

are in their soul, controlling them, killing them. I can still taste the bitterness on my lips and 

the smell of fear haunting me as days go by .The butterflies in my stomach, adrenaline in my 

nerves as I walk across my neighbourhood road. I think I can smell the aroma ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƳǳƳΩǎ 

ŎƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭǳǎŎƛƻǳǎ ǎǿŜŜǘƴŜǎǎ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ǇŜǊŦǳƳŜ ŘǊƻǿƴƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƴƻǎŜΦ 

I close my eyes and follow my senses, but my senses see death upon me. I sense the heart 

ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƳǳƳΣ ƛǘΩǎ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǊƛǾŜǊǎ ǎǇǊƛƴǘƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ŦǊom her eyes. I 

start to run as fast I can with the wind racing past me and whistling through the trees. I stop. 

My hand slowly trembles to the door, I raise my hand to the handle of my house. Emotions, 

memories rushing around my mind as I open my home, my home. My feet are stuck on the 

ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŀǎ LŦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜΦ L ǎŜŜ Ƴȅ ƳǳƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ŀǇŀǊǘ L ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ōǳǘ ƴƻ 

words.my mum looks at me and starts to walk towards the door. She drives her hand closer 

and closer and shuts the door right on me as iŦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ ²ŀƛǘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ L 

ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǳǊƘƻƻŘΦ {ƻǊǊƻǿ Ǌǳƴǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƴȅ ǾŜƛƴs, I am gone and gone for 

ever. 

 

Khalid Edwards Y8 

Meadowhead 
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The sturdy oak door creaked open, its handle long gone and the glossy black paint that once 

made it look elegant and stylish was now chipped and faded. Inside, plants and countless 

species of animals had taken over, leaving the once extravagant looking staircase barely 

recognizable. Expensive looking furniture sat there, abandoned by their owners and slowly 

being consumed by vines and other sinister looking plants. Doors lay on the glass covered 

floor as though they were ripped clean off their hinges by an animal maybe or maybe even 

by a person, desperate to escape from something get out of that house to safety. 

¦ƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎΦ  

Dark corridors led away from the safety of the forest and into the unknown. Darkness that 

could either keep a person from danger or hide a unseen entity in its shadows. Walking 

along one of the uninviting passages you notice a warm looking glow in the distance. At first 

you feel safe, maybe whoever is in the room could keep you safe. However as you slowly 

approach the doorway you begin to feel uneasy. It starts in the pit of your stomach then 

spreads as you slowly creep towards the room. Then your whole body is begging you to turn 

and run for your life to avoid whatever unholy entity lays in wait for you inside. But against 

your better judgement you ignore it and place your hand on the doorframe. Your heart is 

ǇƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƘŜǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΩǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿŀǊƴ ȅƻǳ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƴƎŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǿŀƛǘǎ ȅƻǳΦ  

Slowly you look inside the room, first at the wall furthest away then at the floor. It looks safe 

so you step inside. You let yourself relax as your heart beat returns to normal. Its fine, 

ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎŀŦŜΦ  

Suddenly you feel a sharp pain in your back then something forces you to the floor like a 

hammer smashing a brick into a million pieces. Pain takes over your whole body and the 

room starts to fade, you really should have checked behind you.  

Tommy Brookes Y10 

Meadowhead 
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Cracks 
Glass lay shattered across the floor, 
Windowpanes cracked, 
Photo frames meet the ground, 
Moss clambers up the secret ridden walls, 
Scratches turn to cracks, 
Cracks begin to split, 
Distancing far from the once perfect 
house 
 
Onlookers would not notice, 
For you could stand in the rubble and see 
a palace, 
The windows were not smashed with 
stones, but with harsh words thrown 
around like a child with a yo-yo 
 
The broken house would lay to rest, 
With no attendees to watch, 
With an exception of the 2 foot tall 
aftermath of a perfect home, 
Now turned to stone, 
Frozen in the moment 
Was the broken house 
 
Home is where the heart is, 
What do we say about a broken heart? 
An almond sized heart, 
Clasping onto what was left, 
Split between two houses 
 
For this was not a broken house, but a 
demolished home 
 
Katia Feetham Nixon Y8 
Meadowhead 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

What home should be for me? 

Home for me should be relaxing. 

.ǳǘ ƛǎƴΩǘΦ 

Home for me should be sat having a cup 

of tea with my family. 

.ǳǘ ƛǘ ƛǎƴΩǘΦ 

What is home? 

Home should be peace and having fun 

with the family as you grow up 

But home for me is like a virus spreading 

for miles around, 

My home is like a war ground as you 

witness guns and bombs doing what they 

were made to do. 

My home is full of nasty comments, 

shouting, a marriage soon to be and a lot 

of tears, 

My comfort zone for me is round next 

door with the people who make me feel 

ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ƘƻƳŜ. 

Why, why, why? 

What is a proper home? 

Home for me can be different ōǳǘ ƛǘ ƛǎƴΩǘΣ 

LǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ not my cup of tea. 

 

Ruby Fisher Y8 

Meadowhead 
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Home is where happy times take place, 

It takes us through the saddest of times,   

Home is where we have warmth and happiness, 

But home would be nothing without people to meet and greet, 

And love, 

Then there would nothing on the inside, 

Or the outside, 

If you have a bigger, colossal home no need to tease, 

Because the real thing that fuels the home is the people we love, 

Joyful fun and amazing games also take place, 

But the reason why I love my home is because, 

I can spend  my time with the people I care for most. 

 

Max Y4 

Abbey Lane 

 

 

 

L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ Ƴȅ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ƻƭŘ 

Its colours are dull and full of mould 

Lǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƭƻƻƪǎ ǳƴƘŀǇǇȅ ŀƴŘ LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ 

seen it smile  

It just sits there on the ground and does 

nothing for a while 

So every day I close my eyes  

¢ƻ ŀ ƳŀƎƛŎŀƭ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ 

My house is amazing in this place 

So let me tell you how it is so ace: 

LǘΩǎ ōƛƎ ŀƴŘ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎΚ  

LǘΩǎ ōŜŀƳƛƴƎ ǎƳƛƭŜ ƭƛƎƘǘǎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ 

With its city view and sunset sky 

This magnificent view is not a lie 

Or is it? ... 

Is it sunset or is it fire? 

It starts to get hot as the flames rose 

higher 

I taste the smoke as it chokes me tight 

And the fire starts to spread at the speed 

of light  

The house had turned black with a 

splutter and a cough 

And it was now small, as half was burnt 

off 

Lƴ Ƴȅ ŘǊŜŀƳƭŀƴŘ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ Ƴȅ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

there  

And the ground was left completely bare 

All that was left was a small burnt tree 

{ƻ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ L Ǝƻǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǊŜŀƭƛǘȅ 

I open my eyes and I can see 

A wonderful house waiting for me 

None of its burnt and none of its black 

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ǇƛƭŜǎ ƻŦ ŀǎƘ ŀƴŘ Řǳǎǘ ƻƴ ƛǘǎ 

back 

I start to smile and my house does too  

 

After all this time I like what I see 

I love my house, and my house loves me. 

 

Joanna Bird Y8 

Meadowhead 
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Happy peepul in our home 
Our homes keep us sayf. 
My mum bakes me a cake. 
Evereeone needs a home. 
 
Reuben Y1 
Abbey Lane  
 

Belonging          

The hallway smelt of acid and burning wood. The mantle piece was on fire and the flames 

were spreading to the door! My mum and sister had already fled and even though I tried my 

hardest to smother the flames, they just kept coming! I ran out of the house to watch the 

ƻƴƭȅ ƘƻƳŜ LΩŘ ŜǾŜǊ ƪƴƻǿƴ ōǳǊƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜƭƻƴƎŜŘ ƛƴ ƛǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ L ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ 

for certain. 

 In the days that followed, I eventually found my family but not a place that I felt I fitted 

into. 

 The search went on for days, weeks. I lost count in the end.  Friends put us up and, luckily, 

they understood that we had to move on in time. I missed my home more than anything, 

the porcelain vase on the kitchen table, the stained glass window in the living room, 

everything I loved. Gone, burnt. My life was a blur, smudged at the corners. Would I ever 

find my place in life?                                                                                              

I searched many cities and towns and FINALLY I found one that felt right. Derbyshire was the 

place, I just knew it!  In the city there was a town called Dronfield and in that town there was 

a terrace. A house stood at the very end and as I peered into the gloom, I saw a perfect spot 

on the kitchen table for a porcelain vase, a missing window pane fit for a stained glass 

window and the further I looked, the more the building felt like home. Entering my new 

home, I felt a wave of joyfulness wash over me. I welcomed my family in by confessing that I 

ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜǎƘƻƭŘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŦƻǊ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ 

as I lived!  

 Years have gone now and my house is rather different with a blue guest room and the living 

ǊƻƻƳ ƛǎ ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ Řǳƭƭ ƎǊŜŜƴ ōǳǘ ŀ ŎŀƭƳ ǇǳǊǇƭŜΦ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭƻǾŜ Ƴȅ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ LΩǾŜ ǎǇŜƴǘ Ƴŀƴȅ ŀ 

happy day playing with my sister in the garden or kitchen. This happiness hangs in the air 

like rays of sunlight enveloping you. I hope whoever inherits my house will care for it as I do. 

Lǘ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ǇǊƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ Ƨƻȅ ŀƴŘ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƛǘ ŀƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅΦ Lǘ ƪŜŜǇǎ ƳŜ ǳǇ ƻƴ Ǌŀƛƴȅ Řŀȅǎ ŀƴŘ 

ƛǘ ŦŜŜƭǎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΣ ǿƘŜƴ LΩƳ ŘƻǿƴΦ LǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǎƻǳƭΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ŜǾŜǊ ƳƻǊŜΣ 

lives within the boarders.   

I have to move on, my house.     

Lucy Rundell Y5 

Bradway School 
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Left behind- 

Why did you leave home? 

Why did you go so soon? 

Your books are dusty 

And your curtains are closed. 

L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ŘƻΦ 

 

Whole rooms are empty. 

Memory boxes are left untouched. 

Your family is scared to open them. 

They are too fearful for what will be 

released. 

 

L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ LΩƳ ŀƴƎǊȅ 

Or if I want to cry. 

aŀȅōŜ LΩƭƭ just hit the walls and scream 

and scream and scream. 

 

The bricks are full of hatred. 

The furniture is lost.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Worst of all, who are on their own,  

Is the family you left lost. 

 

Your sister stares at walls all day. 

Your mum can barely sleep. 

L ŎŀƴΩǘ imagine life without you. 

With what you left behind. 

 

I forget why you left. 

Maybe you were depressed. 

Now the sofa is torn  

And the clothes will never be worn. 

 

Why did you leave home? 

What made you do it? 

There is no help to be found 

While you are stuck underground. 

 

Anonymous 

 

 
 
¢ƻƳŀǎΩ New Home 
Through the window, he could see lush countryside. Tomas opened the window and smelt 
ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƳƻƪȅ ŀƛǊ ƛƴ [ƻƴŘƻƴΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŦǊŜǎƘ ŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōƛǊŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƛƴƎƛƴƎΦ 
Then he looked over the houses and saw the town was peaceful.  
 
Not many people lived there and Tomas didn`t have any friends. In fact, he was not allowed 

outside at all. His new home was a large cottage in a small town. Well, big compared to the 

other houses and cottages in the town, well, apart from the garden. But Tomas didn`t mind, 

the garden was lovely as was the house.    

Stephen Hodgson Y4 
Bradway Primary 
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house or a home? 

