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Since its creation in 2018, Creative Writing Club has been running weekly,
even continuing through lockdown over Teams. There have been many
members that have come and gone over the years, but all have been
remarkably talented and have left little creatfions in their wake. | found

the students’ words so full of life, power and talent that | did not wish for these
poems and stories to disappear from the world, forgotten, at the bottom of a
folder, never to be read. Instead, | thought | would compile them into an
illustrated book so that these students - and others - can appreciate
these little reminders of their time at Chatham Grammar.

- Ms Goosey

The Worst and Best Christmas

¥ By Hannah, age 12

Winner ofthe 2018 Christmas writing competition

Prompt: ‘T]Ilblb the story of the best and worst Christmas ever”
< -5 N

This is the story of the worst, and best, Christmas ever.

Iimagine lights. and gifis. and anything or everything to do with Christmas.
Reach out to a distant moment in your past {(}Ilristma.u related) where you
lhuuirhlntnlhmn was perfect. \mlmw:nulillumllnlmmu('ul i h.i'»'}llllll

Remember that time, when it was perfeet. and be still. Bl"‘:'iliﬂ;nud only for
a moment, remain still, grasping that pe rfect time. Think _"l_‘ullmlr-...
the sounds and the smell of the room or place - rt‘ln('];!l {moment ...

then immediately I‘l‘[lll,‘lllbl'l‘)ﬂlial'fstﬂlldill_é!]&l?l‘(‘.hiﬂll.

".ﬁ.‘
I'hat distant perfection is, no matter how |'t'a|.,(hﬁiilﬁt’1l\ﬂlmﬂﬂ
always be. The past remains in the past, and the presentwilkbecome the
past. This will always be so. And even after P've said this. voustill hold on.
thinking about the past.

Thisis the story of the worst, and best, Christinas ever. The one where
vou dreanit up a past so blissful. you forgot

/"" k to live in the present. And thus losing
a moment of life. The one where you travelled

backina myriad ofev rnh, instead of forwards.

nlr one where 'mll re: Jlm d




Hang the Washing

By Cairo, age 14

['want you to hang up the washing.
Go on. | dare you.
And imaginc all the thoughts
My head is running through.
The kids are watching TV
And my partner’s making lunch.
The birds outside are chirping.
And the world’s at peace for once.
[ call the kids together,
And check Adam’s binding right.
[ apologised when he came out
Because he thought he’d cause a fight.
The kids know to ask if I'm mum or dad,
~ And Phocbe loves braiding my hair.
Patton’s the second eldest. leaving soon;
He walks now with a more cheerful air.
And Ava-Lee, my pride and joy, leaves for Africa next month,
Back to the place of her ancestry.
She promises o cmﬂﬁ her love. ’ i
And despite my young age, | still have dreams, &l
Of a life that I may have, SR
And the fact that I may not achieve them all,
Simply drives me mad.




iy Ry ik
i WL
| Ty Fjumped at the chance,
% "‘!lj"‘ il A,ﬁght that’s abroad.
(N | Agun in my hand, |
; Ii‘an out the door.
. Isatins [ shot one man down.
My son Who knows how many more.
All was so q I'm regretting the fact.
| stared at t ‘ that I ran out the door.
-C'-IEF: "
SE
--"r" :w-li:lu.
L
ok
[ stood in despair, . No man’s land, g

The field of the dead.
Injured and wounded,
Holes covcrcd mo chests.

The house had gone down.
My son was at war,
My joy was at war.

i “'*.ve-* il
| |dl{l in pca{:t-: 1 [ was deaf to the shots,
My coffin was hﬂl‘ﬁv My wounds had gone numb.
My son died atwar,  SORBSSEEE 0 S _ e I’d run out of chances,
The Englishmen took i . ~ So had my mum.
p i By Maddison. age 12




Flowerbeds

by Maddy, age 12

The flowerbeds are full,
The flowerbeds are alive.

The rain has stayed away,
The rain has gone away.

The flowerbeds are wilting,

The flowerbeds are sick.
The rain has stayed away,
The rain has gone away.

The flowerbeds are dying,
The flowerbeds are pale.

The rain has stayed away,
The rain has gone away.

The flowerbeds are dead now,

The flowerbeds have died.
The rain has stayed away,
And now it’s taken lives.

lAm

By Cairo. age |1

In'my hfe, I have litde life-changing moments. They’ve only happened once
or twice, but I do love when they come around. I had one today.

