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Before the industrial revolution, our ancestors 
each used about 300 watts of energy per day; 
the equivalent of 6 lightbulbs. 
 
By the end of the industrial revolution, people 
were using over 6,000 watts per day; equivalent 
to over 100 lightbulbs. 
 
Today, the average person uses over 10,000 
watts to power their lives; equivalent to about 
160 lightbulbs.  
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The World after Climate Change  
 
 
The world after climate change is a very different place. Now it is 2202 and the 
Earth has been heating up for many centuries. Ice, what’s that? It only comes 
from the freezer, right? I read about the Arctic and how it used to be cold. But 
now we go there on our peaceful summer holidays! I read about creatures 
called Polar bears… but I think they must be extinct nowadays since nobody 
has seen one for over a hundred years. 
 

I also have read that people used to live in Africa. But now it’s all 
basically a desert with hardly anyone living there. The Sahara desert expands 
every year, and nothing can escape it, or that’s what my book says.  

 
Even where I live, near Oxford in the UK, it is too hot to go outside in the 

summer months. I heard on the news that many people have died from the 
extreme heat. We have to watch the temperature carefully and if it is too hot, 
our automatic doors will not let us leave the house. 

 
Many animals that used to roam the Earth have died off since their prey 

are not able to survive in the hot climate. Some new species have emerged, 
like the Short Haired Vering (a bit like a cat but much less fluffy), but not 
enough to replace those that have been lost.  

 
New materials have had to be developed to help cope with the hotter 

temperatures. Many old metals would melt on the hot summer days. 
 
In areas by the coast, the sea has risen, including my grandparent’s 

favourite beach, meaning that entire coastal towns and cities have been taken 
by the sea. These people have had to move further inland.  

 
Life is different nowadays, I wish we could go back in time and make 

sure that we made better decisions to help our planet. 
 

Rosita, Oxford, 2202 
 
 
 

by Rosa, Year 7 
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A Thousand Deaths in One 
 

Great animals we send to the end, 
The gods that walked the land. 
We send forgiveness, 
But forgive nothing. 

 
Hopefully one day 
You will find mercy in our mistakes.  
Our ruling period had come to an end - 
Dragging along the rest of the world.  
 
 
Everything disappeared in a blink 
Leaving only demised lands. 
With flaring fire absorbing the empty sphere 
The special life it had will come to an end.  
We will become another burning ball of fire;  
The special sustainability it once had will cease to exist.        

 
 
 

by Alice, Year 8                                                                 
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‘Downfall’ 

  

by Lara, Year 7 
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We have made enough concrete to cover the 
whole surface of the Earth in a layer 2 mm 
thick. 
 
There are 1.4 billion motor vehicles, 2 billion 
personal computers and more mobile phones 
than people on Earth.  
 
We make 300 million tonnes of plastic per 
year, equivalent to the weight of every person 
on Earth. 
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A New Beginning and An Old End  
 
The blazing sun shone brightly over the harsh desert landscape, its gaze 
affecting all before it but the lonely Joshua tree. Times had been hard since the 
dams collapsed, cancelling the UN’s hope of limiting the spread of the oceans. 
As various countries around the world fell to this demon of destruction, a rising 
threat endangered the last remaining settlements of mankind; what was once 
the friend of mankind, the bringer of life was now its enemy:  this enemy was 
the sun. Our story is set in the once United States of America where young 
Fred is returning from a hunt in the far east. 

******** 
Fred was hungry, tired and thirsty. He had been travelling for three days after 
finishing the hunt, there wasn’t much as most of the animals had fled to the 
warmer regions of the north, the increased temperatures meant that most of 
the land was uninhabitable. Every step was like a thousand daggers pressing 
into his foot, the hot dry wind creaked and cracked the old rare trees, baked in 
the sun.  
Fred had to take a shortcut due to his decreased speed cause by the 
temperature and his shortage of fresh water, he had to cut a route through the 
ruins of Detroit, a once thriving American city reduced to a skeleton of 
skyscrapers and graveyard of houses, fully consumed by nature as it tightens 
its grip on a once great city of mankind.  
As he entered the abandoned city, he remembered the days of old, before the 
great flood and the sun’s intensity on the world. “This city used to be an 
important American powerhouse,” said Fred. Various riches had flowed from 
this once plentiful land, ranging from fine silks to steel automobiles. As he 
passed an abandoned car factory, he could still see the “Ford” sign on the giant 
rusty metal doors; numerous vines and weeds now covered the entrance to 
this tomb of industry. 
Suddenly out of nowhere a man came running towards him. “Oh my!” he 
shouted, “I didn’t realise any more had survived!”  
“What? Who are you? Where did you come from?” Fred inquired.  
“I will tell you on the way. Hurry.” 
The man led Fred to a clearing in the centre of the city, then pulled a letter box 
open. Almost instantly, the pavement gave way and Fred was slowly 
descending into the earth. At last, the contraption reached a stop and he was 
showed a door by the man. 
“Welcome to the Hive, my brother. This is a new beginning for you, and an old 
end,” said the man. 

by Tom, Year 10 
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Atlantis 
 
Daisy sat at the wooden desk in her room on her red spinny chair, finishing off 
the painting of the forest she was making. Daisy had had a fascination with 
animals ever since she first watched the movie Madagascar. She had watched 
each movie and watched the shows about a hundred times each. When she 
was younger she’d always wanted to visit there. However now that the ice 
caps had melted, the small island and all its wondrous creatures and 
inhabitants were far beneath the sea.  
 
Her sky blue eyes stared at the canvas with clear concentration. She brushed a 
strand of jet black hair to the back of her head as the news played in the 
background. Another wildfire. It saddened her to hear about it. Usually she was 
quite optimistic, hoping that humans would see what they were doing and 
what they already had done to their planet – to their home.  
 
It was shocking how much the map of the globe had changed over the last 50 
years. For her generation, you would barely even believe the breath-taking 
monuments and cities that used to exist. The animals which had all gone 
extinct. To her generation, those places might as well have been Atlantis and 
those animals might as well have been unicorns for all she knew. So many 
amazing things and like that, they were gone.  
 
 
 

by Rishi, Year 10 

 



 10 

‘The Hundertwasserhaus, Vienna, Austria.’ 
  

by Maddy, Lower 6th 
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Climate Change 
 
There’s a heavy blanket wrapped around mother earth 
It’s not comforting and cosy but it will trap the heat within 
It’s dark and it’s constant and no celebration of mirth 
What’s going on? Well let me begin... 
 
