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Welcome to this anthology, showcasing 
the shortlisted entries and winners of the 
d’Overbroeck’s creative writing contest 
2020-21.  It is the culmination of much 
work done by the students and staff at 
d’Overbroeck’s Years 7-11 and the Sixth 
Form, and we hope you enjoy reading it.  

The English staff across both sites joined 
together to read and shortlist the 80+ 
entries from across years 7-13.  We  
were all delighted with the imagination 
and ingenuity of our students, and their 
thoughtful interpretations of the set  
theme of ‘Wishes’.  After much thought, 
we managed to whittle our longlist down 
to 21 pieces, which are reproduced for 
you here.

We are also very pleased to be able to 
include artwork created by some of our 
Sixth Form English students.  Their work 
was produced as part of an extracurricular 
reading challenge, and is inspired by 
books they love.  

Under usual circumstances, we would 
invite all shortlisted students and their 

parents to a celebratory tea, but alas, this 
has not been possible due to ongoing 
restrictions on socialising . I’d like to say 
congratulations to all the students in this 
anthology, and encourage them to 
continue to write. Stories are powerful 
things which bind us together and give us 
hope, particularly in these worrying times.

We would like to say a big thank you to 
Catherine Storey in the Marketing 
department for putting everything together 
so professionally, and also, last but by no 
means least, to our judge, William 
Fiennes.  William is the bestselling author 
of The Snow Geese and The Music Room 
and the co-founder of the charity First 
Story, which supports creativity and 
literacy in schools serving low-income 
communities across England. He is 
founder of the UK’s National Writing Day, 
an annual campaign to promote and 
celebrate writing in schools and 
communities, and was elected a Fellow of 
the Royal Society of Literature in 2009.  
William read all the shortlisted entries in 
this anthology and provides his final 
verdict overleaf.
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Choosing the top three was very tough. 
In the end, I decided I’d like to give the 
top prize jointly to ‘The Well’ by Joseph 
Armstrong (Year 11) and to Lewis 
McVean (Year 8) for his poem ‘Donald, 
or the boy who wished for everything’.  
Second place goes to Harri Lee (Year 
12) for her poem ‘Wishes’.

‘The Well’ has the rich strangeness of a 
myth or a dream, and it feels so 
complete in itself, with its very satisfying 
circular form - it’s as if the author has 
set a magical top spinning… I really 
admire the way the writer hasn’t 
strained for effect, but seems to trust in 
the power of the images. It’s a haunting 
piece of flash fiction.   

Lewis’ poem is a very, very different kind 
of submission!  He channels Hilaire 
Belloc with great wit, imagination and 
satirical force, and any poem that 
successfully rhymes “walruses” and 
“York-wards” deserves some kind of 
medal. This was the most purely 
entertaining of all the pieces. 

Harri’s poem has a lovely feel for the kind 
of concrete detail that makes a poem 
memorable - champagne-flute daffodils, 
sherbert lollies, the shark on the 
passenger seat. I’d encourage all these 
young writers to take her lead and make 
this part of the texture of their stories  
and poems. 

Overall, I loved the variety of approaches 
in the shortlist - short stories, confessions, 
poems in both free verse and ambitious 
forms. Every submission I read showed 
skill and talent, whether in its skilful 
handling of plot, or use of dialogue or 
vividness of description. And I was struck 
by common themes in the writers’ 
interpretations of ‘Wishes’ - throughout, 
wishes were a way of guarding against or 
winning out over losses, ghosts, monsters, 
fears and pain. I’m not sure if that speaks 
to our current moment, or to the particular 
challenges faced by young people just 
now, but it made my heart go out to all the 
young writers and their friends. Thank you 
for letting me read your ‘Wishes’ - and this 
comes with all my good wishes.

WILLIAM FIENNES

-  X X X X X  - 

William    Fiennes
F R O M  T H E  J U D G E 
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“Would it really work?” I asked myself as I 
left the supermarket, the thin plastic bags 
hit my legs as I trudged to my car. The sun 
was cruel on this particular day, beating 
down on me in its relentless ways; the 
heat licked at my face, burning, and the 
grass on the side of the carpark was stood 
still as if it was too hot to move. Warm, 
sticky air surrounded me, which made my 
breathing laboured and a few tendrils of 
hair glue to the light sheen of sweat on my 
forehead. As I leapt into the car, I let out a 
sigh of relief, finally able to take a breath 
without feeling like the heat had its hands 
around my neck.

The entire day I was sat on the edge of my 
bedding, staring at my digital clock, 
watching as the seconds turned into 
minutes, and the minutes into hours. Time 
was flowing like cement and, for an 
impatient person like myself, it was 
excruciatingly dull. I already knew what I 
was going to wish for. From a young age, 
expectations were drilled into me, so I 
knew what I needed to do. On my 
eighteenth birthday I was to wait until 
11:11 PM and make a wish which would 
change my life and continue to impact me 
until my death. I had gotten a lot of advice 
on what to wish for, ranging from unlimited 
wealth to complete world peace; I already 
knew what my wish would be.

11.11
REBECCA CALLOW (YEAR 11) 
SHORTLISTED BY ALISON

It had just turned eleven in the evening 
and my older sister came into my room. I 
prepared myself for a lecture or more 
advice. However only silence followed her 
entrance. Both of us knew what was at 
stake. If I were to miss 11:11 or not finish 
my wish before the time changed, the 
opposite of my wish would come true. 
Instead of unlimited wealth I would get 
poverty, instead of world peace I would get 
eternal wars. My eyes had to be shut, and 
no one could be in the room with me or 
less I wouldn’t even get a chance to wish. 
With one last hug and a stern look, she 
left the room. It was all up to me now.

I felt it building, like an unstoppable force 
in the pit of my stomach and the negative 
thoughts kept coming like waves on a 
rock, until they drowned out any sense. It 
felt like my body had shut down. Stiffly, I 
turned my head towards the clock. Ten 
past. I could hear the seconds ticking 
despite my clock being digital and I took 
one last deep breath, for strength.