You see, when you begin to practise magic, one thing you learn very
quickly is that you can have all the erystals and candles you want, but the
thing that makes it work is your energy.

[ always liked the quote “My body is my temple, but I am the god it is
devoted to. Do not presume to tell me how to decorate my altar™. 1t's used
as away to defend 5cl['—cxpré§5ion but I've interpreted it differently.

s LR

12 "_'

[am the god I d Lmtcm}raltarm, and if my power comes from me, then [ am all-,
|u:-wv1lu| | know, nﬂw,lﬂ;lﬁll.jmuhdu to learn it. To feelitin your soul. To
understand that you ﬂ]‘{:‘}’dﬁrmeﬁu r.

;i 11’
Love, though sweet, hurts 11|-.L a dagoer. Grades and schools and jobs should
never be a priority over you. Your power is in you and so is your freedom. if only |
you rcach out and grab it.

So I've learnt today lhat[am
| am not a student.

[ am not a person.

| am not a concept.

| am not a dream.




Temptation
By Jaye, age 12

R ——

It’s murderous to resist,
The tempration is hard to miss.
The blood pouring from the wound
Comes thick and fast -
I’m not surc how much longer she’ll last.
The dagger’s point picrced her chest,
And she draws her final breath,
* Before she meets the g‘raSp of death.
And then T realise to great (iismay,
I wanted her to live another day.

Now I live through dying eyes, _ . They had drifted,

; it C.omatose or not.
Without the one | never d'{:sInscd.

R ) Consciousness had left them,
And P living in constant dismay. And it wasn’t coming back.
My life won’t be the same again.

._ by Maddy, age 12



Kolel¢
By Joy. age 13

Look at the grey skics and watch the light fade awa)i'"{__; il

Look at the chances you have to last another da}r
You struggled,
And suffered to lay down cold.

Only to discover that the mystery’s yet to unfold.

Look at your name, ready to be demeaned.
ook at your weary soul, ready to flee.
Feel the agony,

And endure the constant rage.

Dely their orders and be put in a cage.

i it Look at the mereiless beings you work under.

Ko -.# Look at your blood; their hands are smothered.

~ Commanders in charge, ,

~ Using you for their fight for meaningless power.
gl *f Yﬂucarr}f on fighting just to not be called a coward.

k at them again,
And call them yﬂur allies.



Make-up

By Poppy. age 12

Sometimes | don’t understand why people wear make-up.
Especially teenagers; I think it should be [or grown-ups.
[ mean, what do people have that they want to cover up?
Sometimes | don’t understand why people wear make-up.

Sometimes | don’t understand why people wear make-up.,
Wearing make-up just makes me feel fed up.

IU's so itchy. it makes me want to take it all off.

I mean, come on - make-up?

‘More like fake-up. |
You re hld.mg ﬂlf;‘, person you're supposed to be. 2 o e pabiiingl,
Sometimes I don’t understand why people wear make-up. Py ; urh- Mk tutgetybigh

. 4 You can see it in theirlefieye.
Sometimes | don’t understand why people wear make-up., it '
ﬁhy spend your money on it, when you could save a whale, - it | But there’s asecret.
Or an endangered snow leopard? ' (2 _ They’reindisguisc.
And would you want the make-up you wear to have been tried I Pt EhegPmE ity i
On adog, orabear? : R 4 : ',_ f Pink flnffy cacti.
Why promote that cause? | R ot i

Sometimes | don’t understand why people wear make-up.

Make-up, make-up. make-up,
Sometimes [ don’t understand why people wear make-up.




Dear Earth - e
By Jenifer and Ysabelle, age 14

¥ Do you care about the extinciions?

You know the outcomes aren 1 just predictions.

be temperature’s rising and the islands are sinking.
B Llcase stop acungwihout thinking ...

T
1.

[s it painful when we cut down your trees?
We will forever feel your regretful breeze.
Do you feel suffocated when we pollute your waters?
Everyone is affected; your sons and daughters.

~ Futace generations won't see the stars,
: your atmosphere’s being polluted by our cars.
cr what's happening to your ozone layer?

) ing weakened by man, the betrayer,

other na L;l%l]ﬂ]p[ll] friend,
: .,

s pever too late to amend. _

nurturing carcr, she waters our crops. 3

Have you seen her beauty fromthe l.riclnps‘?