Burning fossil fuels generates greenhouse gas emissions 
Energy, industry, transport are the main emitters 
More can be done from the planet’s politicians 
It’s a heavy task; there can be no quitters 
 
The ice is melting, the forests are burning 
The storms are coming and there’s increased heat  
The coral reef is dying; too much sadness I’m learning  
This global threat we must beat  
 
Turn off the lights and close all the doors 
Plant a tree and conserve our water  
Reduce and recycle for a good cause  
Repair the planet for future sons and daughters  

 
 
 
                                                            by Poppy, Year 10 
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Burning Globe 
   
  

As waters sloshed beneath the hill 
And the sun beat down on mountains so still 

As people scurried around like a parasite 
A storm brewed that would set the world alight 

  
Icebergs melt 

Beneath our feet the ground does smelt 
The earth cries out, so belligerent 

Still humans live, so ignorant 
  

Oceans rise 
Animals cry 

The danger is no longer disguised 
Yet humans remain so unsurprised 

  
The atmosphere is thinning 

The UV rays are winning 
Trees around us start to burn 
But humans, refuse to learn 

  
Now trees are gone 

The birds no longer sing their song 
The atmosphere is barely there 

Humans cannot be found, neither hide nor hair 
  

It’s hard to breathe 
For there are no trees 

It’s hard to eat 
Because there is no meat 

The wonderful world we once called home 
Is now no more than a burning globe 

  
However, stop, do not despair 

For there’s a chance 
However bare - 
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The trees and plants will start to reappear,  
As nature has reclaimed its land 

The birds will stop, and sing, and dance. 
 

by Alex, Year 10 
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‘Climate Change March, Oxford, 2019.’ 
 
 

 
  

by Maddy, Lower 6th 
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Since the beginning of civilisation, we have cut 
down over 3 trillion trees, more than half the 
trees on Earth. 
 
The current weight of all land mammals in the 
world is made up of 30% humans, 67% livestock 
and 3% wild animals. 
 
10,000 years ago, wild animals made up 99.95% 
of the weight.  
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Dreams 
 
Mila stared in shock at her pale, withering hands, unable to process any thoughts. Her mind 
felt entirely scrambled, as though her head had been shaken until her brain had shattered 
to small, knife-like shards rattling around in the empty chamber of her skull. The heat pulsed 
through her veins, her body temperature joining it on an alarming increase. Too 
preoccupied to worry about where she was or how she had got there, Mila let her body 
collapse onto the hardened ground, she became limp, accepting her desperate need for 
rest.  
 
After what felt like hours, an overwhelming dehydration consumed her. The scratching in 
her throat grew and she awoke, lifting her weighty eyelids to reveal an unexpected oasis of 
life. Endless miles of lush forest bursting with life lay in every direction her weary eyes could 
turn. The scene before her sent an immediate breath of icy fresh air whooshing deep into 
her lungs, giving life to every bone in her body and she sprang to her feet with joy. Before 
she knew it, she was sprinting towards the plentiful land, ready to experience every 
sensation she could, feel the crystal clear water of nature running down her throat, and 
cleanse her entire body of the recent years she had lived through. Life after climate change, 
or rather the complete arrest of life. 
 
As she plunged into the pile of leaves, she could feel something snag on her clothes. 
Tumbling deeper into the mound, a rustling of what sounded like thousands of plastic bags 
or bottles cracked and crunched underneath the pressure of her body. She lay in confusion 
and panic as she grasped that she had leaped into a mountain of waste plastic. Each turn of 
her head revealed further misery, like a story in which every chapter the events grow 
darker. Her body weakened once more. It was all the same, nothing had changed. She 
stared at her surroundings in panic - what she was once sure were sturdy pillars of rich oak 
were replaced by towers of dirt and plastic waste, looming over her in a taunting manner as 
a constant reminder of humanity’s failures.  
 
A distant siren began to ring, and tears of frustration and anger streamed down her dirt-
covered skin. The siren only grew louder and louder, pounding in her eardrums and 
repeating the same dull pattern again and again. With what felt like her final breath, she let 
out a scream that seemed to echo across the sky - the same scream that led her to awaken 
with a gasp in her bedroom and slam her hand down to turn off her alarm. Having seen our 
reality for what it could have been, she collapsed in tears of regret for the hideous actions of 
humanity.  
 
 

by Susie, Year 10 
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The House in the Desert 
 
Dust scraped the surface off the sand and winds blew. I stood on the shoreline 
of the Arabian Gulf gazing into the luminous sun, still emitting the blazing heat 
which had eradicated the majority of the population. There had been a nuclear 
conflict, which resulted in additional loss of life as radiation added to the global 
temperature. These reasons resulted in the warmest year in the Middle East 
with temperatures over 60 degrees Celsius.  
 
Previously, the water had been below the vast expanse of light sand-coloured 
terrain with black lava flows and reddish systems of desert dunes stretching to 
the horizon. Camel trails crisscrossed the surface between watering places. Sea 
levels rose as ocean water became increasingly acidic. The coastline eroded, to 
reveal limestone beneath the grit. And as temperatures rose, they began to 
produce an increasing number of wildfires that altered desert landscapes by 
eliminating slow-growing trees and shrubs and replacing them with fast-
growing grasses. Electricity cuts were common. It hadn’t rained here for 9 
months, and as drinking water was scarce, I persistently told myself that I was 
fortunate to survive. This was our bright future. 
 
Suddenly I experienced soreness in my leg, and as I looked down, it was a 
mosquito the size of my palm. As I brushed it off with my hand, it created a 
large area of swelling, soreness and redness. I plunged to the ground in agony, 
as the bite throbbed. I had a headache and stumbled back to my house a few 
hundred yards towards the horizon.  
 
As I placed my hand on the black door leading into my house, I felt I had 
touched the soleplate of an iron. I hurried to the sink, only to find there was no 
water. It was the sign of yet another drought. I had no optimism as my 
livelihood had been devastated in the last drought. I sat down in my room, to 
sob. I began to think about my children. They were living in the United 
Kingdom. My son had been a climatologist. Yet, he had left to fight in the fatal 
war. He didn’t survive. He was extremely intellectual. I considered for a 
moment whether climate change perhaps could have been reversed if he was 
still here. Abruptly, the world blacked out. Nothing could be seen. As I rose up, 
there was a force that drove me back. I looked out of the window. It was 
another missile. A screeching sound pitched higher… 
 

by Zeeshaan, Year 10 
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Humans 
 
There is a new world order; the people are the same but there is a different 
mentality. It is as though humans have reverted - there came the time of great 
consumerism but now all that we have left is family.  
 