House 

Noun, plural hous-es [hous-ziz] 

1. A building in which people live; residence for human beings 

2. A household 

Home 

Noun, plural hom-es [hom-es] 

1. The place in which ones domestic affections are centred 

2. Where you made your favourite moments; where you feel most comfort and peace 

²ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƘƻǳǎŜΚ L ŀǎƪ ǘƻ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ 

I then thought about it and I was heartfelt, 

LǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǿƛƴŘƻǿǎΣ ŀ ŘƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ ƭƻŀŘǎ ƻŦ ŎŜƳŜƴǘΣ 

!ƴŘ ŀ ōǳƴŎƘ ƻŦ ōǊƛŎƪǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ōŜƴǘΣ 

LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŀ ǎŀŦŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ 

It might just be a place where you come and go, 

It might always be a mess, 

It might increase your level of stress, 

But a home... Well, a home is much different, 

No hate, no shame, no arguments, no bickering, 

You find it deep down, deep down in your heart, 

! ǇƭŀŎŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘΣ 

Home is family, friends, love, 

All the bad vibes goodness got rid of. 

 

Maisie Bonacina Y8 

Meadowhead  

 

I love my home because it cepes me safe. 

I love my home because it is cumfy. 

I love my home because I feel confident in my house. 

I love my home because it cepes me warm. 

I love my home because it cepes my family to gever. 

I love my home because it cepes me helfy. 

I love my home because it cepes me and my family happy. 

 
Talula Y1 
Abbey Lane 
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Locked Out 

Locked out, 

What could I do? 

Sit? Wait? I had no clue, 

No key, 

No way to get in, 

My head, my head, I could feel it spin. 

 

Everything I had was in that house, 

But now I felt like a helpless mouse. 

My mind was blank, 

L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪΣ 

My brain and my body were not in sync. 

 

Locked out, 

Nothing to do, 

My mind had utterly turned to goo. 

Everything I had was in that place, 

But it was so much to face. 

 

Locked 

Out 

 

Thomas Connley Y8 

Meadowhead 

 

 

 

Houses and Homes 

I blamed it on my sister. 

I blamed it on my brother. 

I blamed it on my father. 

I blamed it on my mother.  

I blamed it on grandma. 

I blamed it on grandpapa. 

I blamed it on my family.  

I blamed it on my family tree. 

It took a while before it got to me. 

I tried to deny what I had done. 

What I ƘŀŘ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀƪŜǊΩǎ ǎƻƴΦ 

On a Friday night I was on my way home. 

When I saw him walking all alone. 

As we passed the large grey lake. 

My fingers and arms began to shake. 

I went to the boy and looked him in the 

eye. 

As I pushed him in I heard his cry. 

I am not sure why I did such a thing. 

L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ L ƭƛǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘŀǘ L ŘƛŘΦ 

But now his body lies beneath. 

His flesh and bones. 

Underneath my house and home. 

 

Eleanor Dickson Y9 

Meadowhead 
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My home 

¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴǎƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǇƛƭŜ ƻŦ Řǳǎǘ ŀƴŘ ŘƛǊǘΦ aǳƳ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ 

our home. Leaving everything. I stepped into the labarinth, the dark cage, keeping me away. 

άDƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦέ aǳƳ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ L ǎŀǿ ŀ ƎŀǇΦ L ǊŀƴΣ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜ ŀƴŘ Ŧrantic to go home.  

I missed my home.  

I ran through forests, swam the seas, climbed mountains. 

Just to get home.  

 

Niyantri Trikona Y6 

Woodseats Primary School                                                                               

 

 

My Home 

To me my home is a comfort zone, 

Lǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŀƭƻƴŜΣ 

To me a home is something I cherish, 

Lǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ǇŜǊƛǎƘΣ 

To me a house is a protective home, 

Just like a protective dome, 

My house is where I live, 

LǘΩǎ ŀƭǎƻ ǾŜǊȅ ōƛƎΣ 

LΩƳ ǾŜǊȅ ƭǳŎƪȅ L ƭƛǾŜ in this home, 

LǘΩǎ ŀƭǎƻ ƳŀŘŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǎǘƻƴŜΣ 

My house is heaven, 

Just like Devon, 

My house is where I belong, 

Hopefully I will be there for long, 

My home is very great, 

I have lots of mates, 

I have a gnome, 

It lives at my home, 

!ǘ ƘƻƳŜ ƛǘΩǎ ŦǳƴΣ 

I like to play in the sun,  

I have a lot of fun, 

Playing in the sun, 

My home is very cool, 

9ǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǇƻƻƭΣ 

The roof on my house, 

At least they are not as wide as miles and miles.  

 

Oliver Lowe 

Greenhill 
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Taken 
In a small village lived a family. In the family there were two little girls who were twins. One 
was called Apple and the other was Crumble. Thrilled, delighted, jovial, the family are 
always happy at home. Apple and Crumble both went to bed at seven PM. As soon as the 
parents went to bed, they fell straight to sleep. Apple heard a noiǎŜΧǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƴŜΗ ²ƘŜƴ 
Crumble woke up, she found out that Apple was missing. 
Outside she felt as brave as a lion (however inside she felt as fearful as a mouse). Crumble 
ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ άaǳƳΣ 5ŀŘΣ !ǇǇƭŜ Ƙŀǎ ƎƻƴŜΗέ 5ŀŘ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜƳ 
search everywhere for Apple. When Apple was ready for high school, her best friend was 
/ǊǳƳōƭŜΦ hƴŜ ŘŀȅΣ /ǊǳƳōƭŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƳǳƳ ŀƴŘ ŘŀŘ ά/ŀƴ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǊƻǳƴŘΚέ  
aǳƳ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ά¸ŜǎΗ .ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƘŜǊ ƴŀƳŜΚέ 
/ǊǳƳōƭŜ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ά!ǇǇƭŜΗέ 
Apple went to their house and Mum recognised her. Then everyone was that happy that 
they cried with happiness. They lived happily ever after with their home. 
 
Isla Y3 
Greenhill 
 
 
 
Dear diary, 
Today when I woke up the witch gave me the worst surprise ever! It was disastrous! Before I 
ƪƴŜǿ ƛǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛǘŎƘ ǘǊŀǇǇŜŘ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊǎǘΣ ǘŀƭƭŜǎǘ ǘƻǿŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ LΩǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴΗ L ŦŜŜƭ ǎƻ ƭƻƴŜƭȅ 
ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘ Ǝƻǘ ŀƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƴƻ ǊƻƻƳ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ƘŀƛǊΦ LǘΩǎ ǾŜǊȅ ŘŀǊƪ ŀƴŘ ǎŎŀǊȅΦ 
I wish I could get down. 
Not so happy, 
Rapunzel 
 
Reuben Hodgkinson Y1 
Greenhill 
 

  

In a house 

I looked outside the house were my dream house layed. I looked in the garden. Leaves 

wrapped round the trees with reds, blue and yellow flowers nerr the bushes. I looked in the 

living room. I looked in the bedroom. I looked all around the house. I looked upstairs and 

downstairs. I looked in the garden where bugs live. I looked in the pond where fish live. I 

went in the living room. I went up to my bedroom and put my pyjamas on. I jump into my 

bed. I wated till nine o clock. I got up out of my bed and put some clothes on. 

Lola White Y3 
Greenhill 
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An old house 

 

What have you seen in 

your hundred years? 

If I asked you what would 

you say? 

Of the dozens of families 

that lived in your walls, 

Of the children that you 

watched play? 

Of the pets and the films 

and the birthday cakes 

And the Christmas 

mornings and dinners? 

If you could whisper your 

favourite of all,  

Who would be your 

winner? 

 

¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ 

Smiths and the Straws  

And the Sharps 

¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ 

hail and snow and rain 

¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ƪŜǇǘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭǎ 

warm and little boys cool 

!ƴŘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ Řƻ ƛǘ 

again 

Could you pick your 

favourite day of all the  

hƴŜǎ ȅƻǳΩve been there? 

The happy memories and 

the love and the care 

A young man and his wife 

and his daughter and son   

All the smiling and all the 

fun  

Sat by the log fire, singing 

songs, drinking wine 

Playing games in the 

garden to pass the time 

Staying up late 

Teens graduate  

.ŀōȅΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎǘŜǇǎ  

Summer holiday prep 

 

Or was it the days you 

watched all the pain  

You cried into the gutters 

and down the drain 

Your windows went foggy 

and your  

Paint washed away 

The for sale sign went up 

And your frail body lay 

Waiting for someone 

other than him  

The old man in his 

armchair 

Blind closed and lights 

dim 

His wife passed away  

The children grew up 

They forgot about him 

and  

The house that they 

loved  

Until eventually your 

walls  

Give in  

If you could whisper your 

favourite 

Who would win? 

 

The humans are gone 

Your floor boards are 

rotten  

¢ƘŜ ŦǳǊƴƛǘǳǊŜΩǎ ōǊƻƪŜƴ  

!ƴŘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ 

forgotten 

The sounds between 

rooms are no longer of 

laughter 

But the buzz of the fridge 

No happy ever after 

An old house on a street 

that used to be known  

An old house on a street, 

all on its own 

The old man left too  

On a cold winters day 

L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀǎƪ ƘƛƳ ǿƘȅ  

IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƻƪŀȅ  

He never came back   

They said he was sick 

If you could whisper your 

favourite who would you 

pick? 

The creak of the ceiling  

A squeak of a mouse 

¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀ ƘƻƳŜ 

¸ƻǳΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ƘƻǳǎŜ  

 

Home is perfect  

We feel calm and adored 

HomeΩs never perfect  

We feel angry and bored 

We move on and move 

out 

People come and go 

But how does the house 

feel? 

How will we ever know? 

 

Miah Straw Y10 

Meadowhead 
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How to make a perfect home 

Ingredients 

1. Love 

2. Care 

3. Thought 

4. Tidiness 

5. Peace 

6. Kindness 

 

Equipment 

1. Oversized backing tin 

2. Large  mixing spoon 

3. Vast mixing bowl 

4. Stifling fiery oven 

 

Method 

1. First precisely, put 69g of peace and 32g of care inside your vast mixing bowl. 

2.  Secondly, poor 78g of tidiness and 97g of love into your vast mixing bowl. 

3. Next specifically put 72g of thought and 58g of kindness inside your vast mixing 

bowl. 

4. After carefully mix all off your ingredients together as carefully careful will get with 

the large mixing spoon and poor it into your oversized backing tin. 

5. Finally carefully slide your oversized backing tin into the stifling fiery oven at 201 

degrees Celsius for 25 minutes and you should have a perfect home as perfect as 

perfect could be.  

 

Olivia Y4 

Abbey Lane  
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The Forgotten 

{ƻƳŜ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ŦŜƭǘ ǎŎǊŜŀƳǎ ǇƛŜǊŎŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŜŀǊǘΦ {ƻƳŜ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ƳǳŦŦƭŜŘ ŎǊƛŜǎ 

of a tender child. However, everyone knows it was never really abandoned all those years 

ŀƎƻΧ 

No-one has ever ventured past the doors. Great wooden doors laced with metal borders 

that, over time, had become dilapidated and riddled with mould. Until a young student, who 

had travelled from London, wandered across the decrepit mansion looking for a place to 

study peacefully away from the trauma of the city. His name was Daniel Clever. He decided 

ǘƻ ŎŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ ǘƻ 9ŘŜǊƛŘƎŜ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƙƻǿ ƘŜΩŘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜŘΦ bƻΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ 

The village itself was eerie and uncanny. The people were ominous and dismal. He was 

soaking wet with thunder ringing in his ears. He was fed up so he booked into the cheapest 

hotel he could find.  

 Disturbed by the village and its inhabitants, he decided to wander into the forest to read his 

book. After about only half an hour, the heavens opened up and a downpour soaked him to 

the bone.  Fed up and exhausted, Daniel spotted a dirt-beaten track through the clearing in 

the forest. He thought it would lead to a farmhouse or even a barn but how wrong he was. 

After 20 minutes, he came across an abandoned mansion worn by neglect and tangled with 

ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘ ƛǘǎŜƭŦΦ  {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ IŜ ŦŜƭǘ ŀ ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ ŎƻƭŘ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳΦ Iƛǎ ŦǊƻȊŜƴ 

state overpowered his fear. Knowing full well no one would answer, he knocked on the 

decrepit doors.  Giving them a firm kick, the doors buckled and collapsed helplessly. He 

searched his backpack. Finding a handful of matches, he began lighting the candles. This 

gave him satisfaction. Nothing would happen in the light. He became indulged in his book.   