Do you want to lose the Greai Barrier Reef? 598
Have you thought abouwt the consequences of vour greef4
Look at the changing of the seasons,

“You are decaying day

Don tyou think your crimes are treason? 9 o # 'we wait a change, soon f
P e 3 \\ 1';‘:-3
Imagine the seven wonders of the world. : e ¢ J _ Adreyouwondering how (o, fevi?
Howo the Victora Falls” water puried. ' \.\“ _— Juststart reusing, it doesn @ take much wit. S
lave you seen the Northern Lights? e AR ekt et f?/}f,mkf(rm.;; bottles, cardz i
I you have, you can picture the sights. " Justsiart reusing, i's not fﬁgf/mni
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Bny‘.mﬂy *agc: 14

cach pore on my sKin. Bul lhlh wasn’t the end (1fiL '
eyes stared deep into mine as it opened its mouth.
Then everything went dark ...

AT

They Il watch you until the time is right,

Conmrmf] limbs,
“An evil smile.
They are real,
You can’t live in denial.
They will find you,
Quick and quiet,
Sliding across the night sky.
They keep silent.
Fingernails scratching,,
Teeth grinding.
They are coming,
There’s nouse in hiding.
Monsters, you sce: monsters,
Out 1o get you and me.

\\% aluhgud wait,
Until the day’s last light:
That’s when they strike,
‘When unexpected.
Try 1o fight back.
But you will be bested.
Monsters, you see: monsters,
Out 1o get you and me.,
Unidentifiable laughs,
A menacinglook.
Bur these are things.
~ All found in a book.
] ustlook in the mirror,
And you will see, :
- That the [rUe Monsiers
~ Arcyou and me.




The Throne
By Dolcie, age 14 :

eck of the man who sat upon

pmmlsu%'ld the blood of

amongst the pillars of white

a charming yet wicked grin and

intings and wisdom had deccived

{rail and vulnerable. Butyou’d

s [ull tﬂifaulls suchas greed

hewas perfect. Too perfect.

00 ;'.* : (iul to him by now-
their hands, and so wﬂlhe

to]d paintings, mask'
. He was young. 1h{)ugh his




We ereated the coneept of science.
Now, more than ever, we seck to understand,
despite the knowledge that

we will never know it all.

We catcgorised everything.

Now everything we know has a “place in the chain of Tife”.
We monopolised and industrialised.

Now the rich live above us all and could solve all our problems,

if not for their love of paper, that will eventually be meaningless.

We gave everything a name and we numbered.

Now our young slave through years of their life to learn

cverything we shove into their brains,

Like the knowledge is a necessity that they cannot survive without,

We began to count and tracked the time.

Now the human race are the only ones with the fear ol time running out.
T We gave ourselves jobs that placed us in an endless cycle,
[Larning moncey to pay someone ¢lse just to exist.

Now we debate the meaning of life,

And we alone are scared lor what comes alier the end.

¢ The truth is that as we evolved. we became more scared.
W This is the truth of the human race.
This is the gravity of us.




Pain

Bj’ Lucy, age 12

28th Scptember, 1914, 5 -' That day,
The day I found out the truth, _e That torturous day,
[ trusted them, ! o The day I lost itall,
And in turn [ was betrayed., e / “Cross no-man’s land,” they said,

™ “ltwill be fun,” they said.
and again, they deceived us all.

[ was told it would bea game,

That [ would return a hero,

But reality contradicts lics, :

And they were wrong.

| have gone through pain like no other,
Physical,

And mental,

And the trauma is too much to bear.

[ stepped out,

Gun in hand.

Trepidation burning within me,
I took my first step,

[ heard a gunshot.

And then I felt the pain. -

An agony like none belore,
Ripping and tearing at my skin, desperate to enter,
Then I felt the blood.

Dripping down my leg like a torrent of rain,

The wound still throbbing like hell,

[t wouldn’t stop no matter how much [ willed it to,
\ Because that’s the thing about pain,
It demands to be felt.

Pain, _

A word that strikes fear into my heart,

Varies in size, from a small prick of the finger
To the nociceptive ache of a cruel heartbreak,
And the depravity of the inbetween.

Some call it no-man’s land. o
A terrifying border that should never be crossed, 48
But I did.




