





Time betore Birmirgham
&y Toms arrisor Year 7

This wos notures own (and,
Untouched by the Aond of won.
This wos how it would remain,
Until the doy thot it odl chorged.

First they came in ones ond twos,

Noture unowore of whot i+ wos to lose.

The soil was rich ord the (0nd wos pare,
The plants bright green ond the woster ozure.

Eoch time +Ae/v came, the lorger %—Ae/v stayed,

Until %/\e/v decided 1+his would be where there hAome wos made.

First they made some Auts and shocks,
And snares and lures ond other such trops.

Then slowly they built, more and more,
Until you could no longer see natures Hoor.

Concrete, cement, iron and tor,

And further advances liKe electricity and cars.

Mon now controlled +4is (and,
For ond wide their city sporned.
A concrete jungle for odl to revere,

Except tfor noture, who once resided here.

This wos noture's own (And,
Untouched by the hond of man.
This wos how i+ would remioqn,
Until the doy thot it all chorged.

A ge
pfea«nﬁ =
% Kutus frall Year 5

M/V head £ills with slumber;
Eyelids drop liKe #lies.
/lna/f'om/w UnConstiouns,

M/v miind remaqns odive.

Thoughts begin to tunnel,

LiKe o drill throuwgh the 9round,

7o the darKest depths of wiy braqn,
Where imogination con be found.

Into +hAis poxrallel orb | zoom,

All colour and ljghtness ahead.
Weaving my way so intricotely FArough,
7o owoid 0 ephialtes of dread.

My thoughts coretully select o pats,
Freporing for the bod,

But who Knows whot my dreams will be,
1 depends on the doy lve Aad.

Uisions begin to show themselves,

From deep down within.

Sugor Flum Fairies twirling round and round,
A erying mosn made of tin.

/V// heart begins to %Amwp lLiKe mad,

A sharp metal hanmimer inside.

The sweet doncing Foqries just conldn't (ast,
Reinstoted with the crying (ght.

Gut No! my blinds do begin to Lt

The visions +oke of (iKe o crone.

Showrp morning ljght shoots across iy foce,
Throwgh the misted window pane.

[ begin to process the doy to come
Crowded with work and Fanily.
Arguably dreams give us spoce to breat,
Apart from this insonity.

A readm, with the potentiod for all,

Often reflecting how we feel.

But, however riveting these dreons My appeos,
One must recall: They're not real.
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Aguilo. Chrysoetos
&y Umalaer Sanger Year /0

5/7‘%//@ o Ag/l Above the trees on snowy mountoin peak’s

A Keen lens zooms oo morsel afor, in a Fforest so deep.
Surrendering the mogestic glide so Ajgh Obove the clouds

For a free fall bullet thot pierces its prey with o heart so stout.
Talons of steel and grip liKe vice

Fresh meat seized for edger mouths tArice

As time drows neor ond Flee %Ae/v must

WitA wings of vodlue +hot soor with trust

One by one on her bocK mum +oKes
/L/{yﬁ up in the sK Y the air to break
A sudden swoop ond the eoglet +alls
s wings to work it must recodl

A glint of pride as the First Haps oppear
wo , Setore miother swoops Ond 9others on her reos
Y Time ond ogain the #light to moster is done
Until the #ledgling is gone with the sun.

&y fated Amar Year £

The sun rose Agh in the clear morning sKy 05 it to anmnounce thot it wos a rew doy
Birds cheertully chirped as they contently ocknowledged the #irst roys of light

5(0»1/[/, the sun began to spread its arms so everyone could now see it From For aw Oy
As the beams become stronger the sun made it cleor thot it wos the end of njght

Ever/vone begar their Aoty grind, hoping the sun wos here to stoy

They all wished the Frequent robdn and storms wouldn't show their might

The trusting mothers took their children in the gleaming sun to ploy

ﬂe)/ did s0 od( 0(07/ until %Ae)/ noticed block ond grey in the clouds of white

A drizzle of rain in the porK left the energetic children in dismay

ﬂe)/ took shelter ond /ﬂno&eﬂﬂ)/ inguired About their +r oubling pZ@A%

In the sKy, they somw o- Kadeidoscope of colours +Aat took +heir breoth O Oy
There appeared oo rodiont rainbow much to the childrens' delight