“Danny stay close,” my voice waivered. Danny came running back, stumbling 
as he went. “You’ve got to be careful, what if another tribe sees you.” He 
looked worn, his bones almost protruding the surface of his skin, his lithe 
figure a carcass of what it once was. Food and water had become scarce in 
recent years, so we searched to find any trace that we could. We carried on 
walking through the desert-like landscape, my legs ached: my cuts had become 
infected and we had run out of supplies. I must stay strong for my children, I 
told myself. I must survive.  
 
Danny broke the silence, “Mum, can’t we stop?” 
“Not now my love,” I was agitated, scouring the land for any signs of an 
ambush. 
“But I’m thirsty mum, when will we stop?” 
“I can’t say, here have the rest of my water.” I passed it to him. My mouth was 
as arid as the desert we were surrounded by, no saliva was being produced 
and my lips had crusted over, blood oozing out of every crack. Each and every 
word I spoke felt like my last, an indescribable agony flooded my body.  
 
Danny was unsteady, plodding and stumbling as he went. At that moment 
Danny fell, the water in the flask that sat loosely in his hands coming with him. 
I watched the water sink into the ground and felt the last embers of hope slip 
away as I collapsed on the floor. I could no longer keep my body alive.  
 
In the distance I saw some more people. 
 
“Danny, Danny come here. Hide. Now! ” I screamed. My heart raced 
uncontrollably, they looked armed with rifles and guns; I had feared this day 
would come. I tried to run but my body had abandoned me, sand entered my 
wounds and I bit my gum as hard as I could to try to numb the pain. Eventually 
I got to my feet and tried to run but my ankle twisted and I was thrown to the 
floor once more. I spoke to Danny “Go, run, just leave me, run as long as you 
can.” 
 
“No mummy I can’t leave you, I don’t know where to go!”  
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The tribe got closer. 
 
“Danny now please do it for me. Hurry, just go!” 
 
“No mummy.” 
 
My heart sank, we were going to die. The tribe approached us, rifles at the 
ready.  
 
“We don’t have any water left but you can take our food. You can take 
anything, please don’t kill us.”  
 
The leader of the tribe stepped forward confidently and said, “Do you need 
help? We’ve got food and water.” 
 
Times have changed yet people are the same; all I needed was to be shown 
some humanity. 
 
 
 

by Seth, Year 10 
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‘I Speak For the Trees, For the Trees Have No Voice.’ 

by Liao, Upper 6th 
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‘I Speak for the Trees, For the Trees Have No Voice.’ 
Artist’s explanation:  
 

 
  

by Liao, Upper 6th 
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The Fragility of Peace 
 
Every day the sea climbs closer to home. Years upon years ago, houses happily lived where 
the corpses of drowned abodes now lie.  
 
I have never left this island and nor have my parents and their parents too. That is how life 
works in this isolated, lonely, domicile: you are born here; you grow up here and die here. 
We were content with our lives being perfectly separate to what little we know of the rest 
of the world; it was never something we thought much about. If you did, you would realise 
that maybe there isn’t an abundance of meaning to our lives, just ensuring the coconuts are 
healthy but that peace is what we thrived off. That was all until we had a visit from someone 
who claimed to be an ‘environmentalist’. Abruptly our lives had mutated from our 
ancestors’ and became influenced by outsiders for the first time.  
 
This wasn’t greeted warmly by us - we had lived this way forever - but they were right. The 
sea was rising and our fragile history was always going to be shattered at some point, no 
matter whether it was natural or not.  
 
My parents say that prior to my birth, the sea hadn’t been pursuing us to the centre of the 
island. This ‘environmentalist’ declared to us that the world was changing and more water 
was being made. Not one of us could grasp the reason why, it wasn’t something our meagre 
education talked about. But what was the use in possessing these foreign insights when 
your future is as clear and unequivocal as the deep blue predator stalking us away from the 
beaches?  
 
Despite our general lack of understanding over the concept of ‘global warming’, we could 
fathom the message of the imminent threat the sea was posing. Supposedly the sea would 
have dragged our livelihoods to their graves in a matter of years; this wasn’t a particularly 
attractive thought to us. Therefore, we were leaving. No matter how long I spent under the 
palms I’d spent the majority of my childhood under, I still had to make a desperate struggle 
to say ‘goodbye’. Nobody was good at goodbye; it is an infrequent word on an island rapidly 
becoming even more cramped than before.  
 
But the day still came, the boat surpassed all dreams of what might lie in wait for us. It 
eclipsed our paltry island numerous times over and this was just the initial phase of our 
venture out of the norm.  Succeeding many hours of plentiful, disparate emotions, we 
embarked on a novel path in life, to the city.  
 
There it was. A buzzing metropolis of overwhelming enormity. Magical structures conjured 
by the ingenuity of humans. The last thing these sprawling plains of people would take 
notice of was the driving rise of the sea, fuelled by the greed and carelessness that 
destroyed our ancient peace. 

 
       
                                                              by Lewis, Year 10 
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What is the Future? 
 
What is the Future? 
No oxygen, and no life 
Everything’s rotting. 
 
There is no plan b 
We need to act now, not think 
The Earth is dying 
 
No more fish and chips  
No more bacon with burgers 
There’s no more food left 
 
We are left starving 
While the population grows, 
The money runs out 
 
The bees fly no more 
Fields and large forests wither 
As we watch them burn 
 
Ocean levels rise  
The raw plastic suffocates 
Leaving life to die  
 
Time is at an end 
Droughts and floods cover the Earth, 
It is in danger. 
 
Fifty years from now 
The kids will be forced to live 
In another world. 
 
 
 

by Greta, Year 10 
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Think of a Planet 
 
Think of a planet 
Where the future of humans is unknown 
Where we have torn this earth apart to the bone  
We will leave this place broken and alone 
 
Think of a planet 
Where sea life has drowned in oil spills 
Where humans are overrun by electricity bills 
Our selfishness kills  
 
Think of a planet  
Where tall vertical cigarettes puff dark smoke into the air 
Where things are still chucked out of car windows with no care 
Soon we need to become aware  
 
Think of a planet 
Where icecaps have melted  
Where all the flowers in meadows have wilted 
Bad things will happen like what David Attenborough predicted  
 
Think of a planet  
Where the sea and ocean level rises  
Where extinct animals become humans’ new prizes 
Death rates are growing to new sizes 
 
Think of a planet 
Where plastic chokes the world 
Where it suffocates all, we thought was controlled 
Because we did not do as we were told 
 
 
Think of a planet 
Where trees are harvested like wheat 
Where paper pages become a treat 
It is our own extinction that we greet 
 