‘Most are oblivious to their surroundings, and others unaware of the danger

~ L] . ® 3 ."' * .
5 - ‘g Ny
L] & (] ‘. 4 l 'I * . S
: " . 1} x t S Wy ; l‘ __. - .‘r £ie" R o o
Ve R et e e s At e et i Fantasy and Reality
v i bt q I- " ‘l - 4 Y
R'emorkable SCOf - “‘:‘_‘ SR AL e h Bv'an age 12
" s L. - LA
B'\e Im,,‘{g:?r. u A e el PR e : : - -
Ny S A S SR A "',_:-_ e ey e I S : Slam! [ shut the car door with careless force; excitement runs
SIS '__." : e e L e S e T VRO s S down me like water in a shower. As I run down the sandy beach, wind
3 ¢ L e :

howls and whistles in my face as if it were a wolf during a full moon.
Our car is the only one here; the only human residue in miles. Fven the
scais Lryblﬂlﬂkar, no plastic bull.lca, no pollution whatsoever. Humans
are winning over nature everywhere I've ever been, yet nature is the
winner of the battle here, overpowering humanity like a dragon
toanant. Iove it. Pve never felt so at home with something so
differcnt to my home. Sometimes [ wish I could travel back
o when life was like this, when nature was the champion,
when humans really were the ants, metaphorically and
literally. I sprint like never before; this is a magical place.
I stop with a smile on my fa(:ﬁ'. mum bought me ice-
cream, a {lake 99 with strawberry sﬁu&‘p‘ﬂﬁ&i@d to perfection
on the top. As | go to take it, 1 feel a nudge on my back. “Erin!
Wake up! You've been sleeping here for nearly 5 hours! You've
- missed everything, even the ice-cream!” L open my'eyes and glance |
around. There could be a hundred-thousand people fro m ,rust whai'
I can see. and a hundred-million plastic boules lyig on
sand. The water is a browny-blue sort of culnur,I

that lurks around them. Their eyes blindly deceived by what only their
naked eye can witness, even though their eyes are not visually impaired.

The onyx canopy ol an endless abyss - which seemed rather vacant - still

had a fairly distant illustration of dim celestial objects that were overpowered

by the obscuring absence of light. No overwhelming ball of radiance, no ot
vivid luminosity to shine on the infinite tenebrosity. In fact, the atmosphere

had recently undergone this phase. Just like her. The little girl whose eyes

were a mere reflection of only a few memories from her past, and her

mouth solely a powerful weapon of the future, obtaining all the answers.

Apart [rom her own, and that was the irony ol it. She had given up on that gift, Rs
it never really assisted her. Who could blame her? She knew not her name; .

‘nor her parents, noteven wh{:rv she was. ' '
PRESR C CR L E R 5 e e 70 IR ; mlslakulfo‘rsewagt, | can’t hear the wind, or
. -".4.‘~__ 81 -"* ";’ : X et R G = All I can hear are the humans talking and chaumg I “*
s . -k t » g AR e T o g A e -
:',-\; "-‘ ; 'E‘ Thast ; '—. :l::, 'l.‘..1¢. ., _-',‘__ ; --i . “_q..' .'I“ W . " - ’ :..-_- * "“__ 3 ﬁf‘t‘-‘a ﬂndﬂﬂ\-(luﬂﬂg luélr{] dek l{} "].],.l !dl'lldb} Bl.l K1 ;.
R i e -*.-'-I__ J"_.._ e B SR Ry 2 that fantasy and reality are two dlfferent[hmgq
¥ —.. T ~-. y L . e ] Y » : - = 7 R " i
;:i o - 'Y i;:: ¥ “‘:.‘ \ o e T s R e S ) Two completely different things.
i '3 ‘ - =Bl Fimes + AL T ; .. . 3 u-,‘ 5 ...'
& o _.._:..l i I'#. ; 'I_. .. "I s W . : B y e r P e L s : iy
: I.‘ ' : l l-' . U “ A t"i‘f"‘;.. :. : ; o . '- ";- e . ‘- . : y l I
ERRIR L ST et ¢ F R : e
PR TR S T e :‘ . ". N g e B p Wt
. A oy : .l ! o, . A ! ! l}..‘l - . i 4 ’ Y «LIRL‘E.JV' |



G5 o
The g‘raﬂtﬁﬁf us - it pulled us together
like magnets as we were slowly but effectively

contact. | took deep breaths but that was just
increasing the throbbing pain throwing a tantrum on the side

of my head. [ wanted to ery but no tears would come out - was
[ dead ye tg was cxcited. My stomach was in a knot and no known
words to man wege coming out of my mouth.

wished away. My hands clenched hers, though
Our astronaut suits were (rying o prevent that

| Saw the Whale

By Diamond, age 147 I

To some [ am seen as just quick money;

To some | am scen as just meat.