The sun shone j[&f/ousl)/, the children re—appesred, row thot +he clouds were out of +he w iy
The mothers begon to call their infonts who wished to Frolic wntil the sun wos out of sj9ht
The sun begon to slowly redden and dimming itself down signitying the end of the doy
Everyone had a- morvellous time, they Aappily Aurried home to sleep as opprooched the njght



The Hummingbird & Kisiass Sanbs; Year £

The Aumble AMMMMjb/rd sits, feet upon Q- bronch of wood
ook in9 down upor the worms below.

The silence you could heor was (iKe on eerie, obandoned Aouse,

Yet the humble hummingbird still sot, woiting.

Round ond round,

In randoniriess

in or9arisotion,

As switt as Howing waoter

Flopping its wings ot an impossible poce. =

.

D, e
Swoosh! Swash! And the bird #lies, ‘\ l
A

" : o %

As the hummingbird storts to Aum its sweet tune, the wistful

worms looK up,
Longing for something ofher +hAan soil.
Their attention is coptured by the ture.

The hummingbird consciously thinks it is only humming letters,

Which are arranged in on erratic order,
But t+he worms, an oudience, could only hedr noise.

You can hear it humi From 100 miles away,
You can see the worms applound the mogniticent bird,

You can smell the scent of the Fresh wood the hummingbird sits on

And yet you con't even get close enongh to touch it.

Now i+ has Finished enljghtening oll +he worms
I+ Flies of ¥ +he bronch,

The very place where it mode #ome.

i Howlessly #lies towards yet another branch
Where i#s friends are patiently waiting

W you were where the hummingbird was,

You'll be able to see i#s Fellow birds pot it on the bocK,
The trees emeradd leowves waving ot the bird,

And, /ma,(Z/, yo'll be able to smell the Aammingbird's #ood,
A dish liKe a- bornguet

And o banguet as a- dish.

Gut then it s time to 90

Bock home

7o oo ploce of J'O)//MZ Jolliness

His family woiting to contidently congrotulote him.

The humble hammingbird sits, feet upon oo browmch of wood
LooKing down upon the worns below.

Whort would we do without the Sun?
Z/ Sakshanr SAaAA Year /0

It rises above us and sets below,
Giving us lite since centuries 4o,
It shines ot our structures,

And smiiles at our cities,
MoKing ort with its shddows.

" wakes us up eorly in the A0y,
Sending us to sleep 0s it goes Ow Ay,
It gives us its warmth,

And donotes to us its lght,
Forever showing us the way.

 seems liKe it's always Aaving #un,
Shooting its roys liKe bullets From o g,
I rests in the 5Ky,

And sends good wishes Ffrom up Ajgh,
Whot would we do without +he Sun?

The silence you could heodr wos ([Ke an eerie, obondoned house,

Yet the Aumble hummingbird still sot, waiting.
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The Climb
5/ Revinr Platsen Year /0

/‘7/ AesK is 0o mountoqsn rosge
OF sheets, tests and book s
Loy ofter doy | moKe the arduous trek
7o the summiit of wiy work.
| see o sheer rock foce ahead of me,
A three page essay on Mocbeth.
Earlier, iy teacher honded me arn ice pick
With ‘context engrowed on its hondle.
/ h’/ to use it
Some Aoys, the climb s easier:
A ten wminute AiKke up some moths sheets,
Or perhops a- Haot field of ‘none set.
But towering peaks adwoys loom in the distance.
[ try to Find reason
In my endless cycle of toil.
They offer me dreams of o nice job
Fa/nc/ cars and bjg Aouses,
I | just climb o little longer.
So | continue wiy journey,
Onwords ond upwasrds through +his intinite vadlley.
s 2z am.
ﬂaujﬁfs ot sleep seep into wiy mind,
liKe a déMZ)/ poisor.
[ try to Fi9ht it but | am powerless.
H Hows into wy Ox w3,
Rendering them useless.
[ con't hold miy weght.
[ can't climb arry Longer.
| feel wiy body /M(///j O Oy From +he rocks.
| feel niy 50//2'/7 ropes snop one by one.
| left it ot Aome
!l wos awoy
/V])/ Lifeless body /MMMM&% dow nw Oy ds
[ Know my tote as it croshes
Into +he cold, ruthless v&((e)/ bottom.
Letention on ﬂm’sday.