Think of a planet 
Where the only animals we see are stuffed in glass cabinets  
Where the land is full of different contaminants  
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We’ve gotten into a real habit  
 
Think of a planet 
Where children don’t experience butterflies and bees 
Where the land is full of corpses of trees 
There is no planet b  
 
But, Think of a planet 
Where fish leap out of rivers  
Where winter leaves us with shivers 
And where we are free 
 
But, Think of a planet 
where all kinds of birds sing  
where multicoloured jungles are a beautiful thing  
And where we are free 
 
But, Think of a planet 
Where deer prance through the woods 
Where squirrels and magpies steal our goods 
And where we are free 
 
 
But, Think of a planet 
Where whales write songs  
Where everything finds where it belongs 
And where we are free 
 
But, Think of a planet 
Where geese fly in perfect triangles  
Where frogs and toads leap at precise angles 
And where we are free 
 
But, Think of a planet  
Where the Norfolk mud squeezes between your toes 
Where the rotting seaweed fills your nose  
And where we are free 
 
 
 

 by Maddy, Year 10 
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‘Changing Tides on Poros Island’ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

‘Changing Tides on Masirah Island’ 
 
 
 
  

by Maddy, Lower 6th 
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Agriculture provides jobs for around 30% of the 
world’s population, making it the single largest 
employer in the world.  
 
Economists suggest that we could fix climate change 
now by spending 1% of world GDP. 
 
If we don’t act now, by 2050, climate change could 
cost over 20% of world GDP. 
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The Grassy Grove 
 
Plants awoke from their winter slumber, 
Super shoots shot forth and brought the trees to life. 
The flowers bloomed in their numbers, 
Fresh air was filled with the chirps, snuffles and rustles of wildlife. 
 
As it got hotter, the sun beat down more. 
The flowers turned their heads to the sun, 
Absorbing vibrant rays in all their splendour. 
The air got stickier than a sticky bun. 
 
Then days got wetter and the nights colder, 
Now plants spent their last, spreading their children. 
The wind and rain came down like a crashing boulder, 
Sending the humans home at a swift run. 
 
The days got shorter and the end drew near. 
Heavy rain now came as ice, beating the trees, 
Vegetation’s growth pulled into a low gear, 
As the frost set in, the trees gave their final wheeze. 
                                ------------------ 
Plants rose again from their wintry slumber, 
It was arid, but some shoots shot forth. 
But now the flowers were low in number. 
Only the hardiest plants grew from here on, and henceforth. 
 
As it got fiercer, more scorching, and hotter still, 
Our earth’s environment had been overdone. 
Waves of heat beat down more and more till, 
All the flowers withered from the sun. 
 
Now it got hotter, bringing no relief, 
Hopeless plants sent their seeds on a suicide mission 
As the greenery was wiped from existence, leaf by leaf. 
Humanity was devastated, realising the earth’s condition. 
 
Time dragged out as the end drew near. 
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Sheets of rain came as ice on the barren lands, 
The situation had become clear, 
There were only dunes of sand. 

  
      by William, Year 10 
 
 

Absence 
 
I wake up with my dreams hung between reality,  
I turn around in contemplation, chaos, 
Disorder, desolate thoughts lay litter on my mind.  
 
There time didn’t hang on my shoulders,  
It is there I remember,  
Me embracing you, your lingering scent of  
 
Musk and sour cherry jam. 
Lyric saxophone distracting us from the humidity outside. 
I was lying beside you, 
 
Similar to how rivers used to flow. 
We were as one, our breaths lit a spark between us. 
I remember picturing our life in a world before ours. 
 
Orange and yellow illuminating our faces,  
Dancing so hauntingly beautiful on your earthly complexion  
The blare of sirens puncturing our reality 
 
The stench of smoke littering above our heads  
Swarming our corner, invading and unwanted 
Snatching you away, flames angrily licking at your white dress 
 
You looked so damned angelic with your  
Brown hair branching out in a halo, and your 
Bold bright orange wings - 
 
To me you became an angel that blessed me in my dreams.  
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I reach to pull down the blinds  
No longer willing to see the broken  
Asphalt and the charred, browning leaves 
 
Of the trees that used to be so alike to the colour of your eyes. 
Instead, I reach to the foot of my bed, 
Pulling my cover over my head.  
 
Stifling air that quickly replaces the space you used to be  
And here I lie, in an attempt to see you again,  
Seeking out your distracting lyric tones again.  
 

by Anonymous 

‘The Dancer’    

by Liao, Upper 6th 
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Coming Home 
 
This is not my homeland.   
I did not watch these trees grow; I have not even begun to grow my own.   
Is there a rite of passage?   
Was I supposed to have found a kissing gate?   
A signpost before entering?  
Well, I’m here now, so I guess I’ll stay.   
I wonder if others pay visits, only to remain   
For a fleeting time, a brief watched moment.   
Things here seem peaceful, restful amongst themselves.   
Although outside is similar, when juxtaposed my feelings are jagged.   
Monet next to Mondrian.   
It’s funny how a simple woodland can make you feel this way.   
I shall take a photo, keep it with me, for the future. To remember.  
To return. I can visit back if people do not mind.  
If I can find this place again.  
The trickling water can follow the curve of my spine until   
It falls off my back, forming its own ecosystem   
Of waterfalls and wells below.   
There's unviewable signs here, the corners catch and turn,   
But in the labyrinth they make you feel safe.   
As I walk through my first kissing gate, I am home,   
But home is different from before. 
 
 

by Izzy, Lower 6th 
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Counting Days 
 
Nine hundred and twelve days. It has been nine hundred and twelve days since I 
last heard the flapping of wings, the rustling of twigs as birds fought their way into 
the morning sun.  
 
At first the changes were small, the temperature rose, estuaries ran dry, the calls 
of animals slowly dwindled. But none of that mattered in the face of “the perfect 
summer tan” we could now have all year round. We were told by the people in 
whom we placed our trust that these changes were lies made up by lunatics to 
scare us and we believed them… because what type of living creature destroys 
their own habitat? Not us, that’s for sure, or at least that’s what we were told.  
 
Nine hundred and fifty-seven days. It has been nine hundred and fifty-seven days 
since water flowed down my throat that wasn’t trying to steal my life. 
 
The land has become shrivelled and cracked like the discarded pages of the books 
which we took for granted. The only exception being the water that snaps at the 
heels of the land, attempting to swallow it whole. I can imagine the emerald, 
green foliage that took centuries to create spreading over these hills, only to be 
wiped out in a moment by Victoria’s reign. There is a bittersweet irony in our 
excitement about the creation of technology. So, Dear Thomas Savery, please do 
let us know if all this was worth the money in your back pocket.   
 