I clenched my eyes shut and willed my 
brain to think of the words I had  
practised for years. I couldn’t do it. The 
panic was still rising. How much time did I 
have left? Finally, I was able to create  
a coherent thought. Ever so slowly, my 
eyes fluttered open.

Your silver earrings glinted
in the warm wave of the waning sun.
You walked, clutching my left hand,
between me and the babbling stream
that whispered in our ears.
 
We came to a small bridge
and you posed for my lens
so I could keep you, there, on my phone 
and near to me. ‘Smile!’ 
You lifted your freckled cheeks 
to frame your sun-soaked honey eyes.
 
And you squealed when a clumsy bee
brushed a little too close to your face, 
but you still told me how ‘cute’ he was with a huge
grin painted across your face.
We cut champagne-flute daffodils 
from the side of the farm path overlooking 
the new-born houses on the edge of our village.
We put them in an old milk bottle 
when we got back to mine, then sat
on the brick wall outside my house
licking the sherbet lollies you always
buy for me. We said goodbye
and you drove home with our shark 
in the passenger seat.
 
I’m sitting at my desk looking at the now wilted
daffodils and thinking
about the last time that I saw you -
will see you for a long time.
You’re not far; you’re distant.
 
I no longer measure distance
in metres, miles, or kilometres
but in the three
weeks I must
wait
to see you again.

WISHES
HARRI LEE (YEAR 12) 
SHORTLISTED BY CHRISwishes
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Someone was watching me. I could feel it, 
but how could that be? I was alone in my 
dorm room, the door locked. Final exams 
for us first year students were coming up 
in a week’s time, and I was determined to 
do well. Sitting on my bed, I was crunching 
numbers for a particularly tricky maths 
problem, when the phone began to ring on 
my desk. I stood up and walked across the 
room to get it. It was my mother. She told 
me that my parents were going to meet 
the Howard family that evening. Their 
daughter and my best friend, Angelica, 
whom I had known since we were 2 years 
old, had gone missing when her family 
had moved away a year ago. I missed her 
terribly. I told my mum that if I would be 
granted one wish, it would be for Angelica 
to come back. Suddenly, the phone 
slipped out of my hand and under the 
bed. I bent down to pick it up, when I 
noticed something under the bed. It was a 
slim, ghostly figure, facing the other way; I 
couldn’t see its face.
My heart beat began to quicken and I 
couldn’t breathe properly anymore. I knew 
that I had to think fast. I grabbed the 
phone and told my mother that I was 
going to take a shower. I tried to stay calm, 
but with every step, I became more and 
more nervous. When I reached the 
bathroom, I stepped inside and locked the 
door. I turned on the taps, and without 
even waiting for a second, I climbed 

THE MONSTER 
UNDER THE BED
KATHI VIEHAUSER (YEAR 7)  
SHORTLISTED BY ALISON

through the bathroom window and into the 
deserted street. It was dusk, and the 
sunset was magical, almost unreal, like a 
watercolour painting. There my fingers 
skid frantically across the keypad of my 
phone 9…9…9… The police came within 
minutes, announced by sirens blaring in 
the distance. After half an hour, during 
which I could only feel fear, they came 
back outside, with news that made me 
jump out of my own skin with shock: 
“Miss, you were very lucky, we found a 
ghostly, pale girl standing in front of your 
bathroom door, holding a kitchen knife. 
She was waiting for you, and had you not 
done what you did, you would probably be 
dead now. The girl has been identified as 
a certain Angelica Howard, who has been 
missing for the past year.” I couldn’t 
believe it.
My jaw dropped…                                        
My wish had been granted, my dream  
had come true. It had turned out to be  
a nightmare from which I woke up just  
in time.

Epilogue:
I have just visited Angelica on the ward. 
The psychiatrists are still in the dark, even 
after a month of investigations. She 
refuses to speak. What had happened to 
her? It might remain a mystery forever…
 

Now Donald was a greedy boy, who wished for everything, 
And anyone and everyone to treat him like a king, 
But far from being nice at all, he really was quite bitter, 
He’d kick at pigeons in the park and freely drop his litter. 
And, somewhat like his good friend Boris,  
Could not endure a standing forest. 
And though he had enough of stuff, he screamed “I must have more”, 
“I need a giant statue of myself outside my door”, 
At Tantrum Towers, his massive home, he wanted it to go, 
So large, so huge, so glittery, so everyone would know. 
And though the thought was truly vile, 
It made the beastly Donald smile. 
But cunning Greta had a trick to thwart this evil ploy, 
The statue she would make herself. And hand it to the boy, 
But not of wood, or marble. No! Not even out of granite, 
She’d build it out of ice alone, and so thus save the planet. 
And with the help of walruses, 
An iceberg, she towed New York-wards. 
Now come “THE BESTEST EVER REVEAL” our Donald was so proud, 
He had amassed an enthusiastic band and modest crowd, 
The curtains rose, the trumpets blared, but nothing much was there, 
Except a wall of water, with a floating quiff of hair, 
And down it poured with violent rate, 
And that was the end of Boris’s mate.

DONALD, OR THE BOY WHO 
WISHED FOR EVERYTHING 
LEWIS MCVEAN (YEAR 8)  
SHORTLISTED BY SARAH T
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secret
Welcome to the Wishline, where your wildest wishes come true. 
Here at the Wishline, we grant all wishes: there are no rules.
There is no wish too little or too grand.
No wish too complex or too bland.
All we do is listen to your wish, and before we grant it 
we ask: what are you willing to admit?

For here at the Wishline, we request something in return.
Nothing big, something small. For wishes you have to earn.
All we ask is for a secret. Nothing dark or sinister; certainly nothing big.
Just tell us a secret. A tiny, little secret. Just dig 
deep down and find something small. Something that to nobody else has been shown.
For a secret is only a secret if it is unknown. 

See here at the Wishline, to make your wishes come true,
we need something special, something unique, from you.
Like we said, here at the Wishline we have no rules. 
Just deals that we make, trades, tools. 
For some wishes can be dark, can be obsessive, can be cruel,
now we don’t judge here at the Wishline. We grant wishes. We keep it cool.