Bang! Intrigued by the sudden noise, he explored. The candles all went out. Surrounded in 

darkness; fear crept in. He froze. Behind the door, a high pitched melody repeated wearily. 

Louder and louder it became. Ear-splitting. Ear-piercing.  

 It stopped. Complete silence. Unnerved, he went back to the main hall and lit the candles 

once again. And, once again, became indulged in his book. Time flew by. Until he drifted off 

to sleep. 

He woke suddenly by the sobbing of a young infant.  Terrified, he had to have another look 

around. The crying came from the second floor. Creeping up the humongous staircase, 

ǿƘƛŎƘ ŎǊŜŀƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎǊŀƴƪŜŘ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ǿŜƛƎƘǘΣ ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜŘ ƘŜΩŘ ǳƴŘŜǊŜǎǘƛƳŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜŜǊ 

size of the houǎŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǊƻƻƳǎ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǳǇƻƴΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜ 

ŎǊȅƛƴƎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇΦ IŜ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎǘǳǊōŀƴŎŜ ŎŀƳŜ 

from. He tried it. Locked.  He gingerly walked away. Creeeeeaaaaaakkkkkkkkk!  He turned. 

The door was now open. That was odd, he thought. He peered in and on the bed sat a 

ǇƻǊŎŜƭŀƛƴ ŘƻƭƭΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ ǘƻǳŎƘ ƛǘΦ Iƛǎ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴ ōƭǳǊǊŜŘΦ IŜ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ƛǘΦ Iƛǎ ǎƻǳƭ 

forever trapped.  

 

Louie Owen Y8 

Meadowhead 
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Home 

[h₳⌡m] 

 

NOUN 

The place where one lives permanently, especially as a member of a family or household. 

 

What is home? If you were to look in a dictionary the answer would come out to be, 

ά¢ƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƻƴŜ ƭƛǾŜǎ ǇŜǊƳŀƴŜƴǘƭȅΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ŀǎ ŀ ƳŜƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ŀ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƻǊ ƘƻǳǎŜƘƻƭŘΦέ 

 IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻΩǎ ƘŀŘ ŀƴ ŀŎǘǳŀƭ ƘƻƳŜΣ ǘƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǘŜǊƳ ƎƻŜǎ ƳǳŎƘ 

beyond its concrete description. 

I believe that everyone needs one fundamental thing in life; a home. Not a house, or flat or mansion, 

a home. 

Everyone has to have a place to be born, a place to grow up and a place to become yourself  

A house is just a building that you fill up with different items  

Where you live but you may not feel at home there. 

A house is a simply a shelter. 

Home is more than just four walls and a roof and to feel at home one really needs a home. A home is 

a family with full of love and care. 

A home for each person is completely different. It takes a specific kind of person to make a house a 

home.  

In fact, many people who are capable of building a thousand houses find it hard to really build a 

home.  

CƻǊ ƳŜΣ ƘƻƳŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŀ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ƛǘ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ŎƛǘƛŜǎΣ ƭƻŎŀǘƛƻƴǎΣ ƻǊ ŜǾŜƴ ŀ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΦ  

Just where you can feel like you can be 100% yourself. You should be able to feel like you can relax. 

Because after all, 

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƘƻƳŜΦ 

 

Megan Oldham Y10 

Meadowhead 

 

 

Lost to Home 
Once upon a time a sixteen year old girl was stolen from her wonderful, awesome and fabulous 
home. She was L.O.S.T lost. The evil sea witch had stolen her. The evil sea witcƘΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ 
horrendous. It had skulls on wall, skeletons on the carpet and worst of all, a root of souls. She was in 
a horror house. 
Three years later 
{ƘŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǿ ƴƛƴŜǘŜŜƴΦ {ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜ ƘŜǊ ǎƻǳƭ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻǘΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ 
sŎŀǊŜŘΣ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǇŜǘǊƛŦƛŜŘΦ άL Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƘƻƳŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ 
¢Ƙŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǎƘŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƴŜŀƪ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŜǾƛƭ ǎŜŀ ǿƛǘŎƘΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘΦ {ƘŜ ǎŀǿ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ 
the distance, it looked like her warm, fabulous home. Alicia was so happy! 
 
Izzy Wasp Y3 
Greenhill 
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My home 

There was once a country that I called home, 

But had to leave and start again. 

My new home is cold and wet  

.ǳǘ ƛǘΩƭƭ ōŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ 

For my country has corrupted 

and is slowly coughing on  

all the deaths and wrong choices 

chosen, too many to right,  

too many to stop. 

My dreams wander back 

To my home gun fire, flashing lights 

But all the same heart-warming. 

How I long to be back home. 

 
Ronnie Bell Y6 
Woodseats 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Love and appreciate what you have  

You may live in a house  
²ƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜƭƻƴƎ  
.ǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ  
That you have a roof above you 
To keep you warm and dry  
And have the warmth and comfort of a bed  
Where you can lie your sleepy head 
You can lie on your mattress feeling happy or 
even wanting to cry 
You may not have a bunch of toys to play with 
all the time  
¢ƘŜ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ  
Surrounded by the special ones  
That feed you and keep you clean  
You may think that they are lovely or even 
really mean  
But think about it, what they do  
To keep you safe and sound  
Now just think and look around 
At the people who work all day and night  
Help you when your stuck or even in a fight  
It may be a family member or a friend  
That keeps you going through life till the very 
end 
You need to take the time and give it a good 
thought 
Who bought this all for you  
To keep you happy and go through  
To learn to laugh, to dance and play  
So you can eat something everyday  
Appreciate all the things  
That your loved one brings  
To keep you warm and dry  
To comfort you when you cry  
My loved ones are my family, teachers and 
friends  
That keep me going till the end  
I am thankful for all these things 
That my loved ones bring. 
 
Sophie Kincso Walker Y5   

Bradway  
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Types of houses 

IŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ                         LǘΩǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƻŦ ǘǿƛƎǎΣ  

What houses there are,                         And other things,  

Some quite near,                                     Lǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ 

And some quite far.                  Anything as expensive as rings. 

 

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ                            ¢ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ŎƭŀǎǎΣ 

For those who are rich,                     ²ƘƛŎƘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ Σ 

People say,                                            Some is clean , 

¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ƳȅǘƘΦ                                    And some has mess. 

 

.ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƭƛŜΣ                                 These houses,  

LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘǊǳŜΣ                                         Are okay, 

ThereΩǎ ŀ ǊƻƻƳ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΣ                      Not the best, 

And a room for you.                            LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀǿŀȅΦ 

 

¢ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜΣ                      ²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƻǳǘΣ 

For the poor,                                        Burglars can come, 

LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǾŜǊȅ ǎǘŀōƭŜΣ                             Take a phone, 

!ƴŘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŘƻƻǊΦ                  That belongs to your mum. 

 

                  What kind of house would you choose? 

 

Ruby Uttley Y3  
Norton Free 
 

 

LǎƴΩǘ ƛǘ ŦǳƴƴȅΚ 

How if you dress up a house, 

And fill it with money, 

It may never be a home, 

Raining never sunny, 

Just a twisted box, 

Full of hearts, melted and runny, 

 

But on the street, 

Where the homeless call home, 

You can find your feet, 

Find a family, 

There may not be much to eat, 

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻƴŜȅΣ 

But the people you meet, 

LǎƴΩǘ ƛǘ ŦǳƴƴȅΚ 

 

What is a home? 

It might not be a house, 

Just a place to not be alone, 

It does not have to be an object, 

A thing that is shown, 

Just a place to feel safe, 

That is a home, 

 

LǎƴΩǘ ƛǘ ŦǳƴƴȅΚ  

 

Millie Marshall Y8 

Meadowhead 
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5ŀǊƪƴŜǎǎ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƻǿƴΧ ¢ƘŜ ǊƻŀŘΣ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǎǘǊƛǇ ƻŦ Ŝōƻƴȅ ōƭŀŎƪ ǊƛōōƻƴΣ 

the moon was the only source of light. I turned left on the next road, leading to a house. The 

house was small and old, crumbling day by day. No sign of life existed in the town. The 

blackout indulged me.  

Gravel underneath my feet crunched as I tried to stay calm. Helicopters soared throughout 

the small town. I kept close to the walls of my road.  

I raised my hand, shaking as a tried to grab for the door handle. The door opened with a 

slight creak as I slammed it shut and slouched against it. I sighed, staring down into 

darkness.  

aŜƳƻǊƛŜǎ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΧ 

A child singing as their mother prepared ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘƛƴƴŜǊΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŦŀŘŜŘΧ¢ƘŜȅ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ 

ŎǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ Ǉŀƛƴ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΧ²ŀǊ ǎƛǊŜƴǎ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǳǊƘƻƻŘΦ   

I shook my head. 

¢ŜŀǊǎ ǎǘǊŜŀƳŜŘ Řƻǿƴ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜΧ L ǿŀǎ ŀƭƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ   

I got up a staggered to the livinƎ ǊƻƻƳΧ ǘƘŜ ŦǳǊƴƛǘǳǊŜ ǊƛǇǇŜŘ ŀƴŘ ōǊƻƪŜƴΧ ŀ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ōŜŘ 

ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΧǘƘŜ ōƭŀƴƪŜǘǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΦ hōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ōŜŘΦ L ǎŀǘ 

down it and looked at my hand. Blood covered the palm of my hand, filling my palm with a 

deep crimson red. I reached for the pathetic first aid kit and wrapped my hand.  

L ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƛƭƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŦƭƻǇǇŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ōŜŘΦ ΨΩL ŀƳ LŘŀ [ŀƴƎƘƻǊƴŜΦ 5ŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ƻŦ 

¢ƘƻƳŀǎ [ŀƴƎƘƻǊƴŜΩΩΦ ¢ƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŎǊŜŀƪŜŘ ŀǎ L ǎǇƻƪŜΣ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴǎΦ ΨΩLǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ 

me now. We have ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΦΩΩ ¢ŜŀǊǎ ǎǘǊŜŀƳŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿǎ ƳƛƳƛŎƪƛƴƎ ƛǘǎ 

eyes.   

My mind flooded to darkness as screams gradually got louder in my head. War sirens 

piercing my ears. The sound of bombs exploding ς killing loved ones. I was trapped in my 

ƻǿƴ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΧ ōǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭΦ CƭŀǎƘōŀŎƪǎ ƻŦ ǿƘŜƴ L ǿŀs 

ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊΦ aŜΣ ǎƛƴƎƛƴƎΧaȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǇǊŜǇŀǊƛƴƎ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΧaȅ ŘŀŘ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƘƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƻǊƪ 

ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊƻƪŜ ƻŦ ƳƛŘƴƛƎƘǘΦΦΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƴŜΧΦōƻƳōŜŘΣ ƎŀǎǎŜŘΣ ƪƛƭƭŜŘΦ  

It was now me and the house. I was a warrior of my own survival ς the house a scrapbook of 

memories, attempting to keep me sane.  

 

Katia De Silva Moura Y9 

Meadowhead 
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Moving Away 

I entered my room at 9:00 to go to bed, but the smile that was once on my face quickly 

ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘΦ {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ aŀȅōŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ L ǿŀǎ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ 

behind. I had been trying to push it out of my mind but I knew sooner or later I would have 

ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ .ǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛǘ ŀǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǿƘŜƴ ƳǳƳ ǎŀǘ ƳŜ 

down at the table and spoke to me like I was two years old, and told me we would be 

moving to a new house far away from here as she had had a new job opportunity. Obviously 

L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘ Ƴȅ ƳǳƳ ƛƴ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǿŀȅ ŀǎ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ƳƻƴŜȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ƎǊŜŀǘ 

ƴŜǿǎ ǘƻ ǳǎΣ ōǳǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŀ ōƛƎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜ ƛǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƻǊƴ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƳŜΦ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ 

been going to school recently as I have been feelinƎ ƛƭƭΦ aȅ ƳǳƳ ǎŀȅǎ ƛǘΩǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ 

going somewhere new and I should try going back to school but I refuse. I want to spend as 

much time in my house while I have the chance.  