Gr. anry Goes for Gold
&y Yaanash Niranthiarakamar Year 7

When Grandma goes for gold in
The Olympic Gomes this yeor,
Shell lowgh ot her competitors
And make them guoke with feor.

She's n/ne%y-—nme years old

But, in OtAletics, she's been blessed.

The trouble /s she won't be able to decide
Which sport she performs the best.

She's such on ace ot WaAe//,
She's queen of the caroe,

She's hord to top at toekwondo,
And table tennis +too.

But whot we discover mind-blowiry,

And something of o shocKer,

15 how she wins Oll her contests

With just her wheelchair ond ber walKer.



Sea. Wasp
5/ Z/M/Z/ Wittianss Year /0

FolK o~dots in an abyss,

A Huorescent blue illuminating the umbro- of deep ocean
Mushroom Clouds of vibrasncy and vigour

Responsibilities, gone omiss

Explosions of turquoise,

Curling tendrils l[iKe #ingers Ffondling #ree

OF the restrasnts of t+hought ‘
F looting in the water (iKe bugys { e
A spineless moss . :
Carried by the movement of t+he sea | o

Forever 9liding in the dork TZ; Ti9ers

But the waoltz js Aodlted 5/ Atex Z/v/ﬁg Year 1/

As tentacles become boyonets

And vietims Fodl into the obyss A tiger traipses round its coge

of ten—ish Bors ond two—ish Boords,
And all the tigers Ais own age
are 5//1///(0/[/ rooted ond HFloored

Twos bod, but thAree most cruciol Rungs
irregulosly shoped to nine,

The Boards don't break the tigers tongues,
but comb them into lifeless (ines

In moy, the tigers stort to crash
o9ainst the bars thot test their fote
In_jure, 7%6/ can't help but clash
ogainst the Goards that break you woy

In _Aagust, though, the Tjgers

Break throwgh their coge, through the
softest bors to them, and these ones 9row
into trees, the Tjgers f”/na,ll)/ are free,

their Tongues con tour the aniverse with 9lee

The trees silently intertwine,

the Tigers crowl within, the stoge
/s theirs, but cooped in coupled pine,
the tgers troipse around it cage.



Impertections
&y Tiwana Niaras yedr /0

Deception lies in both the mirror ond the eyes,

The sight recejved mokKes you wont to Kneel ond cry
Altered perceptions of the world moy be ot hond
Others believe that they should takKe o helping stand
Nothing they do will ever moke you teel as pleased

As tormenting yourselt wntil your Aaunting thoughts will seize
A deceitful moask +hot's Known to others os oo smile,
Aidden behind s your lowly post that's ok so vile
prp/'ﬂeﬁf wiill 0/1[)/ come once you reach your single 9good
Hé&//ry your modss while mak 19 )/om’sd/ a whole

Your peace o miind may shatter until you're in control
Never satistied, improvements Odw s come

The pam/u( wioments (eawing you forever Ylum,

Never as Aoppy or 05 good 05 you cos be,

What's Aola(//y you From your pZ@A-/‘ ot //750»7/’7‘/7

Dot Life
Gy fehard Amoshe Year 7

LooK, he grew up in the south of London,

So )/éA, he Knows about Aot 7‘7/06 of lite.