To some [ am seen as just blubber to be turned into oil; ,
To some [ am seen as just good bone i 3

to make umbrellas and corsets.
To some | am seen as just oil to make perfumes lor people.
To some [ am seen as just animal feed and fertiliser.
| am used by vou to satisly your needs,

Ripped apart for somconce’s delight,

Torwred at expense,

Broken at the feet of money, not cared about. =

Lo et O

- ME the one who is sulfering because | cannot help that Mother Nature

blessed my kind with qualitics desired by the richest of your Kind. N
In the end to some | am a mother, a mate,
A symbol of compassion, solitude and knowledge of both lifc and death.

[ am a whale.



What Can | do? 5 o - . Y Thunder

by Anjola, age 12 By Dolcie, s 1 RN T

4 : .lr ._“ - '.' # -l. ¥ Lé
What can I do . _ - —
To make it all go away? ' - :

(]

Thunder shook and broke the ground,
And sparks of lighting fell all around.
1 . _ : % £ My heart began to thump in my chest,
----- | R 1 Why were the gods giving me another test?

The cries for hClp pr : : & . - 2 [ . I had foughtand | had won, e
I - . L : : e
- R s - : [ thought it was enough; thought I was done. ~

Try as 1 might, R b |

" 7 G - P 4 y ..._ e ; ! o y 1 "._-_ T

[ can’t see the light PR o s - o ‘
Out of this tunnel ¢ N S i - S e | oud noises travelled and broke the silence, >
' | ' | . & LB = Images flickered across my mind, the kind with violence. 6 P

But | guess not.

Ofwar and murder. 3 | ; e ; My whole body began 1o shake, %
When will it end? D oRs oo SRR OSSN B SR e I was the god’s gift to break., o
el B T o . " g b SRR 1 had fought and I had succeeded, %
hllthis 488 I thought I was finished. thought that was all that was needed. 2

Poured upon me.
W Asmuchaslplea, |
|\ Tjustcan’tget clean \

S S But | guess not.

The waters crash and rage, =~ .= &
I feel like I'm trapped in a cage. = -
; My heart pounds with fear. '_
2 I'llnot make itto the end of the year. <
Luyto fight,laytowin, » o
See it as avictory, not as a sin. gw:
[ guess 1 shouldn’t question.

oo

I feel so mean.

In the renches
I sit on the benches H'HH
Believing that
This warwill end
What can [ give?
" What can | lend?
* e . ! 11 St -
| Pl the el e o I Fean no longer fight. I can no longer win.

He took a bow. S s K Ahocd Now comes the repayment of sin.
[ want to know how e = RS SHN. ['guess [ was just another pawn.

& Tambroken, Tam bruised,
This is not the life anyone would choose.
» My mind is drowning.

: And my soul is howling,

B s

4, _)_';f £
vie

| can make this stop.




This is Your Warning
By Anjola, age 12

Winning entry of the 2018 Halloween Writing Competition

Belfore you read this, you must keep an open mind. Do not
just dismiss this as the ramblings ol a madman. I know that’s
what [ would’ve done if I myself had not lived it. [ don’t know
how it got here, or where it came from, | just know that its
patience is growing thin and as soon as | finish writing this |
will most likely meet my end.

[tall began a few weeks ago. [ woke to the sound of scratching
at my window. I turned on the lights and immediately noticed
it. There was a black creature with its face pressed hard up
against the window. It had no expression, no facial features. It
had the shape of'a human but its head was oddly rounded,

like geometric perfection, and it didn’t appear to be breathing.
Now, | know what you're thinking - that it was probably just
Kids playing a prank and putting a poster on my window to scare
me. These were my thoughts exactly. So [ decided just to get
ready for work down at the bakery a litde early. [ stepped out

of the house to take the picture down ... it was not there. |

assumed the delinquents heard me coming and tore it down, so [ thought nothing more of it
and went to work. When I returned home, | made a point of checking the windows to see il

anything was on them - nothing. [ went inside to cook myselfa spaghetti dinner.

As I was boiling the noodles I glanced up from the pot and fell backwards with a small yelp.
[t was in that window, and this time [ got a closer look. This was no poster hung by a child,
this was a horrible barbarian. It did, alter all, have facial expressions. Ithad seen the fear in
my cyes and grinned so wide that I thought the creature itself was going to burst in half. |
tried to run but my doors wouldn’t open, and nor would the windows. [ was trapped. My

phone wasn’t working so I got on the computer and contacted the emergency
services. Of course, when I told them the reason, they simply dismissed it as
some kind of prank and never came. [ was on my own.