One thousand days. Nature has come to enact her revenge and who is to say that 
we don’t deserve it? 
 
Can you feel it, that constricting feeling around your neck, nature's punishment? 
She knows that it is our fault, that we stood by and watched as the world 
withered away. I bet She takes joy in knowing that after listening to our final 
gasping breaths, She can come back again. Animals will run rife and vegetation 
will once again roll over the land. I can see how the cities will stand after we are 
gone, vines breaking through windows, the crumbling of towers without human 
reinforcement, robins nesting in what used to be our clothes. Mother Nature gave 
us all that we needed to survive and as a result we made Her grave and danced on 
it. But I suppose She will have the last laugh.  
 
God said, "Let there be light," and we used that light to start the forest fire that 
inevitably led to our own destruction.  
 

by Amelie, Lower 6th 
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‘There's No Going Back’ 
 

  

by Evie, Year 10 



 34 

A Dream of Air 
 
Darkness was all around with dimmed lights and clouds of dust. We had been 
breathing lasting pollution from the Earth. Outside the misty window, volumes 
of black smoke poured from the chimneys which were connected to the dusty 
ground.  
 
Grey smog spread across populations, nations, cities and towns. The extraction 
of oil smelt pungent; black liquid became like a black hole swallowing our 
environment. Rivers were mixed with oils and wines from the wealthy. Plants 
were rapidly ageing, and newborn animals died within a minute of being born.  
 
I saw the police from the new State had arrived.  
 
They were crossing the road quickly and they never saw the ragged, filthy, 
hunger strikers in the worn-out streets. The Homeless sat in abandoned cars 
that didn’t belong to them and played with their coins that had become 
worthless.  
 
Air is essential to support life.  
 
The criminals didn’t steal. In fact, they sold air from the atmosphere. Air is the 
most important chemical for humans. All the businessmen were arriving from 
the old State and bringing with them the refreshing, clean air in a large ship. 
There was fear surrounding everyone and people were fainting because of the 
lack of oxygen. They were crashing into the garbage. Always, singing the 
requiem for the last battle for the new State.   
 
“The city is calling us!” 
 
“The city is never going to abandon us!” 
 
One of the soldiers shot someone accidentally. 
 
The red slimy liquid flowed through the deep surface as a sign to keep away 
from the falling men. A scream became the main symbol of a deal between the 
old and new. They sang again. No one cared about the stories behind the men.  
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They wanted air. Air that could let them survive and give them opportunity to 
leave. Sometimes, their spirits were sold and their thoughts were lost. Nothing 
was left, only their home was waiting for them.  
 
The Day was getting darker. Their fires did not bring them warmth but was a 
warning to themselves; everything was changing. They were desperate for help 
and looked for the brighter way to go forward.  
 
I saw these people lying below. A group of women collapsed on the floor. 
Never opened their eye. The cold bodies were decaying, covered with insects 
and dirt. This was the end. I stopped seeing the reality of the situation.  
 
Inside the ship, some of us were praying to get away from the dreadful 
situation. The sun was like a hazy light fading away from our path. We were 
escaping and excited at the same time about this journey. If everything we 
have done did not exist, will we be the ones who lost humanity?  
 
We left from our planet, trapped in a ship like a prisoner who has lost their 
freedom. The spaceship was speeding up to get out of the gloomy sky. We 
knew that Mother Earth was going to disappear, and children were starting to 
weep out of the window. They were wailing, panicking and panting. Traces of 
sadness were creeping across their faces and they were begging for the earth. 
They whispered to me about their fate being like a piece of trash that can be 
thrown away in decaying places.  
 
Inside of the tubes, the children’s bodies were shaking with tears. None of 
the adults were showing any sorrow about leaving this foul planet. The adults 
were as silent as the grave; they were without words.  
 
 

by Wanling, Year 11 
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If we don’t act… 
 

- Global temperatures will have risen 4% by 2100. 
- 3.5 billion people will be living in areas where 

water demand is greater than water availability 
by 2100. 

- The arctic will be free of sea ice every summer 
by 2100. 



 37 

 

Extract from: Falling 
 

Chapter One 
 

Warmth spiralled through my roots which gasped for soil. I clambered towards 
the balmy glow like a panda seeking bamboo.  
 
“Grow, sink, stretch,” the light whispered encouragingly.  
I succumbed to its warmth, allowing its soft words to seep into my cells, 
infusing me with power to complete the light’s wishes. I soared upwards with 
what I humbly assume was grace, agility and prowess. As I grew, the light’s 
comments became increasingly demanding.  
 
“Grow faster, push further,” it commanded.  
 
But the more I grew, the more tired I became; my cells ached. After pausing for 
a brief moment, I once again began my ascent towards the ever-increasing 
warmth.  
 
The light interrupted my tired thoughts, snapping: “Grow gracefully like a 
gazelle not like a sleepy hormonal hippo!” 
 
Slightly offended yet instantly fuelled, I drove towards what I could now see 
was a blue sky accompanying the impatient and rather rude light. I become 
aware of friendly faces blocking my now sacred warmth. I watched as my 
unannounced and undecided friends or foes slogged to uncharted heights. 
Their once amiable expressions transformed with competitive fire. With 
renewed vigour, I fixed upon my own success, ignoring my competitors, and 
focusing on the light’s impatient demands.  
 
“Grow!” it shouted, glowering down at me.  
 
Branches grappled, roots anchored and trunk widened, seeking glory yet met 
with disappointment. As my rivals and I slowed, becoming stationary, I scanned 
above me. I sadly realised that one tree was taller than me. However, all the 
others sulked below.  
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The light proudly allowed warmth to erupt through my cells rejuvenating my 
whole system, whispering, “Good work”.  
 
I looked up with grudging respect at the victor and said, “Congratulations on 
becoming the leader of the rainforest!”  
 
The conqueror replied, “Thank you, I am pleased to be able to provide for it.” 
Intrigued by the champion’s humble words I pressed on, “What is your name?” 
“I am Ceiba Pentandra,” the winner swiftly stated. I nodded my head in 
acknowledgement, about to introduce myself when Pentandra interrupted me, 
“but you, my protégé, may call me Lupuna.”  
 
Shocked, I instantly responded, “You can call me Koa. Wait, protégé? What do 
you mean?”  
 
Lupuna chuckled lightly, “As the second tallest tree you will take over from me 
when I am gone. So, I must teach you all that I can. Now enough questions, you 
must listen. You are young and naïve with much to learn.”  
 