Dem guys with their tracksuits and their mosKs on,
Told Ais miomt he asnt gonna live dot lite.
Said hAe would be a- doctor or Zam/)/e/,

/s calm, he would live o- really nice lite,

But now look ot what he's done it ain't right,
Cos now he's the one who's living dot lite.

He's dot stereotypicad,
Dot 'sate bro,

Lot tells Ais mom +o woqst but,

Never sits to coll
I+ o4n't njce cos,

LooK oF Aimi now Ae lives Aot (ite.

Wos so bright but,

Tarned into +Aot stereotype,

Learned to #j9ht on,

The roods with Ais gurns and his Knjves,

Won't be alright cos,

Now he's +Hhe one Z/l///’]j Aot lite.



Recipe for disaster
&y Abu F@vﬂ/z Year /0

You will need:
1099 disinterest for putting in
etfort,
Two cups distoest for learnin,
5 fablespoon disobediont otitude,
5 pinch disrispect for thos hellping
you,
very littel dicsipline,
methud:

preteat disrigord #ill no degree,
use 0/7[)/ Za/z/vness tfo disserve,
disrepute and not get Ahiered,
discorrd asy hope,

dicsern every mistake,

serve in the gutters on o cold njght:
use for 5 yeors betore ex/ﬂ/ra/f'/an.

Aage
7

5/ exit
Ly 7oty Taylor Jear 7

7o leowe or rot to (eowe,

/s what the politicions 50y,

The Conservatives were split,

On whether %/\e/ should sty

In foct it was quite the debate,
And to s0 Lowvid Cameron's dismoy,
The bottle to (eowe wos a victory,

So the Frime Minister Aod to wolk 61/14/07/./

When the discussions were over,

The +osK Aod only begun,

Eut Nigel Faroge's hoppiness,

Could be described 05 second +o rone,
But then something queer hoppened,
Njgel so4d there was rothing to ran,

So Ae pat on Ahis Aot and strode out +he door,

And said wiy work here is done.

So where does Hhot leave Greot Gritain’

Well +hat's hard to Fjgure out right row,
ﬂe/ think thot being alone will help,
Gut | struggle to #othom Just Aow,

It is quite the controversy,

Which OdwOys ends up in a- row,

So to our old Friends in EM"OP&,
6’00db/ve, adjos, choi!
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Alone
5/ Koharr Tarndor Yedr /0

Her Lite Aad been oo rollercoaster ride,
MM/HZ&(Z/ with more low t+Aon A/’jAs.
She searched for hoppiness,

but insteod She Found a- Monster,

o M/e/jA?‘ on Her Soul,

The Tears of the Underground
&y F@W firasy yedr 8

[ lay here in my scratty seraps of the underground,

OR how | hote those dreadiul sirens and their ear-busting sounds,
My headache is getting worse and worse,

OR why did those Germons Aowve to pat us through such o- curse’

Lying next to me is 0o Fomily of four,

A young girl and a- youny boy, both wailing for their lives,

The ghostly porents both proying in 0gory for some sort of cuare!
Ok, when shodl this wor end, | con't bear Aedring 0dl these cries.

This world is clearly drowning in its own greed,

Money, power omnd land, we are only atter what we don't need,
Only whot we wont ond forgotten our Faiths and principles,
When oll we need is +he bore essentiols.

oand one thot has conguer ed. Oh) how howe we come to t+his! Hundreds of thousands losing lives and loved ones,

i+ hod made Her distrought,

And odl of this to a horrific wor and blood thirsty, downting guss,

introverted, Ob, how howe we come to this! Appalling sleeping bags in undergronnd slumps,
and spiadl You mijght o5 well Aowe just tHhrown us in the f/[v%)/ Adumips.
now on the 5//‘096 So | loy here in miy scrutty scrops of the underyround,
She sits, And those darn sirens still wailing with their dreadful sounds,
Jus% M/a,/h‘//j +o fodl. So, ny Friend, pPleose tell me, M/A/v oh M/A/v us? /Jasf- wish Aum&/i/%y would +AnK,

no one rea,{l/ loved Her,
no one rea,{l/ cored,

But all | Aowe s o tear every time | blink.

all She reoadly wonted wos For someone to be there.

it's been about A year row,
since she left+ Her #lat

Her girl Aad lef+ Her
odone ond 504,

she was Her hero

and the beot to Her Aeart
but when she left

i+ just tore Her apart.