So go on. Make your wish, tell us your deepest desire.
Tell us the thing that you long for, that sets your soul on fire.
Is it fame, or money, or love? 
Is it world peace, or a visit from a loved one up who’s up above?
Or is it something a little more sinister? A craving for something greatly evil.
A thirst that you can not seem to quench, a hunger that you can not seem to quell.

Because here at the Wishline, we provide a service to every caller.
So, if you’re willing to make a small exchange, we can give the water
that will satisfy your thirst. We can make your vision a reality.
We have the power to make it all come true for there is nothing we can not achieve. 
Of course, with a little help from you. So what are you waiting for?
Pick up the phone and give us a call.

DIAL 666 - WISHLINE 
MADDY ECONOMOU (YEAR 10) 
SHORTLISTED BY ALISON

To get a wish, do these simple rules,
follow on and read them all.
And after that you will find,
How to make a wish.

On your special day of the year,
do this simple task,
blow out the candles on the cake,
And the rest is up to you.

To get a wish, do these simple rules,
follow on and read them all.
And after that you will find,
How to make a wish.

When you see that wishing bone
go get a friend or family,
and then in five four three two one…
Snap! You’ve bagged that wish.

To get a wish, do these simple rules,
follow on and read them all.
And after that you will find,
How to make a wish.

As soon as that well catches your eye,
get that coin out of your pocket.
Let gravity do the rest.
You’ve now got another.

To get a wish, do these simple rules,
follow on and read them all.
And after that you will find,
How to make a wish.

Find that mysterious golden object out of your attic,
and rub it on the sides.
A ghostly figure will slide out,
and you do the rest.

To get a wish, do these simple rules,
follow on and read them all.
And after that you will find,
How to make a wish.
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There was one candle.
I tried to touch the flame, but was stopped
By my mother, who asked me to make a wish –
I made a wish in gibberish.

There were five candles – or six?
The bright red monster intrigued me; I investigated 
closer.
“Don’t go too near”, my mother said.
I wished she could stop being naggy.

There were eighteen candles.
Alcohol, cigarettes, drugs
And the forbidden fruit was all too tempting.
The woman was not here; good, I wished for her to 
be gone.

There were no candles.
Dressed in black from head to toe
Like a brush dipped in paint,
A furnace without fire, a night without moon.
I wept,
And wished she were still here.

There was one large candle.
A breeze swept over the scarlet dancing dragon,
Distorting and destroying it,
Murdering it.
I made one last wish.

I lay my head down
On the crafted quilt
Of my cruel consciousness 
I wish for it to be pulled away
So I may be awake 
Once More.

The numbness in my 
hollow-ringing bones, 
deprived of necessities,
Forced to cooperate with this 
Cruel company-wide scheme. 
I wish that these chains could
be lifted, so I may live again.

The rich clear pool
That surrounds me drowns me 
With the pounding voices of 
my peers, the past and 
Present now indistinguishable.
I wish I could see the bubbles
That float to the surface.

Is it truly a battle if
A fighter has already lost?
This merciless prison has 
Torn the fabric of my life 
Into two, destroying the hours
Of careful craftsmanship.
I wish to be free,
No matter how,
I wish to be free.

WISHES
CORINNA DU (YEAR 12)  
SHORTLISTED BY CHRIS

WISHES
ADAM GRFFITHS (YEAR 9)  
SHORTLISTED BY HELEN
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Sandrine sits quietly beside her mother, 
who is pale and weary. Sandrine is a 
mousey, brown headed girl, who would 
happily sit in the sun, read Shakespeare 
and watch clouds go by. She also was 
close to her beloved mother who taught 
her so much, how to play the cello and 
piano; who taught her how to bake and be 
kind to nature. Her mother would die later 
that day, peacefully. Sandrine would not 
be there but leave moments before, 
however she would feel it. Her breath 
shortened and even stopped for a 
moment but then relaxed as her mother’s 
did the same. Sandrine did cry and 
wished to be with her mother; she even 
went down to the old well and flicked a 
coin into the water and she listened to the 
satisfying sound that came along when it 
hit the water. As she went to sleep that 
night, in her dreams her mother came to 
her and spoke in the softest voice 
imaginable “My dear, you shall not be with 
me for many years and you may not bring 
me back, even when you wish upon stars 
you shall only have memories” and with 
these words she left. Sandrine then left 
her bed and decided to walk and think on 
the streets of Paris. Before she left, she 

“Do you miss him?”
“More than anything.”

I sit with him, on the edge of the bridge. 
It’s cold, and he puts his arm around me. I 
swing my legs over the side, look down at 
the water below us. The sun is almost out 
of sight, and the remaining light outlines 
the clouds in silver and the buildings in 
gold thread, as delicate and beautiful as a 
spider’s silk. He laughs, and I smile at 
seeing him so happy. I run my hands 
through his hair and breathe in his smell, 
of burning candles and forest. I stay, 
sitting on the edge with him, for the whole 
night, hands intertwined, my head on his 
shoulder, keeping him safe.
Except I don’t.
He stands on the rails, feels the paint 
peeling off beneath his bare feet. He 
stands alone, and it is already dark. There 
are no stars when he looks up, and the 
moon has gone shy, hiding away from the 
night. The wind is harsh on his face, and 
the tears turn icy seconds after falling. He 
stands for hours, looking out at the water, 
barely noticing when he starts to shake, 
when he can barely see past the tears,  
when he clenches his fists and screams 
out across the world in one last call for 
help, but no one can hear him. Maybe he 
didn’t even make a noise. He wishes for a 

WISHES IN PARIS
ELIZA ROBINSON (YEAR 9) 
SHORTLISTED BY HELEN

THREE WISHES
LEONIE FREEDEN (YEAR 9) 
SHORTLISTED BY HELEN

wished on a star to have a memory of her 
mother with her as she walks. One came 
to her. Her favourite memory of them 
walking the same street as she was now. 
Imagining her mother beside her. 