Days went by and that thing slowly drove me insane. There was no avoiding it -
with a window in every room in the house, he was always with me, silently
watching. About two weeks into my incarceration I got angry and began to
pound the glass that separated us, hoping to somchow frighten it enough to
leave me alone. It was pointless. The same blood-chilling grin broke across his
face and he began to pound the glass with me - except that he was actually
getting somewhere. The window splintered and | realised that,with only a
pound ol'a [ist. he could be in the same room as me. That is not at all what ['d
intended to happen. I backed away in horror as he licked the glass with delight.
the fractured glass cutting his astonishingly bright-red tongue, and blood
dripped down the window. He was toying with me. [ knew I couldn’t take much
more of this torture. | marched into the kitchen, jerked open all the cabinets
and drawers until [ found two rolls of duct tape. Then I proceeded to move what
litte food I'had to my room. My intention was to cover the windows ol my
bedroom with duct tape and just stay there until [ could think ofa way out of this.
When | got back in the room. | began to tape over the window, and his usual
disturbing grin quickly morphed into a grimace., filled with rage.

He roared and the entire house shook like an earthquake. This was the first time
in my life | prayed to a god I have never believed in. I may not believe in a heaven
but I now know there is a hell and I am currently living in it. But today will be
my last day living like this. I heard a crash and the sound of breaking glass just
moments ago. He is in the house. This will be the only thing | leave behind.,

My name is Oliver Shadow; if you are reading this tell my parents [ love them ...
He’s watching ... He's always watching. | can feel his breath on my neck. I've
accepted my fate ... this is your warning. It’s not a poster, so get out while

you still can.



Then | Saw the Whale

By Ciara, age 12: Response to prompt “Then I saw the whale® F(er AWO V'

By Jaye. age 14

M} lonely mind satin the comf rting sand., where we wmﬂd nlwajs lalk about mi‘r ﬁmms ‘

Light blue moonlight filtered through
the leaves overhead, stars not only
hanging in the dark abyss above but also
scattered across the ground. Crisp
autumn leaves and moss blanketed the

~ path beneath my feet, padding out the
uneven gravel and rocks. Silhouettes
- of the towering trees around me lined
the path and concealed me from sight
further. Hedges and flowers grew
between the thick trunks, and slivers
of light caught the brightly coloured
petals, adding a splash of excitement
~ to the world around me. From far behind,
a soft flickering light just managed to

reach me, the torches outside the small
wooden cabins in the village flaming

._ late into the night. Yet, I was not headed
{ o toward the flames, instead far away,
somewhere they would never find me.




‘The Fountain
of the Cnmscﬁn Roses
; By Isobel, age 13

The erimson betrayal inoruded fountain,
Splatteringupon the roses underneath,

TIIE‘ roscs nfﬂifsnnsrr became deep-dved pools of blood,
Tlnck red blood upon the rosebuds of inmocents,

Scarring them for life.

Cold metal drooling the erimson betrayal
~ Into the fountain of hope,
Giving them less hope

5
Destroying it fmﬂrr.

Snowdrops
By Hannah, age 12

.:I. * ﬂﬁ ‘i
- Grow tall, green buds, L
Al jis (I ~Inanugly ficld,
The darkness of the erimson berrayal, pred | s a4l
Devouring sweet innocents of the rqsebuds : : :
Weighing them down, 7
Destroyving hope and happiness, '

That they used mljr-iﬁg;. :
Leaving them broken for eternity.

I'he rosebuds of the fountain,
Sweet and innocent as can be
Atleast that was before,
The crimson changes them,
To erimson roscbuds.
Staying dark until the end

The erimson rosebuds,
Blanketing over the fountain,

I'he fountain of hope,
The fountain of life.
Now fountain of the erimson roses

And forever it will be
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By Hannah, age 14

Young and bold are t sed to
go through hardship; thos of us whu :
Nana said. Though we constantly comp -
It could never be cnough But Nana laughcd She su:ul i

gen%muau People gacver have to

ng‘mg arc l_h
The bells are rmgmg, if 0

l "he screau
Roses can)

o n e,

Tht: waves wmecrabh ag*amst the shore.
Peup]c aren’t euppused t0 make the same mistake twice,
S() IL" me why {me hﬂb been md{iL before.

. T