She tried the drugs

the counselling, the theropy,
but there's on(/v one way

to escape this Rarity.

Her (e95 ore Aarging

the wind in Her Aoir

tfwo in the mOorning

but rnobody cares.

now here She s,

and with one Finol drop
Her pain will cease
Her Lite will 51"0P



Lead before midnjght P @& / /
5/ /77/ Abrasan: Year 7

Leod before M/'dﬁ{jA'/‘ was the love of wiy lite,

Nothing in wiy mind but of how thee died. R

In wiy mind wos the screamr of poin ond strite,

Nothing but remembering how she cried. The Arctic Wolt

| remember her pulchritudinous eyes Gy Abimred Syed Year 1/

And she Aod beautiful Four and brown Adir. .

She wos very intelligent ond guite wise. There | stood undwire, solitory, anprotfected,
[ loved her but no longer is she there. Haoping thot my presence remained neglected.
When | sow her she was a trogic stote, Fleoding and beging that he could not see me,
A bullet +Hhroungh the middle of her hend, But | Knew +hot wosn't Foith's Aarsh decree.
She Aod not o right to sutter this fote,

| did ot Hink Hat | would feel +4is dreod As elegont snowtloKes glided to the anbroKen ice,
Now | howe to suffer my loss #ill Death. | Knew | needed arything whether it were help or advice.
Degd belore M/a(n{gA% was my love, wiy Beth For | could not beat Aim, it just wosn't capoble,

His lightriing speed moKes Aimt inescopoble.

His ever wodtchtul eye, his eor piercing cry,

He could see me step, he could hear me sigh.

| Knew Ae was there, but in the bitter cold snow he wos undetectodble,
His pure white comontloge hAid him whilst he thought me delectable.

But then | saw it; Hhose gut—wrenching eyes,
Focused on one thing me, | was Ais prize.
BAM! it begun.

The race was on.

| broKe jnto a sprint, | roan foster #han | done before,
| Knew | couldn't win, | Knew Id lose +he war.

SHUl | Kept going, the ruthless wind teoring ot iy foce,
[ wos panting, wheezing, slowing down my pace.

I was over | couldn't beot noture no motter whot / 50y,
B 1: He is wiy predotor | am his prey,
o He is wiy predotor | am his prey,
I
P I+ seemed |d lost 05 soon as | stepped into the Fray.

=N / 5*0Pﬁéd/ aollwpsed, tell +o +he cold, firm #loor,
g 1*“ an ¢ ‘) He come over to me, observing me once more,
s MY stared him in the eye ond it felt liKe looKing ot deoth,

AN A
ot RACR Viciously, it bit into me and | drew my lost breath.

W was then | realized that | conld not topple the merciless storm,
He wos the wltimote mochine he wos ot the top of Ais form.
[ just was o helpless, detenceless stray,

| Knew fFrom the begnning the Arctic Wolt wins over adl prey.
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Z#raya,(
Z/ att Ferrett Year //

He opens Ais wioutA.
He spits — accusations /Z/ liKe pellets From Q- I2—90uge.
Codeunloted antraths, designed to induce roge.

ﬂe/v furn on you aniid Ais cries,
as crocodile tears Flow From Ais bulbous, selfish eyes.

His borbs 57‘/)?9, and you see Aint in new [@A'/‘.
You smell Ais reek of sultur, ond see, where two Joot's horns aljght

upon Ais crown.

Soton ond Judos could not Adwe done Ais deeds,
you see row tHhot the hours of Proyer and counting rosemasy beods
was ol for nought.

The read devil is monr.