Quiet. The small uneven cobbles under 
their feet. The slight glimmers of lamps 
and stars on the ground, as it had rained 
that day. In the distance, they can hear 
the soft sounds; a mixture of restaurants, 
jazz and a drunken man walking. Well less 
walking more stumbling. They come to the 
side of the river and see the lights dancing 
on the water. The piano on the other side 
of the street that no-one knows why it’s 
there or how. But it is a friend of drunken 
parties to play upon. They both sit and the 
chair squeaks, they both know what song 
they shall play, one of the few they know 
how to play together; Clair De Lune. The 
notes are eerie yet nostalgic. They could 
play all night.

Sandrine’s eyes slowly open, not to her 
surprise she has found herself at the very 
same piano. She starts to play. Her tears 
roll down her face, she wishes she could 
play all night.     

miracle, a sign to show him he doesn’t 
have to end it all, but it doesn’t come. His 
breaths begin to come fast and ragged, 
his throat sore from shouting, eyes 
burning from crying, heart aching from the 
simple act of just keeping him alive. He is 
alone, and hurting. Though he knows he 
won’t get a reply, he screams once more, 
interrupted by sobs, and the silence that 
follows is deafening. So, with one last 
breath he whispers “I’m sorry” into the air, 
waits for his words to be carried away, and 
he steps off the edge.
I hated him for it, but then I stood where 
he stood, I thought what he thought and it 
all made perfect sense, and I wanted to 
be with him more than ever. But I stayed, 
and that day I promised myself that I’d live 
for the both of us, breathe two breaths, 
feel two heartbeats and wait for his eyes 
to hold mine again.
Sometimes I’m asked what my three 
wishes would be, and every time, without 
fail, for years, they have been to save him. 
To go back, talk to him more, notice 
something was wrong, to stand behind 
him, talk him down, tell him I love him, tell 
him I can’t live without him, tell him he’s 
not alone, that I’ll never leave his side, 
anything if he could be here. I’d give up 
everything to have him here. I’d even go 
back, hold his hand and jump with him.
But I learnt that wishes don’t come true a 
long time ago.Paris
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I shifted along the street, cutting through 
the crowd. The noise overwhelmed me. I 
pressed my fingers against my temples 
and took a deep breath. I plowed on, 
trying to make my way home, my path 
blocked by various groups of friends and 
couples making my short journey tediously 
long. I left the town centre and left behind 
the nauseating atmosphere and was 
finally alone where I could relax. 

I walked through the surrounding 
houses briskly, escaping my daily life at 
work and retreating to the safety of my 
home. Upon my arrival, I locked the door 
and slumped into my sofa and let my ears 
soak up the peaceful silence only 
disturbed by the mild hum of the radiator. 
My cat Watson observed me through a 
squinted eye as he dozed upon a 
windowsill above the radiator. His 
company was all I needed in my abode. 
However, I knew the serene silence would 
soon be disturbed, as through the plaster 
of the wall the return of my neighbour was 
signaled by the roar of an electric guitar 
strum with distortion all the way up.  
This would carry on for at least a couple  
of hours, rupturing my ear drums in  
the process. 

Although I had filed complaints on 

WISH
EVAN PALMER (YEAR 11)  
SHORTLISTED BY RACHEL

more than one occasion, this ritual of 
noise persisted. I had considered 
confronting him on this but I hadn’t the 
nerve, with me only viewing him from my 
front window. His dark, curly hair and 
permanent sense of cool made him 
resemble most 70s and 80s rock stars 
and he clearly saw himself as such, with 
aspirations of pursuing the rock star 
lifestyle minus living in a terraced house 
rather than a musical commune. I simply 
wished I could have the courage to 
confront him. 

I saw him walk up his garden path with 
his hair tied back in a bun for work before 
he disappeared into his house. Two 
minutes later, a shabby guitar chord 
ripped through the silence disturbing 
some pigeons outside. In this moment, 
something compelled me to face him up 
front rather than file my polite little 
complaints. I got up and strode round, up 
his garden path, and gave a heavy knock 
on the door. After no reply, I continued by 
repeatedly pressing the doorbell until the 
music stopped. When it did, he swiftly 
swung opened the door, guitar still in hand 
and hair disheveled from head banging. 
He looked me up and down. 

“May I help you my dude?” he asked. 

I hadn’t noticed up until this point but 
the determination and confidence which 
had fueled me had drained as soon as he 
had answered the door. I attempted to 
recall what I was going to say but the 
words evaded me. 

I forced out a single sentence. 
“Yeah, umm, I’m so sorry yeah, but 

please could you, uh, turn it down a little?” 
I tried to look him in the eye but flicked my 
eyes away, focusing on his forehead. I felt 
my hands become clammy as the sweat 
oozed out of my pores. 

“You wouldn’t happen to be the guy 
who’s filed all those complaints about me 
to the council?” he questioned. 

I felt my muscles tighten and began to 
ponder whether or not this had been a 
good idea. 

“Yes, it was,” I responded with a 
moment’s hesitation. 

“Is that all? Alright then that’s all you 
had to say,” he replied calmly. “Dude can 
you just stop filing complaints? I don’t 
want to get evicted.” 
“Oh, I’m so sorry, I didn’t realise,” I 
responded. “I’m so sorry. I’ll stop.” 
There was an awkward silence  
between us. We both struggled to 
maintain eye contact.  

“Well,” he started, “I gotta go,” before he 
slipped back into the house, shutting the 
door behind him.  
I retreated back to my house, up the 
garden path, and as I wondered whether 
or not I had won, as well as pondering the 
negative effects of my actions on 
someone pursuing their passion. As I sat 
back in my chair with Watson still upon 
the radiator, I anticipated the return of the 
guitar’s wail. It did not return. Yet I could 
hear something else, faintly emanating 
through the wall. It was something I was 
not used to; it was relaxed and gentle.  
I got up out of my chair and wandered 
towards the wall to get a stronger sense of 
what I was hearing. I pressed my ear 
against the wall, to hear soft finger 
plucking of a clean guitar that noticeably 
lacked distortion. His impeccable playing 
serenaded me through the barrier 
between us. His talent was obvious, even 
to a musical amateur like myself. Similar 
to his way of speaking, the melody was 
relaxed yet he never hit a wrong note and 
the notes flowed into each other like a 
stream, bringing life to the world around it. 
‘If he plays like this every day,’ I thought, ‘I 
could live like this.’
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The boat floated, empty, tied to the pier. 
The water filled the bottom, making quiet 
rippling sounds as the water shifted from 
left to right. Light reflected off the water, 
making intricate, unpredictable patterns 
on the sides of the boat. The man 
watched, the sun glinting into his eyes. 
White flecks of light danced in front of his 
vision, leaving strange colours in front of 
him. Then he went back to the well.