 

I walk across my room admiring it in all of its glory my wicker heart fairy lights wrapped 

ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ōŜŘ ŀƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ōƻƻƪǎ ŀǊŜ ǎǘŀŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ƴŜŀǘƭȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜƭŦΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ 

do it we are moving in a week and I am not ready to let go. I walk across the landing towards 

ƳǳƳΩǎ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘ Ƴȅ ŀǊƳ ƻǳǘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƭŘŜƴ ŘƻƻǊ knob when I hear my mum 

ǎƘƻǳǘΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ ǎǳǊŜΦ L ǎǘŜǇ ōŀŎƪΦ ²ƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ƛŦ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ǌƛǎƪ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƛƴΦ  

{ǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ L ƘŜŀǊ ŀ ƭƻǳŘ .!bDΗ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ƳǳƳΩǎ ǊƻƻƳ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ ŎŀƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ 

ǊƻƻƳΦ LǘΩǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ L Ǝƻ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ƭŀȅ ƻƴ Ƴȅ bed staring at the soft pink duvet 

ŎƻǾŜǊΦ aȅ ŜȅŜǎ Ŧƛƭƭ ǿƛǘƘ ǘŜŀǊǎ ōǳǘ L ǘŜƭƭ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ŎǊȅ ΦL ŎŀƴΩǘ ŎǊȅΦ 

 
My thoughts are soon interrupted by my mum walking in my room I turn my head slowly to look at 

her, her eyes are red she has definitely been crying. Shuffling up the bed she sits next to me and all 

of a sudden with no words brings me into a hug. I began to cry and she gives me a reassuring 

squeeze and I squeeze her back we sit there for about 10 minutes cradling each other. I look at the 

time and its 10:00. I slowly pull away from her and she lets me go. After she tucks me into bed she 

kisses me and the fore head and gives me a weak smile and leaves my room. Mum must be just a 

ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀǎ L ŀƳ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΦ ¢ƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǎŎƘool. I will just have to wait 

and see what happens.  

 

Matilda Reed Y8 

Meadowhead 
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10 steps. 

 

Stumbling through the aftermath. 

Every step I take, things goes black. 

Flashes to the fire are coming back. 

 

One step, 

Flash of burning fire. 

Two steps, 

The smoke is climbing higher  

Three steps, 

Ceilings crumbling all around. 

Four steps, 

Collapsing building shaking ground. 

Five steps, 

The fire crawled into my room.  

Six steps, 

A flash. The silence. Then  BOOM. 

Seven steps, 

Haunting thoughts running through my head. 

Eight steps, 

My parents remains when they were found dead. 

Nine steps, 

Tears flowing down my face. 

Ten steps, 

No parents , no house, not even a trace. 

 

A flash of fire.  A flash of light.  

 

LΩƳ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ŀ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦŜŜƭ ǊƛƎƘǘ 

 

Molly Rennie Y8  

Meadowhead  
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Upside Down Home 
Tick tock, the clock sang slowly in an abnormal way, 
As the days inside this upside down house were mysteriously longer, 
 
Snoring, snoring, was every-time you slept on your magic comfortable bed, 
While your dreams will come true that peaceful night, 
 
Glittering, glittering shone this mystifying enchanted mirror, 
Which could make your wishes come true everyday like little Snow White did once, 
 
Floating, floating on a galaxy kitchen room, 
Where fire never burned and crystal cups never broke, 
 
Pop, popped the bubbles on your magical tour to your small swimming pool, 
As you swam deep down and found a mermaid aqua ocean with dolphins happily singing to the sun, 
 
Uuh, aah was the whisper of the ghosts on your listening ear, 
 
 
Saying please get them out of this filthy, unlighted attic room, 
 
Roar, roar sang your pet lion from nowhere, 
Who never ate a single human bone, 
But the grass from your jolly, alluring, pink, candy-floss garden, 
 
Flush, flash, ran your Aladdin, wizardy carpet, 
Like the thunder from a smiling storm, 
 
Now listen, listen, because this house would be our upside down, 
Where the female is the male, the male is the female, 
Purple is yellow, yellow is purple, 
And morning is the moon, night is the sun, 
 
But who wants to live on a different world, 
When everything in your own world is perfect? 
Because this is your beautiful home, 
!ƴŘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ƛǘΣ 
 
Never. 
 
Minnie Docasal Y8 
Meadowhead 
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Homelessness 
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A New Hope 
A boy called Tom only had streets to roam and he was treated like dirt just like his father had been. 
When an answer of a marker stall was not looking he would steal food for himself. 
The rain and the thunder scared hi and there was quite a lot of it in the UK. After the market was 
closed there wouled be no shelter for poor Rom. His clothes would get soaked in the rain and the 
sun was the only thing to dry them off. Then once when he tried to get some bread a group of 
people snatched it off him. Then a lovely kins lady gave him an apple. The next day he cried and 
ŎǊƛŜŘΦ ¢ŜŀǊǎ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ŘƻŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜŜƪǎΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ƭŀŘȅ ŎŀƳŜ ōȅ ŀƴŘ ŜƴǉǳƛǊŜŘ άǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ 
ȅƻǳƴƎ ōƻȅΚέ 
άLǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ƛǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ƴƛŎŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΣέ ǎǘŀǘŜŘ ¢ƻƳΦ 
¢ƘŜƴ ¢ƻƳ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ǾŜǊȅ ǿŜƭŎƻƳƛƴƎΦ {ǘƛll he knocked on the door. After ages 
ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƎƛǊƭΦ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΚέ 
άLǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΗέ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ¢ƻƳΦΦ {ƻ ¢ƻƳ ǿŜƴǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘǳƴƎǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƴŜƭȅΦ 
Someone adopted him and took him to a house that looked very horrible. It was late at night and it 
was raining so he had no choice. In the night there were weird noises. It kept happening so he 
decided to try and put an end to it. 
Tom stayed up late at night and then saw his parents change into aliens and making the same noises 
ǘƘŀǘ ¢ƻƳ ƘŜŀǊŘΦ {ƻ ƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅ ǘƘŜƳΧΦ 
 
Isla Taylor Y4 
Greenhill  
 
 
 
Walking at night is danger 
On Cherry Well Lane  
Lived a lonely house 
Not a thing was stirring 
Not even a mouse 
 
A boy laid the streets 
Of clothes very bare 
As he roamed the streets  
For a place to share  
 
 A lonely house 
Was all he needed 
For a lonely boy  
Needs a home indeed 
 
Though through the night  
Cold and dark 
The young boy slept  
Without his heart 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
For all he needed  
Was a place to go 
His heart was as cold  
As a frozen stone  
 
For that very moment  
The sun woke up 
The boy was saved  
From up above 
 
His heart fluttered like a bird  
His ear caressed every word 
Uttered by the lovely house 
Without his special secret code  
 
To unlock the door he never found 
To find that one amazing sound 
 
Eva Ball Y7 
Meadowhead  
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The effect of war 
War surrounded the country, like a lion stalking its prey. Sirens calling out, an all too familiar noise. 
Many taken away from their homes to a safer house in the country. The once bright eyed, happy 
ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜǎ ǘǿƛǎǘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ƳƛȄ ƻŦ ƎǊƛŜŦ ŀƴŘ ŦŜŀǊΦ CŀƳƛƭƛŜǎ ǊƛǇǇŜŘ ŀǇŀǊǘΣ ǎƛƎƘǘǎ ƻŦ ŘŜŀǘƘ ǎŎŀǊǊƛƴƎ 
their minds. The feeling of insecurity and uncertainty following like a looming shadow, as people 
ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘ ƻŦ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊƛǘȅΣ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ 
Buckets of water thrown in a mad attempt to stop the raging fires from engulfing the whole 
community. As it dripped down the glass of the windows, it seemed as if the once welcoming place 
was crying in pain. The previously inviting kitchens, cosy bedrooms and restless gardens, now a 
wreck. 
Bombs burning with rage destroying fond childhood memories in an instant. Anger between 
countries, taken out on innocent lives. Childhood being ripped away, replaced with unfamiliar 
surroundings. The home, a place of smiles, laughter, arguments and security, now replaced with just 
another house caught up in the crossfire of war. 
After years of fighting, heartbreak and separation. The torn apart countries all reunited with their 
loved ones, the longing feeling to be home, now gone. Many left unrecognisable to each other, after 
being apart for so long. Men, women and children left devastated with nothing but each other. The 
aftermath of conflict incomparable to anything. Homes lying in a heap, as if beaten up, unable to 
recover. 
Builders like surgeons hopelessly trying to reconstruct the unrecognisable homes, unable to remake 
the memories that were once held so close to the heart. Millions of people left homeless, bankrupt 
and alone. Young, harmless children left to fend for themselves with no parents, home or friends. 
Hearts left feeling as if they were mercilessly ripped out, replaced with a darkened void. Eyes being 
openŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎǊǳŜƭΣ ǘǊǳǘƘ ƻŦ ǿŀǊΣ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ƛŦ ƛǘΩǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿƻǊǘƘ ƛǘ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŜƴŘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ 
anyway. The twisted sights burned into brains, filling them with grief. A home turned to a house 
because of the greed of those who were meant to protect their country. 
 
Eve Palmer-Morris Y8 
Meadowhead 
 

Homeless wishes and truths 

I wish I was warm and dry, 

I want to be comfortable, 

I wish I could be snug in bed, 

I want to be clean, smartly dressed, 

This is my dream, 

L ǿƛǎƘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŎƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜǘΣ 

L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ uncomfortable, L ǿƛǎƘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǊƻǳƎƘΣ 

L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛƴ ǊŀƎƎŜŘ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƻƭŜǎΣ 

This is my life, 

I wish I was happy, 

 L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎŀŘ ŀƴŘ dispirited, 

I wish I had friends and family who cared, 

L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΣ ƭƻƴŜƭȅ ŀƴŘ ƛǎolated, 

These are my wishes. 

 
Alex Hopper Y7 
Meadowhead  
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Everyone should have a home 
Most people have a home, 
.ǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŘƻƴΩǘΣ 
 
Maybe their home is the street, 
With just one mucky sheet, 
¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ ŜŀǘΣ  
Not even a comfy seat, 
 
Some people want everything, 
But some people have nothing, 
Even just 50p makes them smile like itΩs Christmas, 
 
You should be grateful for whatever type of house 
 you have, 
Because some people have nothing at all. 
 
Candy Howard Y6 
Woodseats 
 
 
Home on the street 

I live on the street  

Not much of a home  

People always walk past me 

{ƻ LΩƳ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŀƭƻƴŜ 

I sit on my blanket 

In the bitter cold 

!ƴŘ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ 

To live without mould 

I have no friends to talk to  

And no comfy bed to sleep in 

And the money I collect 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Never reaches the top of my tin 

I sit and imagine  

What ƛǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƘƻƳŜ 

But right now my only 

Possession is a small comb 

If I had a house 

It would smell like cake 

It would be small and cosy 

And every night I would cook a big steak 

But right now I can only imagine 

²Ƙŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƘƻƳŜ 

Because I live on the street  

All alone 

 
Ella Marsden Y7 
Meadowhead 

 
 



78 
 

Broken home 
Her city had been captured by the crimes that happened. In all the shadowy corners of the 
town, down every uneven, cobbled street, past every flickering streetlight, was panic. A city 
filled with panic and terror. It was not a safe place to live. But is used to be. 
When she was younger, her vivid imagination turned the most basic things into 
extraordinary games. She used to be completely safe playing in the shared garden, even 
walking to school alone but, if that happened now, you would be in great danger and risking 
your life. She remembers picturing her adulthood when she was just a little girl, getting 
married, having children, her dream job, her own home and just enjoying been free to do 
what she wanted to do. Now she understands her life is anything but free.  
 