I groaned. Learning really was not on my agenda of today. I just thought I 
would grow, become victorious, take over the rainforest and spend the day 
relaxing with the other trees doting upon me. However, I didn’t want to be 
rude so begrudgingly murmured, “Well I suppose we should begin.” 
 
After studying me for a moment Lupuna said, “Shut your eyes and listen”. 

 
 
      by Gigi, Lower 6th  
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Four Seasons Haikus 
 
 
Haru: 

Cold gives way to cool, 
Cherries blossom earlier, 
Fewer hanami. 
 

Natsu: 
Rain falls hard and fast, 
Hide inside and eat somen, 
Higurashi scream.  

 
Aki: 

Koyo ends and dies, 
Typhoons ruthlessly batter, 
September still on. 
 

Fuyu: 
Resorts now closed down, 
No more yuki asobi, 
Ichigo ripens. 

 
 

by Radu, Lower 6th 
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Human Error 
 
At last our hearts and minds unite, 
 just moments before the end of time, 
 before Man’s arrogance is swallowed whole, 
 By the rising tide that flows from our own hand. 
 
And our pride, at last, is set aside, 
 as Man’s achievements topple, crumble, and are  
Swept and buried beneath heaps of sand. It seems now, 
 more than ever, that there is no God, our cries fall on absent ears, but still we 
pray. 
 
There are only seconds left of the night and yet, 
 the black plumes left centuries unchecked that reach high and challenge the 
dying air we breathe 
 from fuming concrete mouths in the earth, make night eternal. 
 Our sun may nevermore see the youthful glow of earth’s loving face. Forbidden 
warmth.  
 
My final sip from a bottle of liquor, 
 clouds my mind yet eases my soul 
 and my last hit of man-made, comforting smoke 
 proves that I am no different to those before me. I do not care, I am human.  
The clock hands dance in their glass capsule, and I laugh. 
 
30 minutes till our small room is met with the deadly ocean’s pull, 
 this room is filled with those who don’t deserve to die, shivering, praying, 
embracing.  
Too late, now, to escape their dates with destiny. Their fates are sealed. As is 
mine. 
 All good things must come to an end. They suffer for the greed of those before 
them.  
 
And so for all our ignorance and ineptitude, our debt must finally be paid 
 and Man falls neatly into our own forgotten grave. 
 Were all the many moons which we did toil and fight under in vain? 
 As quickly as we came, we go. 
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And in the blink of an eye 
 We die. 
  
Human Error.   
 

 
 

Oh, Ocean! 
 
Ocean! My dear friend.  
How good it is to see you again.  
You remember me, don’t you?  
My little pink crocs paddling in your sun-soaked water.  
I was always so afraid 
to step down on your earth – afraid  
of what secret creatures you so graciously homed.  
 
Now, Ocean,  
you flourish. 
 
The depths of you that were never explored 
remain safe, untouched, unharmed.  
Your cavities of oil and tar have cleared.  
Your plastic all gone.  
The greens and reds and purples of your ecosystems thrive. 
The life within you has returned, 
beautifully.  
You look good, girl! 
 
Oh, Ocean. 
My mother taught me how to feel your soft sand between my toes – fearless. 
My father, how to breath as I quietly observed your liveliness.  
My brothers, how to splash and jump and push and play in your salty waves  
and ripples of existence. 
My parents consistently reminding me to appreciate the sting of it all.  
It means she’s healing you. 
 
Ocean. 

by Oscar, Lower 6th 
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I’m so sorry we could not do the same for you. 
 
But now, 
you have healed.  
You glow.  
 
Fish flurry in schools the size of orcas  
and orcas overflow your surface in pods the size of countries. 
Plankton paint your night shores a bioluminescent blue. 
Your shimmering skies take in the rays of sunlight, no longer blanketed 
in rainbow oils – nourishing the coral reefs that bloom  
reds and greens as critters creep and flutter through your stalks of colour. 
Cherished turtles now cruise calmly through your currents,  
their backs mesmerizing mosaics of greens.  
Jellyfish no longer overrule you, Ocean. 
They hunt and are hunted. Their tentacles  
floating like feather boas in the wind that is your water.  
I used to squirm as I glided over your pink spotted surface, the instructor 
insisting  
They’re the type that don’t sting! 
Little liar.  
 
Oh, Ocean. 
How utterly delighted I am to see you like this. 
Especially, my dearest friend, since our beloved creatures of yours prosper. 
How we loved the unique surprise of them. 
Usually only one or two to be spotted. 
The fishermen spreading the news 
through the villages and islands, 
travelling as a vibrant buzz of whispers. Desperate  
not to scare them off. 
Or maybe, they were spotted by tourists,  
who hurled the news to all the yachties – everyone rushing out into your 
vastness. Desperate 
to catch a glimpse of such a rare sight.  
We would watch from up on our hill, me tugging on my father’s sleeve, 
pestering for a turn on the binoculars, desperate 
to admire their glistening leaps.  
 
Now, sweet sonar melodies never fail to travel through your waves. 
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Clicks and whistles entertaining the water, filling it with endearing notes of 
tune. 
No need for sanctuaries. No need for Facebook messages of pleas, or signs 
posted up on beaches. 
Do not feed or harass wild dolphins. 
No need for anything, anymore.  
 
I do miss you dearly, my friend. 
But it was for the best.  
We had our chance. 
Finally, you can exist in peace. 
 
 
 
            by Maddy, Lower 6th 
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‘Seagulls Gathering Outside a Factory in Ash Sharqiyah, 
Oman, 2018’  

by Maddy, Lower 6th 
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The Fragility of a Silent Being  
 
A gleaming pillar of cyan green, a beacon of hope for all the world as she 
stands tall and dutiful. 
 
Ready to welcome with open arms, her steel warm and comforting.  
 
Her torch, permanently blazing like a small encompassed sun, trapped, for half 
smiles to be brought to the faces of people she will never see again. 
 
 
Holding her head as if she is proud of her nation and her people, her own 
concrete jungle in which she is the defender, the steward.  
 
She seems impenetrable from where I stand, her armour made of diamonds 
that glitter with the hopes of a million dreamers.  
 
I imagine what it would be like to be that still, I wonder if her arm aches.  
 
 
As the elements unleash their rage on the lady of copper, she stands seemingly 
unfazed. 
 
Falling flakes of her metal body dance and play in the lashing air as she is left 
partially stripped of her armour.  
 
She seems more naked than she used to, her fleshy metal revealed to the open 
air. 
I wonder if she is ashamed. 
 
Cords of water slither down her unwavering expression, perhaps in another 
light she could be weeping, begging for a way out of this quicksand, but of 
course it is only rain.  
 