The island was tiny. He wasn’t sure where 
it was. He had assumed it was somewhere 
northern, given the temperature and snow 
lining the ground, but then the monsoon 
rains came, and the thunder, and the 
30-degree heat. And the trees were 
unplaceable, with palm fronds and 
needles on the same tree. And the 
animals were strange, with colours and 
shapes he’d never seen before, and 
unhurried, languorous movements.

But the strangest thing by far was the well, 
or at least the thing in the well. It shuffled 
and popped and cracked and hissed and 
rattled and flapped. And it listened. He 
used to be scared of it, with the way it 
spoke, and how it moved. But all of this 
was outshone by the wishes. The first 
thing he asked for was money, and it gave 
him money in a black duffel bag. 
Thousands upon thousands of banknotes, 
all curling and shifting in the wind, flying 
away, melting in the rain like paper snow.

THE WELL
JOSEPH ARMSTRONG (YEAR 11)  
SHORTLISTED BY RACHEL

He didn’t ask for anything else for months 
afterwards, shocked by that sight. From 
that moment on, he asked carefully, for 
important things, like food and shelter. 
And he was happy, struggling with every 
aspect of life, never needing to worry 
about tomorrow, because today was much 
more important. His life was better than it 
had ever been before.

But he felt empty, because his life was 
purely selfish. So he went to the well, and 
talked to the thing, and wished. And the 
thing in the well crawled out, the light 
striking it’s face for the first time in years, 
and it smiled at him. Then the wings 
flapped once, and it was away, and left 
him alone once more.

He climbed into the well.

He waited, foetal, and waited, and grew, 
and waited, and woke and his body felt 
different and he looked up and glimpsed a 
revolted face above him, and the face was 
unshaven, framed by a tie, and utterly 
horrified. “I wish for money”, it said, and 
the thing in the well was happy.

The man stood on the pier, the boat 
shifting in the water. The light flickered in 
the water, the choppy waves reflecting the 
light on the water into his eyes. He 
frowned and walked to the well.
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As I flicked it into the water, its copper face 
glistened. It was one-of-a-kind, a rusting coin 
surrounded by a sea of shining silver – 
isolated and unique. 

I stood there in silence, the bustling city 
moving around me. Tourists carelessly tipped 
all their spare change into the great fountain, 
whilst posing for selfies next to the sign 
‘FONTANA DI TREVI’. 

“Muoviti!” shouted angered lorry drivers 
whilst honking their deafening horns. The air 
was thick with coach fumes and the blinding 
heat only added to my claustrophobia. I was 
alone - a lost refugee from a small village in 
Albania. The more people that surrounded 
me, the more abandoned I felt, yet the 
magical fountain, enshrouded in mystery, 
gave me hope. 

Suddenly, my foot slipped, tipping me 
towards the fountain but not quite enough to 
pull me in. Soon I realised that I’d been 
pushed. In a moment of discombobulation, I 
turned around, surveilling the area for a 
culprit. It was hard to focus my senses 
amongst the sounds of running water, 
neighbours shouting between windows and 
the intense smell of lasagna sizzling in the 
midday heat.

Then he caught my eye. He was wearing a 
grey linen suit with creases on the collar 
where he strained his neck from bending over 
a desk all day. His brown leather briefcase 
was worn yet deceptively sturdy. From behind 
he was a replica of my father, and he was 
heading towards the Giardini del Quirinale.

Without hesitation I jumped up and ran in 
his direction. It was as if something was 
pulling me towards him - towards a man I’d 
never met before - towards an illusion of a 
familiar face. He seemed to be in a rush and 
was pacing quickly - like a plane coming in to 
landing - completely focused and precise. As I 

pushed past the crowds I felt like a fool, what 
was I doing? I didn’t even know this man. A 
concerned sightseer shouted “slow down” but 
I couldn’t, my mind was focused on one thing 
and one thing only. 

As I got closer, memories of my home 
started flooding back. Everyday at 5:30am my 
father would leave our one-room apartment 
and set off for work. He would be in his office 
till late, fixing, diagnosing and consoling the 
young and the old. He was the heart of our 
little village and practically every child’s hero 
- especially mine. Every night when he got 
home I would sit him down and get him to tell 
me everything about his consultations that 
day. He treated me like a trainee doctor and I 
loved it. The next day at school I would tell all 
my friends his stories and they’d stop playing 
to listen, wishing that their dad was like mine. 
We did that every night until things changed, 
until they made me leave. 

Submerged in my emotions, I hadn’t 
realised that I’d been walking for hours. He 
must have passed his destination. Suddenly 
he turned around. His manicured moustache 
and glaring eyes looked nothing like my 
father’s. This man had a bullish yet slightly 
worried expression on his face and he was 
looking right at me.

“I know you’ve been following me,” he said 
with an assertive voice. “What do you want?!”

“I’m sorry, you just look like someone I 
know that’s all. Is there any way you could 
help me find -”

“Look. Just take this and leave me alone!”
He forced a 50 cent coin into my hand and 

strode off.

I looked down at the shining silver that lay 
on my sweaty palm. Its glistening face 
astounded me, yet this time I felt no hope –  
it only hurt my eyes.
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sailing
Fragmented, a piece of an ox’s backbone 
lay still in the corner of the boat. We called 
it ‘wishbone’. We didn’t rely on the 
lifejackets, the bucket or the flair but the 
wishbone. In times like these it was vital 
to our survival.