A yor, Grutus” Caesar once cried,
when left adone o die.

You Know i#'s true, whot 1%5)/ 50,
"Luﬂus est Aomo Aomini'.

The Mindless Machine
uaaz Ghatoor Year 7

We begin our lives,
Wit+A Joy n our Aedrts.
When +his is sensed
The cleansing storts.

ﬂe/ line children up,
Repeart atter e

Vi obey ny IASIErS
A good Frgs will Le

We obey their (aws
And Follow +Aeir rules.
We Follow b(///d()/
Acting like fools.

We grow wp empty AusKs,
Our souls draqsned dAry.
Too moture to (Qugh
And too old to cry.

Now there's no (aughter
Not a smijle to be seen.
In the end we odl join
The mijndless mochine.




Vertigo Foge 12

5/ Tonatias Andersorn Year 7

His toes over the edge, rock crumbles ond folls to the #Hloor

His heod spins, his vision blurs and ke feels a- shitting.

The ground vorishes benedth his feet and Ae's Falling

Helpless, powerless, weak, he begins to gather speed ond he scredms

He screams louder thon he hos betore, o deep throaty cocophory of teor.

He feels the ground rush up to meet him, he teels it closing in liKe an inevitoble sound of dorK rness.
Then the impoct, he teels it in Ais spine, poin Howing #rom vertebrae to vertebrae

Then his legs, he feels a snop ond pain overcomes him.

Foin liKe he's never felt betore, pain (iKe Aell never feel 0g904n

The gromnd snops his leg bocKwards [iKe a twig

White bone glistening blood profruding From the sKin

The poin makes him teel sick, and he is unoble to stop Aimselt From vomiting, it comes in oo wowe,
He convulses repeatedly, more bile forcing itself out of his throat.

Then it downs on him, the poin in his bOLK hos gone, he can't actuodly feel anything at adl.

He con only cry, his limbs being of no use.

He cries hot, salty, desperote teors

Bitter and remorseless they cry on the Aard ground

He closes his eyes and waits. For rescuel No.

For death.

The Fen
Z/ Neald Fankiana Year /0

My lustrous metad head scratches the surfoce,

Engrowing wiy deepest secrets below.

[ Aowe inK for blood, scorring each corner of the void convias, embossing

the utmost lucid tones upon eoch line. No longer words on poper,

But instead oo crimson current, as the riddonce of wy soul ond severed veins,
Foints your mind, where | Aowe bled,

As each stroKe falls post your hoze, | take o different Aue,

From chartreuse green o royod blue. My inK lies meeK upon each page,
so0K ed in pw/ef/}/d dispositions; sculpting bonod to shrewd,

Silent #ingers entwined oround me; through my lips the ink Hows,

Ereathing lite into the mere, mute words which ore peppered alony

Each submissive line.antil | Aawe shed odl of my teors.

Yet os wy inK dries ond tears subside, it is these echoed words which ore +he
single proot that | lived, burn them with wy soul o0side, setting them free into
The boundless sK /V.../ oan /V/ér’d)/ o broKen (inK.
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Leoth
5/ miaa Year 7

He lurKs right around the corner,
W&/?“/rzj for you to pass.
Then just when you least expect it
Steads you from [ife's grasp.

'Ever’/ﬂ%///j is F£ine, you thought,
Or t+hat's whot [Life told you.
Sure, moke money Ond howe Fun,
But prepare For yoar own dedtA too.

The one thing that connects us adl,
/s that one doy we will odl die.
Let's see, whot howe we done
About all the pecple who ery?

Leath odwoys seems so #rightening,
But it doesn't Aowe to be.
s you just live lite to +he Full,
You will accept this reality.

Remember when you were Q- Child,
Flaying on the (ush gross.
WitA your friends and fa/m/l/v,
Moke t+he meniories (o5t

So, moKe sure you Qre reddy,
7o be stolen From Lites grasp.
Becouse one Ady, you too
Will be underneath t+hot very 9ross.