Tears dripped from her bruised eyes as she remembered these memories, when she was 
safe, happy and healthy. She wished her young, gullible children could have had the same 
ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΣ ƴƻǘ ƴƻǿ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦ {ƘŜ ŎƻƴǎƛǎǘŜƴǘƭȅ 
wonders if they will look back at their childhood, remembering not being allowed to go 
outside alone, not allowed to play in the garden, not allowed to leave the house, all to keep 
them safe, to keep them alive. 
 

The streets they lived on were crawling with rats and other rodents, they hid in all the cracks 

and holes hidden from the human eye. The streets reeked of animal waste and dried blood 

and the pungent smell was trapped in the maze of streets, just like anyone who lived there. 

All the windows were either boarded or smashed with jagged claws still sticking out. Green 

glass shattered on the road from all the drunks that ventured out alone, risking their life all 

to just get a drink. Their footsteps flooded her ears like the sound of a drum creeping closer 

and closer. They were heavy and staggering which made them all the more frightening. They 

were trying to find her, hunt her down and attack. She pulled the covers over her head and 

ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ŀǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘΦ IŜǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ōƻŘƛŜǎ ƭŀȅ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΣ 

their chests steadily rising up and down, up and down. They were oblivious to what was 

ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƭŀŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ wƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿ ǎƘŜ ŦŜŀǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊǎΦ {ƘŜ 

knew what was happening! 

She never knew who or what might be around the corner; getting food from the local shops 

made her shake with fear. While she walked she was constantly peering over her shoulder 

checking nobody was there. All the joy had been sucked out of her body leaving an unhappy 

body of frail bones and weak muscles. She knew they woulŘƴΩǘ ƭŀǎǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƭƻƴƎŜǊΗ 

Eve Sambrook Y8
Meadowhead 
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Just a place to call home 

Another terrible day as always. Hundreds of people walk by every day, not realising how 

ƭǳŎƪȅ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜΥ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΣ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŦƻƻŘΣ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘƻƳŜΧL ǿƛǎƘ L ǿŀǎ ŀǎ 

lucky as them. I long for comfort, warmth and shelter. Just a place to call home. 

I used to have a home, mind you. A loving family with a funny dad and a kind mum. But it all 

went wrong, horribly destroying our perfect family, all happening because of that shrieking 

monster in the crib. 

 

{ƘŜ ŎŀƳŜΣ L ǿŀǎ ŦƻǊŎŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜΥ L ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎǇŀǊƪƭƛƴƎ ōƭǳŜ ŜȅŜǎΣ 

brimming with tears, some escaping onto her rosy cheeks. My father, on the other hand, 

had a scarlet mask on, his temples throbbing with anger and fury. The man I looked up to 

was a harsh, cruel monster. His bitter words were super-glued to my brain, buried in deep 

with my memories however, my mƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎŀŘ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ ŜǘŎƘŜŘ ƻƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ŎƻƴǎŎƛŜƴŎŜΣ Ǝǳƛƭǘ 

flooding me whenever I thought about it. 

 

I left home that night. I yearned to hug my mother in her arms, but my hatred for that vile 

creature gave me determination, a sense of independence. I had to spend the night in the 

corner of a gas station, my face burning with disgrace and regret. Why had it all gone 

wrong?! Oh yes, because of the baby devil coming and throwing my life around like it was a 

toy. Life had been fun, exciting, but it had all been turned around. 

 

L ǎŜŜ ǘƻŘŘƭŜǊǎ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ǳƴƎǊŀǘŜŦǳƭƭȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘƛǊŜŘ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴΚ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣ ōǳǘ L 

Ŏŀƴ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ƪŜŜǇ ƎǳŜǎǎƛƴƎΦ aŀȅōŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƻȅ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘŜŘΚ hǊ ƳŀȅōŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōǳȅ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘŜŘΚ !ƭƭ L ƪƴƻǿ Ŧƻr certain is that I wanted it all. I 

was jealous of a 3 year old child and I did not regret it. I watched how his parents looked at 

ƘƛƳ ƭƻǾƛƴƎƭȅΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘǊƻǿƛƴƎ ŀ ǘŜƳǇŜǊ ǘŀƴǘǊǳƳΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŀǊŜ ƛǘ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΤ L 

went to the orphanage in the centrŜ ƻŦ ǘƻǿƴΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ƛǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ǿŀǎ 

filled with mysterious figures, my new parents. Tender cuddles orphanage was pink and 

frilly, and I despised it at once but there was a silver lining in my brain. I walked through the 

glass doors expecting children to be playing, instead a receptionist, drinking a mug of coffee. 

Suddenly, a deep, menacing voice came from behind me and in the blink of an eye I felt 

ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŘǊƛŦǘƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƎƘƻǎǘΥ ƴƻ ƛǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ Χ 

 

LΩƳ ƛƴ ŀ ǊƻƻƳΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ƭƛƎƘǘ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜΣ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ 

LǘΩǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŎƻƭŘ ƴƻǿΦ L Ŏŀƴ ŦŜŜƭ ƎƻƻǎŜ-ōǳƳǇǎ ŀǊƛǎƛƴƎ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŎƭŀƳƳȅ ŀǊƳΦ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎΚ 

Where am I? I rush to 76 Parker Avenue. 

CƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ LΩƳ ōŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜΧ 

 

Gunjon Paul Y7 
Meadowhead  
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Little Boy 
I saw you on my television screen once, sitting amidst the rubble of a building which you once called 
home, your face a pale, tear-streaked mask, your light summer clothes covered in debris, and I 
wondered what you were thinking about, what you were feeling in that wounded, battered body. A 
gash on your arm was bleeding, a stark crimson stain soaking through the dust, but you did not 
appear to feel any pain as you stared vacantly at the camera lens.  
 
Around you a field of shattered concrete slabs and splintered glass lay jumbled in an impossible 
chaos of shapes and sizes, shimmering and trembling under the fierce heat of the sun. Gone were 
ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ƭƛƴŜǎ ƻŦ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ƎǊƻǿƴ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘΣ ƘƻƴŜȅŎƻƳōŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ƘƻƳŜǎΣ ǿƘere 
generations of families had lived their lives, where diverse communities had intermingled and 
interlaced. All that was left was destruction, dust and sadness.  Behind you there used to be a 
regular line of handsome buildings, now just the jagged profile of war remained; row upon row of 
ruins, houses crouching low, as if cowering from the onslaught they had witnessed, windows devoid 
of glass and gazing sightlessly at the carnage below.  
 
!ƳƻƴƎǎǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŜƳǇǘȅΣ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ǎƘŜƭƭǎ ƻŦ ƘǳƳŀƴ ƭƛŦŜΣ ǎƘǊŜŘǎ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩs existence fluttered in the arid 
ōǊŜŜȊŜΣ ƻǊ ƭŀȅΣ ƛƴŜǊǘΣ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘƻ ōŜ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ŀ ƘƻƳŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ! ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ŘǊŜǎǎΣ ƛƴŎƻƴƎǊǳƻǳǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘǎ ōǊƛƎƘǘΣ 
hopeful colours, still hung on a washing line, attached at either end to the few remaining pieces of 
ǿŀƭƭΦ ! ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ Ŏƻllection of stuffed toys was strewn across a floor, some lay forlornly below in the 
street, blasted by the shockwaves and scattered as if thrown in a tantrum. All the time there was a 
brutal silence, punctuated occasionally by a shout, or the roar of a bulldozer searching for survivors; 
the unnatural silence of lives changed forever, of deserted homes laid bare to the gaze of strangers. 
A plate of food, half eaten, still lay on a small table, miraculously untouched by the blast. These had 
been comfortable, private spaces once; bathrooms, bedrooms and living rooms echoing to the 
ŜǾŜǊȅŘŀȅ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜǎΩ ƭƛǾŜǎΦ bƻǿ ǿŀƭƭǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǇŜŜƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪΣ ŦƻǊŎŜŘ ƻǇŜƴΣ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ōƻƳōǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ 
had hurtled from the clear, azure sky. These ruined buildings were home to no-one anymore, 
populated only by a multitude of flies and opportunistic rats, feasting on decaying food in 
abandoned kitchens.  
 
Yesterday I saw your picture again in a magazine, the pinched, pale, numb face of two years ago now 
printed next to one which was animated and joyful. Sitting in your new house, close to your father 
and far from the chaos of war, you appeared to be truly at peace, surrounded by the embrace of 
your family: home once more.  
 
Paul Stockley 
Headteacher 
Bradway Primary School 
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The Homeless Person 
Once upon a time there was a man called Harry. He was a homeless person. The only way of 
getting money for food was the play the maracas and if you want to know how much Harry 
gets then the answer is not much. 31p a week. Harry loved lottery tickets because 
sometimes he wins about five pounds but it was unlikely to happen.  
Autumn was ending and winter was starting and the air became bitter and cold. Everyday 
IŀǊǊȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǇ ǘƻ ōǳȅ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƴƻǊƳŀƭƭȅ ƎƻǘΧΦƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ǘo eat 
the free fruit for children. 
One day, Harry was walking in the snow. Slowly he saw a flash of silver, he stopped to see 
ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŀƭŦ ōǳǊƛŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƴƻǿΦ IŀǊǊȅ ŘǳƎ ƛǘ ƻǳǘΧΦƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƻǘǘŜǊȅ ǘƛŎƪŜǘΗ IŜ 
quickly got one of his pennies and read ƛǘΦ IŀǊǊȅ ŦǊŀƴǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǎŎǊŀǘŎƘΧΦƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǿƻƴ ŀ 
house and three thousand pounds! 
Harry rushed to the nearest shop and after year and years of living on the streets he had got 
a house! 
 
Maya Merritt Y4 
Greenhill 
 

The Conflagration 
The house. In flames. I stared at the thick black smoke rise into the clouds which were once 

ǿƘƛǘŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŎŀƴŘƭŜ ƻƴ ŀ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅ ŎŀƪŜΣ ōǳǘ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘƛƻƴΣ 

is was a total disaster. 

 As I say my last goodbyes, all the memories flood back in. My old bedroom, the place were 

all my feelings were kept. They all seemed to follow me, stalking my every step. This was the 

place where it all begun, I will never forget my family, they made this feel like home. All my 

clothes, toys, books, memories burnt in the conflagration, the ones I will never get back.  

The neighbours cluster as close to the makeshift barrier as they could, watching the fire 

fighters unreel the hoses. I step aside, then begin to walk the opposite direction ς trying to 

clear my head. The police approach me, fussing me like a new puppy. I feel trapped inside 

this horrible situation, no way to escape.  

L ōŜƎƛƴ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ŎŀǊ ōǳǘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƻƴŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΦ L ǎǇǊƛƴǘ ŀǎ 

fast as is I could until I reached the destruction, quickly coming to a halt.  My vision is blurry, 

L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭƛǾŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ  

Maddie Ford Y8 
Meadowhead 
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The House of Fire             

20th March, 2011 

¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƳŜΦ aŀǎƪŜŘ ŦƛƎǳǊŜǎ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƛƴ ƻǊŀƴƎŜ ŦƭŀƳŜΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ōǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻǊŎƘŜǎ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ 

front of them. My lungs burning, I race towards what was once a place of safety, my home. 