 The immense force of Poseidon’s ocean 
was slowly wearing down our puny 
sailboat. Not a cloud in the sky, the roar of 
thunder and claps of lightning blanketed 
any sense of serenity for miles. The waves 
seemed to stand a hundred feet in the air, 
ready to strike at any moment. The 
constant crashing of rain began to feel 
like a piercing ringing in my ears. Our 
sailboat was no match for the immense 
force of the ocean. Chips of navy-blue 
paint and varnish could be seen floating in 
the ocean like blood dripping from a 
wounded soldier. My hands were 
splintered and calloused from 
manoeuvring the boat’s mast and sail, 
however, this had little to no effect.

 Captain Smith was an expertly trained 
individual with years of experience, 
however endless hours of training and 
experience would leave no captain 
prepared for a monstrosity like this, is 
what he told me, and I was nothing but a 
beginner in the area. It seemed we were 
doomed. The tone in Captain Smith’s 
voice began to change, it seemed he 
realised that this could be the end. I 
suddenly began to feel overcome with fear 
and terror, could this really be the end? I 

As the boat slid into the sand on the bank, I 
cast my eyes over our landing and turned to 
face my group. We must’ve looked an odd 
sight, all wrapped up in our brightly coloured 
protective suits. As the last of our meager 
equipment was unloaded from the Rib, I 
began to address the group. 

“We’re all here today for a reason, and I hope 
you all know what you are here to do. We 
meet up there at eighteen hundred hours.” 

My voice echoed around us as my finger 
pointed towards a lone bus shelter, standing 
atop a small hill. The wind swirled around us, 
lifting the folds and creases in our suits. I 
began climbing the hill, and as I reached its 
crest, I cast my eyes on the town nestled 
down below it.
Wandering through the streets, it was as quiet 
as a graveyard. People were on the streets 
and chatting away, the way people usually do 
on a bright summer’s day, but their sounds 
never reached my ears. I felt as if I was gliding 
aimlessly through the old streets till my brain 
started recognising small details. I knew this 
place, and I was not aimless; my legs were 
taking me home.

Well, it used to be home. Now I lived on the 
safety of the mainland but I guess that deep 
in my heart it was still my home.
Standing, a beacon to me, an average house 
to most others, was my past abode. Climbing 
up the sloping brick driveway and slipping 
through the creaky wooden gate, I entered the 
house’s back garden. Glancing across the 
small green turf, memories of learning to ride 
a bike; playing football with friends and 
games with my family came flooding back. 
Even though it was my home, I still felt out of 
place, unwanted as if eyes were watching me 
with disdain.
Despite my unease, I carried on exploring my 
past as I gently swung the old glass back door 

WISHES
BEN LOOSEMORE (YEAR 11)  
SHORTLISTED BY SARA
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crouched down into a corner of the sail 
boat, shivering uncontrollably, partially 
due to the conditions but mostly due to 
my terror. I pondered that an outcome that 
didn’t end up with our sailboat in the 
depths of the ocean was unlikely, and I 
started to question my decision to embark 
on this voyage. 

I felt something pressing against the side 
of my thigh, and realised it was the 
wishbone, as if it were trying to tell me to 
not give up hope. I grasped the bone in 
both hands and begged, begged for this 
terror to come to an end. Snap. The bone 
was now broken, and seemingly the 
chances of escape. My eyes had been 
closed for some time; I was brought out of 
my deep trance by the excitement of 
Captain Smith. “Look, look!” he screamed 
at the top of his lungs.

I slowly raised my head with the little 
energy I had reserved. A ray of sunlight 
pierced through the grey, miserable 
clouds. I was ecstatic. The thunder and 
rain had slowly come to an end, and it 
seemed peace and tranquillity had been 
regained. I felt heat on my face for the first 
time in hours. The silence and peace of 
our surroundings was incredible.

I searched around for the remains of the 
wishbone, as if I owed it praise. It was 
nowhere to be seen; it had done its job 
and now departed. The terror was over;  
we had escaped.

open and stepped onto the wooden floor of 
the combined kitchen-living area. As I trudged 
onwards, through the ground floor, I noticed 
that no-one was around. The house seemed 
to be deserted. There was only one person 
that I really wanted to see anyway.

I scanned the next floor up, not even  
pausing in my old room that housed some  
of my most treasured possessions; he was 
not there either. 

Each empty room hurt more and more, but 
there was one last place to look. We used to 
play computer games up in the attic and 
would spend many a summer holiday playing 
up there. I reached the hatch on the landing, 
and reached up to pull it down.

The steps creaked as I climbed, but I didn’t 
care. I had to know if he was there. As I poked 
my head through the hatch, I immediately saw 
him. Legs crossed, leant back against the 
bean bag, laptop on his knees, the same as 
always. He was still in his early twenties, with 
his long hair hanging just over his ears, and it 
was strange finally realising that I was now the 
older of us. He turned towards me and smiled, 
silently reaching out a hand. I leant forward to 
touch it and my fingers brushed his, and I 
heard him speak.

“I’ve set up another game. You ready to get 
destroyed again?”
“You bet!” came from my mouth without me 
even thinking.

As I moved towards my seat I did not notice 
myself shrink, nor my protection suit 
disappear, but I was eleven again, and I was 
home again, doing what I loved most. I sat 
down, picked up my laptop and logged in. My 
desktop showed a lone bus stop. It was my 
brother’s photograph which he took for me.
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I was going to die. I was just 10 years old 
and I was already destined for death. 
People always tell me “most 10-year olds 
are happy, ecstatic, why aren’t you like 
that?” I reply with “no, not me.” Little do 
they know I have cystic fibrosis. Little do 
they know the hardship and pain I’ve been 
through. Little do they know the hours I’ve 
spent in the hospital bed hoping for that 
one wish. That one wish which might 
never come true.
 
Hi, I’m Lottie. I’m 13 years old and I love 
dogs and magic tricks. That’s not what you 
were expecting was it. You were expecting 
‘Hi I’m Lottie, and I have cystic fibrosis.’ 
But no. That’s not my label. That’s not 
what I’m going to be known as! I’m going 
to start at the beginning, I was just 10 
years old. I remember this day so clearly, 
every time I go to sleep there is a crisp 
image permanently stuck in my head.  
This very moment changed my life forever. 
It was a spring day; I was sat in my living 
room with my brother Charlie. Charlie is 
now 16 years old; he was 14 at the time. 
I’m sat there playing with my playing  
cards then suddenly everything changed.  
I collapsed.
 