 
Soon she is sucked under to the hem of her robe, water lurking at her feet in 
silent threat and invitation. 
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As if to remind her that it is there, waiting patiently for the day my lady no 
longer stands, with her arm pointed in an endless pose of strength and 
concentrated determination.  
 
I imagine her to be slowly giving up, no longer thinking in her prison of green 
and blue.  
 
Yet she stands, unmoving, incandescent with the heat of our dying world. 
 
 
I observe the waves that tear at her neck, the rest of her body finally 
encapsulated by an endless slate blue,  
a sculpted copper iceberg, still keeping watch.   
 
A sharp cylinder constricting around her throat waiting for her to break her 
pose, to break rank, ready to lacerate. 
 
Stained oil teardrops corrode her cheeks to the corners of her lips... 
 
I wonder if she passes each moment by grasping onto a translucent promise, 
that one day she will feel reprieve.  
 
 
A statue submerged. That is what I now see. 
 
An untiring symbol of freedom enclosed forever in a tomb of water, just the 
tips of her iron fingers breaking the surface, still clutching at her sun.  
 
As if she could be seen, as if anyone would listen if she spoke. 
 
I imagine what she would sound like if she screamed, the deafening gurgle of 
the water as she tried to expel words, or air. 
 
I imagine it would be very silent. 
 
 
 

by Jemima, Lower 6th 
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The Future After Climate Change  
 
 
she has outlived 
a loosening. 
 
time flattens itself before her, 
gentle pools of silence lapping at her hips, 
the dips between where humans used to barter affections, 
used to suffer slippery embarrassments. 
 
now she lies 
beneath starless skies, 
her muffled pulse  
betraying that she lives on,  
dissolved 
in humid immortality. 
 
the purring ruins  
of cities they called great 
have long since scabbed over, 
encrusting her trusting skin. 
her lonely map of bruises,  
worn, overgrown, 
forms apologetic moss. 
 
there are no people left to consume her, 
to witness her, 
unspooled. 
perhaps she is grateful  
for the end. 
 
 
 

by Ksenia, Lower 6th 



 48 

‘In Dream Begin Responsibilities’ 

  

by Liao, Upper 6th 



 49 

  

If we do everything we can now… 
 

- Global temperatures will have risen by 1.5% 
by 2100. 

- The air will be cleaner than before the 
industrial revolution by 2100. 

- The technological difficulties of making 
fusion energy work will have been resolved, 
providing unlimited clean energy for the 22nd 
century. 
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The Caged Bird 
 

 
This tiny thing inhaled deeply, 
Chest bloated with pride,  
And colours brightly harassing my eyes with their latent, scathing “charm”.  
Orange danced around the green, 
Perpetuating liberty  
And relentlessness, and shamelessness.  
 
Mesmerising irony.  
 
Under the jewel-laden skin 
Stubbornly, a minuscule heart pumped 
Mightily  
Its job in theory was enabling continuance of life, 
Yet practically,  
It was enabling the oppression of its sanctity, 
Of its envious, once, liberty.  
 
It hurt to watch, 
To listen to the sweet song, 
Which filled my ears with lustful, tumbling, molten honey.  
Decadent at first, 
Though quickly becoming a menace to deal with 
Overflowing down my neck with a tantalizingly slow pace 
That sticky feeling between my fingers which enraged me 
A little.  
 
I longed to be the stars which chase the moonshine in the amber hue of the 
night sky 
 
And the bird longed to be the mellifluous honey of its song. 
 
 
 

by Emily, Lower 6th 
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The Machine Eats Itself 
 
 
From dust thou art, and unto dust shalt thou return. 
 
We’d survive, they said, we’d make it out, if only we invested in solar panels, 
or recycled or listened to Bono and the Clintons and that girl from Sweden, 
they said, it would be ok, we’d  
build back better, we’d  
 
WATER WATER EVERYWHERE  
 
level up, although solutions would need to be global, of course, and 
sustainable, we were living in the 21st century, after all, and we needed to 
recognize that, not live in a fantasy world that really, let's be honest, had never 
existed 
 
COMING IN THROUGH THE CRACKS IN THE WALLS 
 
anyway, a world that wasn’t interconnected, without wifi and cheap flights and 
iphones and sweatshops, populated by reactionaries and farmers, deplorables, 
racists, frankly, the sort of scum who didn’t 
 
THE CITY DROWNING UNDER THE MOUNTING WAVES 
 
even deserve to live, no, it was important to be realistic, not to succumb to 
nihilism or, worse, eco-fascism, besides, we were all locked into the machine 
by now, locked in a web of our own spinning, there was no way to break           
          
                                                                                         out. 
 

 
melomys rubicola oncorhynchus tshawytscha tachycineta bicolor chelonia 

mydas bufo bufo bufotes balearicus ursus maritimus panthera uncia 
ailuropoda melanoleuca panthera tigris danaus plexippus loxodonta africana 

gorilla beringei beringei elephas maximus acinonyx jubatus homo sapiens 
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AND AS THE WAVES MOUNTED AND MOUNTED HE BEGAN TO LAUGH A BITTER 
LAUGH AT THE SHEER VANITY OF HIMSELF AND HIS KIND THE CRAZED IDEA 
THAT MAN COULD BECOME GODS AND LORD IT OVER THE EVERLASTING 
IMMORTAL UNCOMPROMISING GLORIOUS RADIANCE OF NATURE FOR EVER 
AND EVER NO NO NO IT COULD NEVER LAST THINGS FALL APART THE CENTRE 
CANNOT HOLD AS THAT IRISH BLOKE HAD SAID AND HE WAS RIGHT HE WAS 
RIGHT IT WAS DOOMED FROM THE START THIS WHOLE RULING THE WORLD 
THING AND NOW IT WAS OVER COMPLETELY OVER FOREVER AND ALL THAT 
WAS LEFT WAS SOME PLASTIC TAT AND A FEW GOOD POP SONGS 
ADMITTEDLY BUT NOTHING ELSE NOTHING THAT COULD SURVIVE THESE 
WAVES THESE CRUSHING INFERNOS OF BOILING EXPLODING FOAM THAT 
DEVOURED FRAIL HUMAN BODIES IN THEIR GAPING MAWS HUNGRY FOR 
REVENGE FOR ALL THOSE OIL SPILLS AND MELTED ICECAPS THOSE 
DESECRATED RAINFORESTS AND SLAUGHTERED ANIMALS AND CORAL REEFS 
DEADENED AND BLEACHED BY EXPOSURE TO THE WHITE HEAT OF 
TECHNOLOGY AND AMBITION THOSE WAVES THAT BEFORE LONG WOULD 
COME DOWN OVER HIS HEAD AND LEAVE HIM GASPING FOR A FINAL BREATH 
HIM THE VERY LAST MEMBER OF HIS KIND THOSE ABSURD LITTLE APES WITH 
THEIR PLASMA TVS AND THEIR SHAKESPEARE AND THEIR SO-CALLED 
CIVILISATION BUT OH WELL IT HAD BEEN GOOD WHILE IT LASTED AND NATURE 
WOULD RECOVER LIKE IT ALWAYS DID RECLAIM THE EARTH AS IT SHOULD AND 
THINGS WOULD RETURN TO NORMAL BECAUSE THOSE PARASITES, THE 
HUMAN RACE, WOULD BE GONE AT LAST 
 
From dust thou art and unto dust shalt thou return. 
 