But it is a home to me no more. Its scorched frame barely even resembles a house. I pass 

through the front garden, and jump the small section of charred wall that leads to the living 

room. I stub my toe, but no matǘŜǊΦ Lǘ Ƴŀȅ ǿŜƭƭ ōŜ ōƭŜŜŘƛƴƎΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀƭƭƻǿ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪΦ LŦ L 

can just get to the cellar, I might be safe. Might. As I swing into the kitchen, I risk a glance 

ōŀŎƪǿŀǊŘǎΣ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǇǳǊǎǳŜǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŎƭƻǎŜΦ {ŎŀǊƛƭȅ ǎƻΦ CƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ LΩǾŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǇŀƴŜƭ ƻŦ ǿall 

ǘƘŀǘ ǎǿƛƴƎǎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǊŜǾŜŀƭ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƭƭŀǊΦ L ƻǇŜƴ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴΧ 

L ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎΦ {ǿŜŀǘƛƴƎΦ .ǳǘ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘΣ ŀǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ L Ŏŀƴ ǘŜƭƭΣ LΩƳ ǎŀŦŜΦ LŦ ƻǳǊ ǿǊŜǘŎƘŜŘ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ 
can ever call ourselves safe. I pull myself out of bed and look towards the window. Sunny, 
miŘƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ {ŀǘǳǊŘŀȅΦ YƛŜǊŀΩǎ ммth ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅΦ LΩƳ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǿŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ ŀǎ L ǘƛǇǘƻŜ Ǉŀǎǘ ƘŜǊ 
ǊƻƻƳΣ ōǳǘ ŀǎ L ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘΣ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŘƻǿƴǎǘŀƛǊǎΦ L ǎǘŀƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊǿŀȅΣ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊΦ ! ŦŜǿ 
seconds go by, and she hears our mother moving above. She turns to move and sees me, a 
ǿƛŘŜ ƎǊƛƴ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ǘƻƻ ȅƻǳƴƎ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ŜƭǎŜ ǘƘƛǎ Řŀȅ ǎƛƎƴƛŦƛŜǎ ǘƻ 
the rest of us. I wipe the solemn frown from my face, replacing it with a matching grin to 
YƛŜǊŀΩǎΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ǎƻ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻǳǊ ƘŜƛƎƘǘǎ ǘŜƭƭ ƻŦ ƻur differing ages.  
!ƴ ƘƻǳǊ ǇŀǎǎŜǎΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŘǊƻǇ YƛŜǊŀ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ [ƛǘǘƭŜ ŘƛŘ L ƪƴƻǿΣ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ 

the normal school day for her. It would be another event, on the tenth anniversary of the last.   

 

20th March, 2001 

We all sit around the table, exchanging ideas for our dream house. Heated pools, trophy 

rooms, sandwich bars. We would have EVERYTHING. Or nothing. Depends which version of 

the future you look at. Real or ideal. Kiera sits with us, but is in her own world, probably 

dreaming of teddy bears and blankets. And unable to warn us of the danger that was in only 

her eye line, and we had our backs to. She was too young to know it was dangerous, or how 

to get that message across anyways. Had she been older, we might still live there. But she was 

no more than an innocent baby, and the candles on her cake were distracting. The arsonist 

was free to proceed.  

In no more than a minute, the fire alarms went off. But stupidly I said it must just be the 

candles. That probably lost us about three minǳǘŜǎΦ {ƻ LΩƳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀǎ ƛƴƴƻŎŜƴǘ ŀǎ YƛŜǊŀΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚ ¸ƻǳ 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀƎǊŜŜΚ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ōƭŀƳŜ ȅƻǳΦ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴΦ 

 

Evie Round Y8 
Meadowhead 
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tŜƻǇƭŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ΩIƻƳŜ ƛǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƛǎΩ ŀƴŘ L ŀƎǊŜŜΦ .ǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ 

home is brƛŎƪǎ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊǘŀǊΦ LǘΩǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ belong and where you feel safe, with your family 

ŀƴŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻƳŜΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǳǊ ƻƭŘ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ 

the safety of a real house with little diseases? 

This is my home. A long maze of tents and metal shelters representing houses and shops 

and hope; roads made up of mud and sand which on a windy day blows into your eyes and 

that broken swing on the corner of the medical centre where children stand in there too 

small cloths and bare feet, covered in mud and waste from the toilet that is there for 1000 

ƻŦ ǳǎΦ ²Ŝ ƭŀǳƎƘΣ ǿŜ Ǉƭŀȅ ōǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛŦŜ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ǿƘŜƴ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ 

ƳƻǾŜŘ ǳǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ƛǘ ƘŜǊŜ, ƛǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ƘƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΣ ŦŀƳily and memories 

όǘƘŜǊŜΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀƭƭ ƧƻȅŦǳƭ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƳŀƪŜ ƳŜ ǿƘƻ L ǘǊǳƭȅ ŀƳύ. L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ōack to our 

house in the countryǎƛŘŜ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘΣ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŀŦŦƻǊŘ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ the city is better. Any way 

ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ƳƻǾŜŘΦ IŜǊŜ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ Ŏook in the street, because we 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴΤ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƻƭŘ ƭƛŦŜ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻǾŜƭǘȅΦ IŜǊŜ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ Ǌŀƛƭǿŀȅ ǘǊŀŎƪ 

running straight next to our house  - we had to walk for ten minutes to get the train in my 

old life. Here there are disease-ridden animals - everyone at my old home had to walk to a 

ŦƛŜƭŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ŀƴ ŀƴƛƳŀƭ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ƳŀȅōŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƛŦŜ ǘƘǊŜŀǘening 

disease. But I have to remember, here is always meant to be better than a real house with a 

bedroom and a stove.  

Madeleine Turner Y9 
Meadowhead 
 

Homeless 
We take our homes for granted, 

LǘΩǎ ǎŀŘ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘǊǳŜΦ 
Your family all together, 
Whether you have 1 or 2. 
 
You truly feel like you belong, 
Lǘ ƘǳǊǘǎ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀǿŀȅΦ 
But whilst you have your happy home, 
¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŘǊƛŦǘ ŀǎǘǊŀȅΦ 
 
LǘΩǎ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ƘƻƳŜΣ  
Not having a place to go.  
Not having a place where you belong, 
 Is really an all-time low. 
 
 
 

 
 
Some people help-or try to!  
But nothing they do seems right,  
And you know that you will never get 
Your home back without a fight. 
 
Home is where the heart is, that is what 
they say  
{ƻ ƘƻǿΩŘ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭ ƛŦ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŎŀƳŜ ŀƴŘ 
took your heart away?  
 
Lara Shaw Y8 
Meadowhead 
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Home and Home  

When I look around the ruin that I call my home my vision is cloudy and twisted. Memories 

intertwine with the cruel reality that I try constantly to obliterate from my mind.  I yearn 

ŀƴŘ ƭƻƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƻŦ ǇŜŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ŦǊŜŜŘƻƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴΧ .ǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ Ƴȅ 

strongest, most heartfelt memories of those times are slowly being snatched from my ever 

loosening grasp! However even now, in this desperate time hope can be seen. It pierces 

through this blanket of darkness that smothers us. This blanket of utter despair that engulfs 

us; dragging us deeper and deeper. Hope still comes through: its blinding rays seeping into 

us and restoring our faith in the place we used to love. 

 

That glimmer of hope is because of my home and the memories it holds. 

 

The scars from a war that destroyed lives, families and our community are evident 

ŜǾŜǊȅǿƘŜǊŜΦ ! Ŏƻƴǎǘŀƴǘ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜǊ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ƭƻǎǘΦ 9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ƭƻǎǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƻȅǎΣ 

ōƻƻƪǎΣ ƘƻƳŜǎΣ ŎƘƛƭŘƘƻƻŘǎΣ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƻƴŜǎΧΦaŜΚ aȅ Dad.  

 

So now to the future and the heart wrenching decisions that have been made!  

I am packing my bags. We are leaving for England tomorrow. Mamma says it will be safe. 

aŀƳƳŀ ǎŀȅǎ ƛǘΩǎ a new future.  Mamma says a lot of things but her eȅŜǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ 

story. aŀƳƳŀ ŀƭǎƻ ǎŀȅǎ ƛǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ŘŀŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ ǎure.  What if leaving 

here leaves his memories behind too? 

 

As we leave our home, the strenuous journey looming ahead, I try desperately to savour 

everything: the happy times we shared here together, the hope and the love. This place 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ iǘ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ƘƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ L ŦŜŀǊŜŘ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǊŜǇƭŀŎŜŘΦ   

 

The days go quickly in England, always with the same feeling of sadness and regret thrashing 

around in the pit of my stomach.  I feel exposed, back home my memories of dad were like 

Ƴȅ ǎŀŦŜǘȅ ōƭŀƴƪŜǘΧ Now they are gone. The truth is that I miss him and I miss my home. 

However, in the darkness a star shines bright. A star of hope. Hope that one day this can be 

ƻǳǊ ƘƻƳŜΦ IƻǇŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ Řŀȅ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ǇƛŜŎŜ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎƛƴ ǘƻ ǊŜōǳƛƭŘ ƻǳǊ ƭƛǾŜǎΦ  Lǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ 

be ŜŀǎȅΧ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΦ .ǳǘ ƘƻǇŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ ŀ ǇǊƻǇŜǊ ƘƻƳŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΗ  

 

Molly Abraham Y7 

Meadowhead  
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No one chooses to be homeless 
Wǳǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ōȅ  
Think of their situation, compared to your own.  
How just a small donation would help them so much 
To buy the things that you take for granted,  
Yet they cherish so much.   
!ƴŘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ 
Not bothered about their life or how you could help.  
Walking away not guilty at all as you see them suffer in silence  
They did not choose to be homeless  
  
aƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǎƘƛŜƭŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜƳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀ ŘŜŀŘƭȅ ŘƛǎŜŀǎŜΣ 
Grandparents give disapproving looks  
But still it was not their choice to be homeless   
 
They have lives too  
Favourite foods, and special homely features they carry around  
They are people  
They need to be loved and feel cared for not treated like an animal or an inconvenience 
They did not choose to be homeless   
 
Lǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ǿƘŜƴ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ƎƻŜǎ ƘƻƳŜΣ  
As they are already in theirs sat shivering cold with no one around. 
They are alone fearing for their life every single dreadful night,   
IƻǇƛƴƎ ǎƻ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ along 
Because they did not choose to be homeless.  
 
Ruby Le Page Y7 
Meadowhead 
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aȅ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ aŀȅŀ wƛǾŜǊǎΣ LΩƳ ŦƛŦǘŜŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ L ŀƳ ǘƻŘŀȅΣ ōǳǘ L 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƎǊŜǘ ŀ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ 

L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ever think about playing my guitar, which my mum and dad never let me play, out in 

ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎ ƻŦ [ƻƴŘƻƴ ŀǘ мл ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƴƻǘƛŎƛƴƎ LΩƳ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ 

άǎƻ ōǳǎȅέ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ƭƛǾŜǎΦ .ǳǘ ƘŜǊŜ L ŀƳ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǇǊƛȊŜŘ ǇƻǎǎŜǎǎƛƻn (more like 

my only possession) attempting to earn a few pounds. I can hear teenagers, young adults, 

giggling and glaring at me, ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ Ƴǳǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΦ L ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ Ƴȅ 

ǊƛǇǇŜŘ Ƙŀǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƴƻǘ ŀƴȅ ƳƻƴŜȅ ōǳǘ ŀ ƴƻǘŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ άL ǿƻǳldnΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊΦέ 9ǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ 

know ǘƘŜƳΣ ƛǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘǳǊǘǎ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ǿŀǎǘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǘƛƳŜΦ  

ά²I!¢ 5h ¸h¦ a9!b ¸h¦ 5hbΩ¢ Ybh² ²I9w9 ¢I9 ahb9¸ I!{ Dhb9Κέ aȅ ƳǳƳ 

barked at me. I stood there motionless not knowing what to say, except the truth. I was only 

ten years old, but my mum was shouting at me like I was a criminal. I never wanted this kind 

of relationship with my mum but she had never treated me like I was her child. 

LΩǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƻƪŜƴ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ǳƴǎŜǘǘƭŜŘ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ ! ƭƻǳŘ ŎŀǊ ƘƻǊƴ ōŜŜǇŜŘ ŀǘ ŀ reckless, drunk 

driver. Even though it is now only two o clock in the morning there are still traffic jams on 

ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǾƛƴƎ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎƻΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ 

a huge gust of wind that blows through my hair and ripples through my clothes, that makes 

me curl up tightly in my thin, worn blanket. Once the streets quieten down, I am left with 

my thoughts. Thinking about what my life could have been like. Thinking about how my 

ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ Ƙƻǿ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ care. And thinking about how the bus stop 

was more of a home than that house would ever be. 