Nobody knows how or why but I did. 
Clearly, I don’t remember much after that, 
but I’ve been told. My family were terrified. 
More than terrified, like a feeling that is 
impossible to explain. Like someone has 

I put my hands to my ears, determined to 
block out the shrieks and wails coming 
from my arguing classmates. The flickering 
light from the whiteboard made my sleepy 
eyes ache. I tried to pull my thoughts 
together and focus on what my maths 
teacher was saying, but it was becoming 
increasingly obvious that it was 
impossible. I wished I could just get out  
of there.

I shut my weary eyes and lowered my 
head onto the cold, hard desk, covered in 
doodles. I focused on the relentless 
pattering of rain coming from outside. I 
soon fell asleep.

Despite the lack of consciousness, I was 
still fully aware of my senses; the dull 
sound of pointless argument, the 
uncomfortable, cheap plastic chair, the 
taste of gum, the smell of sharp, cold air 
from the slightly opened window and the 
face of frustration painted on my teacher.

Something felt different though. I was 
looking down on my classroom and below 
me was... myself, fast asleep. My mind 
instantly jolted to every possible 
conclusion science would allow but, 
before I could think anymore, I felt my 
stomach flip as I was suddenly thrust 
higher into the air. I watched in awe as I 
floated out of the building completely and 
onto the street. The sound of shoes 
clicking and clacking on the floor and 
angry traffic was all I could hear. 

I began to notice I was following a young 

LOTTIE 
LOLA ALLEN (YEAR 8)  
SHORTLISTED BY SARA

WISHES 
MATT OUSEY (YEAR 8)  
SHORTLISTED BY SARAH

ripped out a part of your life you never 
knew could be taken away, just like that. 
But somehow worse, and the weird thing 
was it felt exactly the same for me.
 
We all take it for granted, breathing. It’s 
something we do more than 30,000 times 
a day and yet we barely think about it. I 
never knew something like this could just 
be ripped away. Every day I would try to 
stay positive, try to remember all the 
things I have to be grateful for. My family, 
my friends, my nurse Tracey who comes to 
see me every day, but it’s hard. Every night 
I would make the same wish, a wish for 
new lungs.
 
You’ll be happy to know that almost 3 
years later, they came! I say that now like 
they came in the mail, but it was nothing 
like that! I remember receiving the news 
and being the happiest I’ve felt in 3 years, 
it was all worth it! All the wishes, all the 
time in the hospital bed, all the parties  
I missed. It was all worth it. The reason 
I’m writing this now is purely to make  
sure you and I live our lives to the fullest, 
because you never know what or who 
might just be snatched away. This period 
of my life taught me more than we’ll ever 
learn in school, it taught me to enjoy the 
little things in life, for one day you may 
look back and realize that it was a  
biggest thing.

man. His face was red from running and 
his greasy hair was slicked back tight. The 
man snarled at the other people on the 
pavement as they struggled to get out of 
his way. I leaned in, trying to catch a 
snippet of what he was saying. 

I eventually got close enough to hear the 
busy creature. 
“I wish that taxi wasn’t so slow” he  
growled between gasps for air. 

After hearing the last letter leave his 
mouth, my body was lifted up again. I 
floated over to a nearby grocery store. The 
smell of fresh food filled my nose. I passed 
through a couple of strangers and stopped 
abruptly at the counter. The cashier wiped 
her sweaty forehead and frowned. 
“I wish we weren’t so busy!” The woman 
sighed frustratedly. 

This was repeated over and over. I watched 
the busy and stressful lives of others. They 
all wished for something to make their lives 
easier. Something to give them a break. 

It hurt my head thinking that my life would 
be like that one day. Rushing round, 
working hard to make money, feeling 
constantly tired. Suddenly, a bright light 
flooded my eyes. I realised I was waking up. 

I forced my eyelids apart and looked up  
at my classmates. The sound of the bell 
rang in my ears. I wish and I hope life  
will give everyone a break. I wish it wasn’t 
so complicated.
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Sophia walks home. The recent death of 
her younger sister attacking her 
conscience. She holds back her tears and 
whispers to herself it wasn’t your fault; 
she shouldn’t have run into the road. 
While turning the corner onto Jackson St, 
Sophia notices an old wishing well by the 
corner. It is covered in ivy and thorns over 
the weathered stone. She walks curiously 
over to it, the crystal-like snow crunching 
under her polished school boots. Sophia 
rummages in her duffel coat pocket for a 
shiny two pence coin and wishes 
purposefully for her sister Raegan to be 
alive once more. Her face falls when she 
realises her wish will never come true.

On her return home, Sophia stops in her 
tracks, her mouth gaping wide as she 
sees a young girl, with red ribbon in her 
hair and a scar on her face standing right 
there in the doorway… her sister.
“Why am I here?” asks Raegan “this is not 
where I belong.”
‘I’m sorry, this is my entire fault I- I don’t 
even know how this happened but… I have 
to know that you forgive me. I shouldn’t 
have left you on your own by the road.”

Sophia is full of sadness and confusion, 
her emotions whirring through her mind; 
the wish had worked! But this is not what 
Raegan wants or where she belongs, I 
have to find a way to make things 
right- she thinks to herself. She waits 
tensely for her sister’s response.

WISHES 
SUSIE TAYLOR (YEAR 8)  
SHORTLISTED BY SARAH T

“Of course, I forgive you Sophia!” She 
exclaims. “You have done nothing wrong 
and… I know you want me to stay but I 
can’t.” She shows Sophia her hand, it is 
barely visible. “I have already started 
fading and before long I will have left this 
world, but I need you to promise me that 
you will move on from this and handle 
each of life’s new challenges as it comes.  
I don’t want your life being affected by  
my death.”

Sophia wipes away her tears and grows 
the courage to accept that her sister won’t 
be with her for the rest of her life. “The 
coming years are going to be very difficult 
without you Raegan.”