 
 
 

                by Nye, Lower 6th 
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‘Our New Home - Space’ 
  

by Anson, Year 7 
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The Hole 
 
A crater 
Had formed, 
Where once was a beat, 
Whole and unbroken, 
A rhythm to keep - 
The Keeper of Souls perhaps - 
The place where I joined, 
The place where the body and spirit 
Attached. 
 
But now was a hole 
Deep, cavernous, thick, 
I decided to keep it, 
Let the thick feeling stick, 
Become familiar, fond, 
I would keep it, like hair, 
And as I maintained it 
I ceased to be there. 
 
As I shuffled my feet, 
In a dance, overdue, 
In pursuit of a grave 
I made my way through 
The treacle that poured 
From the hole in my chest, 
To bring to a close, myself - 
What was left. 
 
Over my skin 
As I lay there - deep rest - 
Came the Earth 
To heal this hole in my chest, 
Return to the soil, 
Recover, restore, 
The dirt, and the dreaming, 
Will soothe the distressed. 
 
 

by Agnes, Lower 6th 
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‘Psychomachia’ 
  

by Liao, Upper 6th 
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A meat diet produces 7.2KgCO per day. 
 
A vegetarian diet produces 3.8KgCO per day. 
 
A vegan diet produces 2.9KgCO per day.  
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To Whom It May Concern 
 
*To whom it may concern  
This is the British Government speaking 
We understand you may have concerns 
About the contamination of your drinking water 
The increasing spread of deforestation 
The warming of seas and the melting of glaciers 
And impending turn towards mass extinction. 
We apologies for the interruption to normal service.  
 
We express our support for your attempts, 
But wish to inform you with deep regret  
Providing for you in this time of need 
Is past the scope of our commitment. 
You cannot say we did not try to help. 
 
The hostility of the youth and antagonism of the opposition 
Left us with no option but to oppose you.  
We are the party of law and order and 
We simply cannot be seen to be 
supporting an anarchic organisation. 
We would rather you suffocate to death  
on the slick spill of an oil rig.  
 
We express our support for your attempts, 
But regrettably we inform you that  
Providing for you in this time of need 
Goes past the scope of our abilities.  
You cannot say we did not try to help. 
  
 
Do you not like your multi-million pound motorway? 
Your pumped-up population with poppy-red cheeks  
Slowing choking on the stifling smog. 
The free market suggests you are in the prime of your production, 
Why would you waste such an investment?  
We offered you the choice of an alternative 
We just didn’t let you make it.  
 
This is the British Government speaking.  
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We understand you may have concerns  
And in this letter we address them.  
As you see, it is not our fault  
And we have never tried to harm you.  
We apologise again for the inconvenience 
And offer in compensation this gift of a tombstone. 
 

 

 

Wounds 
 
 
there is a gash from the other day 
 
I take a salve of sunlight and press it deeply 
 
bandage up openings with a gauze of grass 
 
clouds form a cast for my brittled arm 
 
as the leaves shift idly by 
 
I am resuscitated gently by a breath of life 
 
a breath from far above   
 
indistinguishable from that which animates the grass 
 
moving deeper within 
 
a hiss that works its way through me  
 
whispers unlike the ones I know 
 
a voice I have not heard before  
 
wordless, soft and slow 

by Rosie, Lower 6th 
 



 59 

 
this world’s nature heals my own 
 
and it is in that nature to hope 
 
days go by and the sun endures 
 
winds rush by. 
 
 
I am a statue, a monument to a time forgone 
 
something born to die 
 
and as I woke, with salve of soul 
 
I see it nearby 
 
the tree that threads the horizon line 
 
the tree with furtive eye 
 
guided by an invisible hand 
 
over time too long to tell 
 
but there it is, eternal,  
 
cycling this place again  
and again 
and again.  
 
 
the pain of death is the joy of rebirth 
 
so I take it in my hands 
 
sew up my gaping wounds 
 
with a needle 
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gifted 
 
 
what will become of this plain 
 
should all be razed and gone  
 
wonder the yields 
 
of overreaching  
 
will we choke the needle 
 
and shape a crooked zenith? 
 
 
Enough. Let flesh become the horizon line  
 
as I feel that earthly chill 
 
a familiar cold, a pleasant breath 
 
as all but time stands still. 

 
 
       by Theo, Lower 6th 
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The Beautiful Truth 
 
 
What they claimed missed some of the truth: 
For biodiversity is thriving in its new environment, 
adapting as is nature’s way.  
 
The white heat of technology  
stains and bleaches and then dissolves 
the corals. 
But cushioned amongst the lungs and the sweat glands of the Earth, 
stood the stubborn green that vowed to love, and to protect, and to cherish 
what precious time was left- 
time that they said had already passed.  
 
Buttress roots boasted indiscriminate exhibitions of life 
and lianas plaited a plethora of young history 
swinging playfully from parents’ experienced trunks.  
 
Record temperatures are supporting our friends  
despite what they said. 
Warmth and wet, helping the eternal growth which once was threatened  
by mere human predictions.  
 
Indigenous people slash and burn through years of life. 
Combusting carbon, 
donating fertility back to the soils.  
 
A necessity between man and nature, 
coexisting and dependent 
on harm from each other 
for their survival.  
 
 
 
 

by Evie, Lower 6th 
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‘An Oasis in Oman, 2018’  
  

by Maddy, Lower 6th 
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‘Against the Dying of the Light’   

  
by Liao, Upper 6th 
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What you can do now, as an individual: 
- Talk about climate change 
- Switch to a more vegetable-based diet 
- Switch to a renewable energy supplier 
- Make your home energy efficient 
- Use cars less 
- Stop flying where possible 
- Divest investments from fossil fuels 
- Refuse and reject excessive consumption 
- Reduce what you use 
- Use your consumer choice in favour of 

sustainable companies 
- Protest 
- Vote  
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