ά²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀŘƳƛǘ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƻƭŜ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŜȅΚέ ǎŀƛŘ ŘŀŘΦ 

ά.9/!¦{9 L b9±9w 5L5Ηέ L ǎŀƛŘ ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΦ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀŘƳƛǘ ƛǘ ǘhen maybe you should just leave,έ aǳƳ ǎŀƛŘ ŎƻƭŘƭȅΦ 

άaŀȅōŜ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘΦέ !ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ L ŘƛŘΦ L ƳŀǊŎƘŜŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ ŀƴŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ 

outside the house for the last time in forever, I turned around and sŀƛŘ ά¢Ƙis was only a 

house I used to live in, but it was ƴŜǾŜǊ Ƴȅ ƘƻƳŜΦέ !nd I walk away never looking back. 

aȅ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ aŀȅŀ wƛǾŜǊǎΣ L ǿŀǎ ƪƛŎƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ōŜ Ƴȅ ƳǳƳ ŀƴŘ ŘŀŘ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ŀƴŘ 

because of them I am living on the streets trying to turn my life around and change the 

cards I was dealt. But ƭƛƪŜ L ǎŀƛŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƎǊŜǘ ŀ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ 

That is my story and this is my home. 

Freya Pound Y8 
Meadowhead 
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Home is a language, home is now a legend, a story of where you grow up happy and safe, 

but now you no longer exist anywhere. They set your entire world aflame. They took away 

the sweet childhood memories. They took away the safe zone where you lay your head 

beside the comfy chair. 

Nothing is left, only the sorrow of weeping soul, laughter and good times all disappeared. 

Nothing is left not even the high pitched tone of mothers voice, feeling lost, desperate and 

trapped, deep down a hole, a place where you have to kill to survive from vicious animals  

My safe shelter has gone. The bright shiny ceiling aged with me. IǘΩǎ ƴƻt as pretty as it used 

to be. It has wrinkled and aged, bits of it turned grey. Then I look up I see the new me, I see 

the state I am in. Has the old me really gone? Is what I see just a imagination or a dream, a 

wish to come true? 

I wish I can go back in time to return to the person who was free, not trapped and desperate 

for help. Even the loudest shout was ignored and trashed away. I wish I could have the 

ability to get back what was mine once. I want my old elegant home back. I want to be able 

to experience what it felt like, but this all fake everything has changed. Nothing is the same, 

everything is shattered away, even the glamorous trees have faded away. The streets feel 

empty inside my home. Nothing left, not even a small rock where the weak mouse rests its 

small legs. Everything disappeared. Crouching my legs to my chest sitting in the empty room 

staring. The crushed wall rushes the painful times I had. Nƻǿ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ. What 

am I supposed to do? 

Atena Javidpour Y9 

Meadowhead 
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Danyal Janjua Y7 
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The rainforest monkey 
There was once a rainforest monkey who sat in a tree. He was a young monkey, so he had to 

hold onto his mum to stop himself from falling out of the tree. It was a tall tree- one of the 

tallest in the whole rainforest. Its branches stretched towards the open sky, as it stood 

guarding the rainforest. All the animals looked up to the tree, frogs, colourful parrots and of 

course the howlermonkeys. They lived on the other side of the rainforest and every sunset 

they would howl a melody of tunes. This intrigued the young monkey and he grew up 

listening to the tune and staring out at the sunset every night. 

As he grew up, he soon learnt the ways of the rainforest, how to hunt and survive. As he 

grew bigger he was allowed to climb the tree on his own. He would still watch the sunset 

and listen for the howlermonkeys every evening. They would all howl in harmony and he 

would fall asleep listening to their tune and thinking his home was paradise. 

One morning, the monkey woke up and looked out to the rainforest. However, instead of 

trees on the horizon, he saw something different. Something big and grey. It looked like a 

monster and he could hear its menacing roars from his tree. He froze, terrified, but after a 

while he shrugged and climbed down the tree to hunt. When he came back to his usual spot 

to watch the sunset, he heard no howls, so he waited. And waited. And waited. But no 

howls came. What had happened to the monkeys? He questioned it as he slowly fell asleep 

Crash! He was woken to nuts and fruits falling on his head and violent shaking through the 

tree. His whole family of monkeys had woken up and were screaming with panic and 

ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎ ŘƻǿƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳƻƴƪŜȅ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǿΧΧΦΦǘƘŜ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊΗ Lǘ was eating his tree, 

Ƙƛǎ ƘƻƳŜΦ IŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ǎƛŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ƴŜǊǾŜǎ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǇƻǘǘŜŘΧǘƘŜ ƘǳƳŀƴǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ŎŀƳŜ 

for tours but what were they doing?! The tree started to shake and tilt, he needed to go. But 

this was his home. But he had to. He took one last look at the rainforest but there was no 

rainforest. It was gone- it had been destroyed by the monster. He started to cry and ran 

down the tree and into what was left of the rainforest. He could see other animals running 

ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǎŜŜΧΦƘƛǎ home crashing to the ground. He gasped. His home 

was destroyed. Where was he supposed to go now?! 

Eden Salisbury Y8 

Meadowhead 

 

 
Lodges sit in water, 
Over the lake is a lodge, 
Dig the entrance underwater, 
Givs the beaver protection, 
Entrance is underwater. 
 
Seth Y1  
Abbey Lane 
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Today is a damp night in the Amazon rainforest and the sky is filled with gloomy, grey storm 

clouds. It is silent, apart from the howling wind. It looks like a storm is arriving and I need to 

get back home but I am really tired from flying. As I begin flying, the wind starts to get 

ǎǘǊƻƴƎŜǊ ōǳǘ L ƪƴƻǿ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ ƎŜǘǎ ǿƻǊǎŜ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƛƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǘƻ 

fly with control. Relieved, I find myself in my tree, trying to get comfortable in my nest. My 

nest is small. It ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǿƘŜƴ ƳǳƳ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊŜΦ L Ƴƛǎǎ ƘŜǊΦ 

hƴŜ Řŀȅ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƳŜΣ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƳŀƴǎΦ LǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŀǳƭǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǊǳƛƴŜŘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǎǘƻƭŜ 

my home. They had this thing I think they called it a chainsaw and they used it to slowly 

demolish this beautiful, incredible place. The splinters of wood remained in the spot where 

the tree once was, as if the pieces of wood were calling to be reunited with its family. Bit by 

bit, every dayΣ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ ǳǎ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘΦ ²Ƙȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŜȅ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎΚ 5ƻƴΩǘ 

ǘƘŜȅ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ƛǘ ŀŦŦŜŎǘǎ ǳǎ ŀƭƭΚ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻƻ ŦŀǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ 

started killing us. I remember when I could fly carelessly and I could feel the wind in my 

feathers, everyone was happy. Why do they want our homes?  

Then a couple of weeks later they just stopped. What was the point? Was it worth all those 

lives? Are they happy now? Will they come back? Now I have no home and I am now alone. 

Daniya Mahmud Y8 

Meadowhead 

 

 

The Price of Destruction  

Everyday a bit of my home gets taken. 

The people take it away from us. 

We have nowhere else to go 

We spend most of our time scrambling through the trees searching for a safe place but 

every time they find us and we have to start again 

²ƘŜƴ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀǿŀȅΦ 

It starts with the deafening sound of the chainsaws that slowly cut their way through our 

home and then the tree starts to shake which makes it even harder to get away  

Next comes the smoke that fills our lungs with toxic gas.  

The ones that are lucky to get away climb as far away as they can away from the killing 

machines and the terrifying memories. 

After that the cycle starts again and every day they take more and more of the home we 

ƘŀǾŜ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƭƛǾŜǎΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻǳǊ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǘŀƪƛƴƎΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻŘ ǘƻƻΦ ²Ŝ 

ǎŜŀǊŎƘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜǎ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƘŀǊŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ 

ǘƻ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘȅ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎΦ ²Ƙȅ ǿould you want to hurt a 

monkey?  

 

Lily Saxelby-Newall Y8 

Meadowhead 
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The Orangutan 

The trees towered around me 

The leaves once were my home 

But something happened to it all 

And now I feel alone 

 

The forest fell around me 

My lone home was destroyed 

All because of humans greed 

And now I feel alone 

 

I have fond and happy memories 

Of when it all was there 

Now all I have is memories 

.ǳǘ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŜƴΧ 

 

L ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ŎƻƳōŜŘ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦǳǊ 

My fingers like a comb 

I bounded from each tree to tree 

Then I was at home 

 

I hid from angry predators 

I gobbled up my food 

At night I slept in trees up high 

Then I was at home 

 

Now that has disappeared 

The home I knew is gone 

Memories alone are with me 

There is nowhere I belong 

 

I long to be at home again 

To hear a friendly call 

But only silence answers me 

I long to be at home 

 

Lucy Hallam Y7 

Meadowhead  

 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Wait intil is darc to find food. 
Al rabis are frens 
Rabis liv deep undgrownd. 
Rabis eet caruts and gras. 
Evree rabis havlong eers. 
Nite tim ar when rabis come out.  
 

Elliot Y1  

Abbey Lane 
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Forgotten 
In loving memory of Elliott, Spider and Pickle 
 I have a good home. No. A great home. I have warmth. I have food. I have housefolk who 
care for me. I most certainly have a good life. My name is Gherkin. I live in a wondrous 
home with everything I could ever want. I love home. My lovely warm bed. Oh how I love 
my lovely warm bed. Well, maybe just a little nap. 
LǎΧƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ōƛǊŘǎƻƴƎΦ hƘΗ Its morning. Well I better get out of bed. Wait. My humans - where 
are you? MEOW! MEOW! MEOW! IǳƳŀƴǎΦ tƭŜŀǎŜΧ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ Ƴȅ ŎŀƭƭǎΗ aŀȅōŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ 
upstairs. Yes! Upstairs! HUMANS! HUMANS! MEOW MEOW! IƳƳƳΧ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ 
upstairs. But they are not downstairs eithŜǊΦ aȅ ƘǳƳŀƴǎΧ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΧ  
²ƘŀǘΧƻƘΦ LǘΩǎ ƳȅΧ ǿŜƭƭΧ L Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎǎ ƛǘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ Ƴȅ 
humans. I am so cold. I am so hungry. I have no housefolk who care for me. I have to hunt 
for my food and eat fleshy mice and birds. I hate my life. This is not home anymore.  
 
Alice Bull Y8 
Meadowhead 
 

 

 

My Hedgehog Home 

One cold night I wiggled and wriggled out of my nest. I quietly walked along the pavement. I 

am going to tell you about my house and what I do. My house is as special as yours. 

My prickles protect me from predators. I made my house by collecting some leaves for my 

nest. I am only a baby, so you might be surprised that I can make a house. I have lots of food 

in my house. I love my house that Y2s made. You might read this and hear that your year is 

in it! 

hƘ ƴƻΗ ! ōŀŘƎŜǊ ƛǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎΦ LΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŦƻƻŘΦ L Ǌǳƴ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŦƻƻŘ ǎƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀŘƎŜǊ ŎŀƴΩǘ 

ƎŜǘ ƳŜΦ ΨIŀƘŀΗΩ L ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎΣ ōƭŀŎƪΣ ŦƛŜǊŎŜ ōŀŘƎŜǊΦ 

I think my home is lovely. The leaves are very warm and cosy. I am a vegetarian so L ŘƻƴΩǘ 

eat meat ς it is very yucky. My friend Mrs Hedgehog ς her Cheetah friend eats meat. 

My little baby hedgehogs must be so hungry. I hope their daddy is home so he can cook 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘŜŀΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ ƛǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŦƻƻŘ ǘƛƭƭ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ 

bƻǿ LΩm going home. I hope you liked my story!            