They hold each other’s hands and say 
nothing but Sophia feels comfortable and 
happy to move on with life. The silence 
isn’t awkward when Raegan starts to fade 
into glittering dust and is swiftly carried 
away by the wind.

Throughout the next few weeks, Sophia is 
never tempted to use the well. She knows 
how much power it holds and is simply 
grateful for how her life had changed since 
the event. In fact, after a few weeks she 
begins using the well for other people’s 
benefit. Small things, not enough for 
people to suspect anything but enough to 
make a difference and that is all that 
matters to Sophia.

Why don’t the wishers wish for more wishes?
In the movies they wish for gold, power, feasts, flight, fortune-telling, time-travel, invisibility or invincibility.
Selflessness is seldom found except in wish-like prayers, wishing for:
Homes for the homeless, food for the hungry, world peace, or joy to the world.
Every day, we must wish carefully.
Shouldn’t we wish a little harder too?

WISHES  
WILL MARSHALL (YEAR 8)  
SHORTLISTED BY SARAH T 
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MUTED VOICE 
ROMILY GILLESPIE (YEAR 10) 
SHORTLISTED BY EMILY

So there she sat, cross-legged on the 
subway. Shame marked her face;  
violation penetrated her body. She 
helplessly grasped onto the railing; it was 
the only support available. Her delicate 
hand convulsed from the agony that 
branded her. Guilt permeated her mind  
as she questioned if she should have 
screamed louder. 

Tired, debilitated, abused.

She steadily lifted her legs and began to 
precariously stand, still attached to the 
railing, she took another straining step, 
heaving her mistreated body. Her eyes 
scanned around the brooding train. 
Empty. They focused on the squalid 
window. Neglect. She sank into the tacky 
upholstery plated with corroded iron. Her 

body ached with pain; her thighs were 
brutally bruised as ruptured blood vessels 
consumed the usual salmon pink flesh 
colour of her skin. Purple welts were 
scattered across her abdomen like a 
disease. Permanently stained.

The train halted at the final station. She 
hesitated to leave as vulnerability and 
torment lingered in the air. Billows of acrid 
smoke devoured her exposed body. 
Timidly she staggered out of the carriage 
and limped up the gum polluted, filthy 
steps. As she decrepitly walked down the 
vicious streets of New York at 1am, 
disgusted and afraid of any man that 
dominated the pavement. Feral men.  
Feral man. 

She opened her apartment door and fell 

into her apartment. Cowered and 
distorted she deposited what was left of 
herself onto the floor. Raw tears violently 
slashed down her cheeks, an uproar of 
pain escaped her throat in the form of 
silent screams. She clenched her feeble 
fists and tucked her assaulted legs into 
her chest. Her breathing became more 
rapid as she recalled the event earlier on 
in the night.  Rape? She felt too humiliated 
to use that word, rape. She’d been 
silenced; unable to assemble words from 
her quivering mouth. Unable to speak out. 
If she did would anyone believe her? This 
is a man’s world. It’s manmade. What 
distinguishes a man from a misogynistic, 
callous rapist? 

She dragged her beaten skin against the 
wall, her wrecked body, still numb. 

Emotions corroded away at her mind as 
she attempted to get help. She 
contemplated whether it was selfish to call 
the police, or whether she may have led 
on this ‘man’ by wearing a skirt. She 
began to wonder whether it was her fault 
or whether getting other people involved 
would only worsen the situation. The voice 
that could have been used to speak out 
was slowly being sucked back in.

So there she sat, hunched against her 
wall in her apartment. Uncertainty 
plagued her head; fear haunted her body. 
She helplessly grasped her mobile phone; 
it was the only support available…

She wished for a voice.
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‘BETWEEN 
TWO 
WORLDS’ 
ELLIE MIDDLETON (YEAR 12)

A CREATIVE RESPONSE TO 
BRAVE NEW WORLD

brave
Brave New World is a dystopian novel about 
a future that revolves around science and 
efficiency, and in doing so, represses 
people’s individuality and conditions people 
to view monogamy as abhorrent. It is also  
an example of a prophetic novel, since 
Huxley wrote about many things - including 
test-tube babies and supersonic travel 
- before they were invented. Overall, this
novel is a great read and it explores many
relevant themes such as the social 
hierarchy, sex and relationships, and  
human nature.

In my artistic response to this novel - 
‘Between Two Worlds’ - I have drawn the 
character of Linda as she is part of both 
worlds. I have drawn her in the middle of  
the “savage reserve”, where she spent a  
lot of her life, and the society where she 
originally came from. I wanted to show the 
contrast between the two worlds as the 
reserve in New Mexico is full of life, colour 
and traditional native American culture 
whereas, the state world is an empty one  
as it values efficiency above all else.
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‘GROWTH’   
OWEN GOODWIN (YEAR 12)  
A CREATIVE RESPONSE TO JANE EYRE

Jane Eyre is a fantastic novel featuring romantic and gothic 
elements. The novel follows the story of Jane as she faces life’s 
adversities, from her abusive Aunt Reed to other cruel figures  
like Mr Brocklehurst. Jane’s growth from a young, simple minded 
girl to an intelligent strong adult character was particularly 
inspiring to me. 

My artwork features two versions of Jane. One, of a young Jane  
at a moment of emotional vulnerability and the other a portrait  
of a mature and powerful Jane. I thought the juxtaposition 
between these two images demonstrated Jane’s inspiring 
growth. I also contrasted cold and warm palettes to further 
create contrast between the 2 pieces.
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Orlando: A Biography is a novel by Virginia Woolf, was first 
published on 11 October 1928. It is a high-spirited romp inspired 
by the tumultuous family history of the aristocratic poet and 
novelist Vita Sackville-West, Woolf’s lover and close friend.  

The book describes the adventures of a poet who changes sex 
from man to woman and lives for three centuries, meeting the 
key figures of English literary history. Considered a feminist 
classic, the book has been written about extensively by scholars 
of women’s writing and gender studies.

‘ORLANDO’  
ROSA NORTH (YEAR 12)  
A CREATIVE RESPONSE TO THE  
NOVEL BY VIRGINIA WOOLF
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