 

Lexie Nicholls Y2 
Abbey Lane 
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Mobile Homes 
I am a crab; a crab with no home. 
I look for a shell wherever I roam. 
¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƻƴŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƻƻƪǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ 
hƘ ƴƻ ƛǘ ƛǎƴΩǘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŜǾŜǊ ǎƻ ǘƛƎƘǘΦ 
I see another; so I go over and give a big tug, 
This is just right, as snug as a bug in a rug. 
 
I am a tortoise; I have a home that I own. 
I raced a grey hare, at the start he had flown. 
He stopped halfway round to have a nice snooze, 
Going slow and steady, I won with the help of some booze. 
My home is a shell, so hard and strong, 
I can stay safe and sound by doing no wrong. 
 
I am a snail; I leave slime and eat quite a lot, 
Gardenerǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇƭƻǘΦ 
The French like to eat me, they cook me in wine. 
.ƛǊŘǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƳŜΣ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳ ƛǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƛƴŜΦ 
L ǿƛǎƘ ƘǳƳŀƴǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ƳŜΤ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ ǿƛǎƘΣ 
Far, far better than being used in a savoury dish. 
 
I am a Queen Conch from the deep blue sea, 
aȅ ƘƻƳŜ ƛǎ ǎƻ ǘƻǳƎƘΤ LΩƳ ŀǎ ǎŀŦŜ ŀǎ Ŏŀƴ ōŜΦ 
When maƴ ǘǊƛŜǎ ǘƻ ŎŀǘŎƘ ƳŜΣ Ƴȅ ǎƘŜƭƭΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǘƘƻǊƴΣ 
They just want to use it, like a musical horn. 
Alone on the seabed, with no home anymore, 
No mortgage for me to buy a new store. 
 
Ariana Mander Y6 and Granddad Poppy 
Abbey Lane 

 
Taken 
ONCE there was tall, green trees 
NOW there is the stumps of the trees 
ONCE there were monkeys swinging in the trees  
NOW there are ashes blowing in the wind  
ONCE there was a glistening river  
NOW there is a bomb site  
ONCE there was wildlife 
NOW there is fire. 
My friends: GONE  
My trees: GONE  
My home: TAKEN  
At our pace we are last to leave  
I, sloth. 
 
Ariel Monks Y7 
Meadowhead 
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 The Jungle 
A land full with a luscious sage sea, 
From horizon to beach, wildlife roams free 
Trees once conquered this land 
But now turned to dust and sand 
By the ones who encroached on my land 
 
The soft pillow of a kapok tree 
The place for us until we become three 
My red feathers mingled with blue 
Stay forever just like glue 
Just like the kapok tree where I grew 
 
One day, from out the grey 
These strange creatures came from the decay 
How tall and mighty they appear 
What they are here for is not so clear 
Will they ever disappear? 
 
Monsters roaring, trail behind 
All aligned, as if ready to grind 
Closer and closer they come 
The mighty jungle will never succumb 
As it has only just begun 
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                   
Annalise Compton Y8 
Meadowhead 
 

 

Animal Habitats - Dolphins 

Ones upon time there was a dolphin with a ōǊƻƪŜƴ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǿƘƻ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǎƻ ƘŜ ǿas living 

ŀƭƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ŀƭƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǿƛǘƘΦ IŜ ƭƛǾŜǎ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ IŜ ƭƛǾŜǎ 

in big blue oceans called Bottlenose. One day he was swimming with his broken, sad heart and saw a 

beautiful girl called Maria and he was in love with her. So they were together and live happily and 

had friends and children. 

 

Mariana Horvathova Y8 

Meadowhead 
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Home Sweet Home 
Billy was a cat. She lived in a boring old cat house with a boring old cat bowl with boring old cat toys 
and boring old owners. To make it simple, she was a very bored cat. Since she was a kitten, she 
wanted to experience adventure. Could she be a famous explorer but then got very badly hurt by an 
angry leopard so people thought she was dead? Or maybe she was actually a pirate who developed 
a bad head injury during a very dramatic duel against Blackbeard, and, during the incident, had 
forgotten everything and got sent to where she was now? Anyways, one thing was for sure. She 
needed a twist to her life. A spice. Something different. 
 
One rainy afternoon, she had an idea. At the dead of night, she would secretly scramble over the 
garden fence and onto the road. That ǿŀǎ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜǊ ŀŘǾŜƴǘǳǊŜ ōŜƎŀƴΧ 
She scrambled over the fence and onto the road. Then, she spotted a cosy looking tree near the 
ƘŜŘƎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭ ōǳǎ ǎǘƻǇΦ άLǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ƭŜŀŦȅΗέ ǎƘŜ ǇǳǊǊŜŘΣ ƭŜŀǇƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜ ƛƴ ǎƘƻŎƪΦ  
Next, ǎƘŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǎƴƻƻȊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǊƳ ǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ bŜǿǎŀƎŜƴǘΩǎ ǎƘƻǇΦ άLǘΩǎ 
ǘƻƻ ƛǘŎƘȅΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎƘǊƛŜƪŜŘΣ ƘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ƙŀȅ ǇƛƭŜ ƛƴ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜΦ {ƘŜ ǎŀǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǾŜƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜǇǘΦ 
άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ƎƻΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎƻōōŜŘΦ {ǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ ŀ ǇƻǎǘŜǊ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ Ƙer yellow, glistening eye. It said, 
ΩCǊŜŜ ǊƻŎƪŜǘ ǘƻǳǊΣ нпth MaǊŎƘΣ ǘƘƛǎ ŦƻǊǘƘŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǿŜŜƪŜƴŘΗΩ.ƛƭƭȅ ƘŀŘ ŀƴ ƛŘŜŀΧ 
 
She strolled down to the woods of which the rocket was going to be blasted. She climbed onto the 
ship, hid in a box, and, sure enough, the rocket grew hot ς ǘƘŜƴ ƘƻǘǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǘǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǘǘŜǊΧ 
Before she knew anything else was going to happen, the rocket summoned up speed, gained 
momentum and blasted through the deep blue sky and into space! When they finally landed, she 
realised that they were on the moon!  
It was night time and Billy was ready for bed. Suddenly, she began to float.             
άLǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ŦƭƻŀǘȅΗ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƘƻƳŜΗέ 
She flew home in the rocket ship. Tired and contented, happy and relieved, she dozed off and 
ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘΣ άIƻƳŜ ǎǿŜŜǘ ƘƻƳŜΧέ  
 
Zahra Ali Y5 
Woodseats 

                           

 
Coral Reef 
IƻƳŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΣ ōƭǳŜ ǎŜŀ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƻŦ ōǊƛŎƪΣ 
¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƳŀŘŜ out of creatures called polyps, wide and thick. 
 
Wonderful fish live there, 
Creatures with small fins instead of hair. 
There are lots of fish and creatures like a reef shark, 
ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭȅǇǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǎƘƻǿ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƻƴƎ ǘŜƴǘŀŎƭŜǎ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘΩǎ ŘŀǊƪΦ 
 
In each coral, the polyps are all joined together, 
ōǳǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎǊƻǿ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊΦ 
 
Esme Sherwood 
Y4 Woodseats 
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aƻǳǎŜΩǎ bŜǿ IƻƳŜ 
hƴŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ hƴŜ ŘŀǊƪ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ aƻǳǎŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ Ŏƻǎȅ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ Lƴ Ƙƛǎ Ŏƻǎȅ ōŜŘΦ aƻǳǎŜǎΩ ƘƻǳǎŜ 
was warm inside. He lived inside a tree. He was suddenly woken up by a loud banging sound. BANG! 
Mouse came outside of his house and saw that people were chopping down his tree. He jumped 
down and watched sadly as his home got chopped down. Mouse tried to look for a new home. He 
found a hole in the ground. So Mouse slept in the hole.  
bƻǘ ƭƻƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊΣ aƻǳǎŜ ǿŀǎ ǿƻƪŜƴ ǳǇ ōȅ CƻȄ άDŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƘƻǳǎŜΗέ CƻȄ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ  So Mouse ran as 
quickly as he could out of the hole. Mouse was sad and cold. He soon found a pile of logs and there 
ǿŀǎ ŀ ƘƻƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƳΦ {ƻ aƻǳǎŜ ǎƭŜǇǘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƎǎΦ .ǳǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ǿƻƪŜƴ ǳǇ ōȅ {ƴŀƪŜ ά[ŜŀǾŜ Ƴȅ 
ƘƻǳǎŜΗέ {ƴŀƪŜ ƘƛǎǎŜŘΦ aƻǳǎŜ ǿŀǎ ǳǇǎŜǘΦ IŜ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŦƻǳƴŘ .ƛǊŘΦ aƻǳǎŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ άaŀȅ L ǎƭŜŜǇ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ 
ƘƻǳǎŜ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΚέ .ƛǊŘ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ά¸Ŝǎ ȅƻǳ ƳŀȅΦέ {ƻ .ƛǊŘ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ aƻuse to his house and that night, 
Mouse slept warm and cosy again. All thanks to Bird. 
 
Rachel Aldred Y6 
Woodseats  
 
My habitat 
Hi. I am a little, shy hedgehog like some other animals I loie in a mirco-habitat. I am going to tell you 
about my new home. Do you want to know about it? If you do read on.  
My house has a long tunnel to get in. You would find me in a woodland in a prickly holly bush or in a 
bush surrounded by mud. My den is near to a log that means that I can get food. I eat little bugs. It is 
nice and dark because I am nocturnal. You can help me by leaving water out for me. My nest is 
amazing because it is cosy, dark and lovely. My normal predators are foxes, owls, badgers and 
hawks. Good luck finding me because I will be camouflaged! Often predators break in but with this 
new den they just go by.  I think humans can help hedgehogs because some hedgehogs do not have 
ƘƻƳŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ food. Please help hedgehogs, they need help. I will hibernate in winter so 
we need help building safe homes.  
 
Holly Y2 
Abbey Lane 
 
 
{ǘŀƴƭŜȅΩǎ 5ƛǎŎƻǾŜǊȅ 
Unfortunately, it was only another day for Stanley to be digging holes. Although Stanley was already 
ŦŀǘƛƎǳŜŘ ƻŦ ŘƛƎƎƛƴƎ ƘƻƭŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƻǊŎƘƛƴƎ ǎǳƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƴȅ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ 
a whole lot worse for Stanley. His skin was like a scaly snake. His blisters and his terrible scars had 
caused this. If he was going to lose any more weight, he could become a skeleton. He could have lost 
at least five stone. 
Iƛǎ ŘŜƘȅŘǊŀǘŜŘ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ǇŀǊŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿΦ ²Ƙƛƭǎǘ ǎǇƻǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǳŘ ƻŦ ŘǳǎǘΣ 
and a water truck coming towards him, Stanley looked down at the barren wasteland anxiously with 
his heart in his throat. Suddenly, he poured something mysterious in his hole. He wondered what 
ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ƴŜȄǘΧΦIŜ ǿŀǎ ǇŀƴƛŎƪƛƴƎΦ  
IŜ ǿƛǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǊǘ ƻŦŦ ƛǘΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŜŜƴΦ {ǘŀƴƭŜȅ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƛǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎƻƭŘ 
tube. Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŀǎ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛƳƳŜǊƛƴƎ ǎǳƴƭƛƎƘǘΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΦ {ǘŀƴƭŜȅ 
was glad that nobody had realised his discovery - Stanley smiled. 
 
¦ƴǎǳǊǇǊƛǎƛƴƎƭȅΣ ǘƘŜ ǘǳōŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴƛǘƛŀƭǎ ΨY.Ω ŜǘŎƘŜŘ ƻƴǘƻ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛȊŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛs middle 
ŦƛƴƎŜǊΦ {ǘŀƴƭŜȅ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴƛǘƛŀƭǎ ΨY.Ω ǎǘƻƻŘ ŦƻǊΦ 
 
Henry Chatterton Y5 
Greenhill 
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