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I spent the first few years of my life in
my parents’ home country of Liberia,
West Africa until my childhood was
interrupted by war. I was too young to
fully understand what was happening
except for the fact that my family had
to leave without knowing whether
a return to Liberia would ever be
possible again. Our new family home
was thousands of miles away on an
entirely different continent in the city
of Philadelphia in the United States.
Our small house became increasingly
overcrowded as we received more and more family members also
fleeing the war for safety. I read books to escape my reality. I would get
lost in different cultural stories from around the world written by the likes
of John Steptoe, Roald Dahl, and Bette Bao Lord, to name just a few
of my favourite children’s authors. I developed deep connections with
the characters in the books I read. I knew then, as I know now, that I
also wanted to create stories with characters that genuinely connected
with people. I knew there were kids just like myself who also wanted to
reimagine their circumstances, so I started to write.
As an adult, my dream of becoming a children’s author was realised
in 2017 when I published my first book. I was so afraid of how my
writing would be received. Today, I am still in disbelief to learn how
many children worldwide see themselves in the characters that I have
created. This is the magic of writing. It can be a bit scary at first to share
your work with others, but once you’ve done it, it is so rewarding.
I am truly impressed by your talents. Seriously, you should be so proud
of yourself. This is just the beginning of your writing journey that may
even lead to a career. Never let fear get in the way of your writing or
any dream that you might have. You must continue to dream big, work
hard, and read as many books as possible to inspire your imagination.
Remember to become a great writer, you must be an avid reader!

Chantal Victoria Bright
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Introduction
Due to the success of the first 2021 writing competition, which
first ran through the January 2021 ‘lockdown,’ we decided that we
would run this competition for a second year.
By January 2022, children had returned to schools and pandemic
recovery plans were put in place. Despite schools being focussed
on educational ‘catch-up,’ programmes, teachers felt that it was
important for the children to have this creative outlet, and so took
part in the competition for a second time.
Thank you to everyone who joined in. It was amazing to see
so many children come together and share their work in online creative writing sessions, where there was an enormous
excitement and an energy for each other’s work.
Writing needs to be shared and published, which is the reason for
this anthology. I hope you enjoy reading all these special pieces
of imaginative work.
Well done to all the schools, teachers and especially the children
involved.
Best wishes
Wendi Swan
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Year 5 and Competition Winner - Lauren Alexander
Flashbacks

My mind drifted as I marched up the mossy stone slabs. I remembered when
I was a child, without a care in the world. I would climb up these steps
with Mother, not awkwardly holding a gun but tightly gripping the paw of
my favourite teddy bear. When Mother wasn’t working at the hospital, we
climbed these stairs together. But that was before the Russians bombed her
workplace.

I thought of her funeral. A midnight-coloured shroud was draped over the
corpse, and a bouquet of violets lay on top of the body. Fragrant incense
drifted from burning candles, but even that sweet-smelling aroma couldn’t
fully mask the pungent stench of rotting flesh. Then, black-gloved hands
placed a wooden lid over my dead mother and solemnly carried the coffin
into a yawning hole in the graveyard, the mouth of a despicable monster
that would swallow her whole. I squeezed my lover’s hand tightly. She got me
through the immense pain and grief that followed.
Just days later, we were cruelly separated. I had to avenge my mother’s
death, while my partner escaped to Poland. My sadness became unbearable:
we might never see each other again. I remember a sweet, short kiss, then
waving her off with watery eyes. I was heartbroken, and still am.
As I continued through the dense woods, I spotted a snowdrop: my
grandmother’s favourite flower.

“When everything else is dead in winter,” she would tell me, “The snowdrops
are alive. They remind us the dark days will soon be over and brightness will
return.”
I miss Grandma sometimes. She was ninety-four when she died peacefully.
My Father said that was a grand old age. He is also a soldier now, no man
able to fight was permitted to leave the country. We signed up together, but
he was sent elsewhere in Ukraine. He told me that it is a great honour to
defend your country. I hope he still believes that.

We wait and march, long stretches of boredom broken by brief bursts of fighting
and fear. Every day I wake starving and when we go to sleep my stomach is
never full. My hair is unkempt and unwashed, and I long for a hot bath.
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My train of thought comes is interrupted as someone begins to shout. The
sergeant’s voice is hoarse with fear, “Men, grab your guns and take cover!”

His words are a couple of octaves higher than his usual, gruff tone, “Shoot!”
he yells urgently, no, desperately. Gripping my gun with trembling fingers,
I turn and see a platoon of tanks rolling over the horizon, leaving a trail of
destruction in their wake.
I know it; I feel it. The Russians are coming.

Judge’s comments: This is an emotive story so articulately
written. It was such a mature piece of writing that resonated so
deeply with me through your carefully chosen words and vivid
descriptions. A wonderful, original, powerful read.
Judge’s comments: This story of course has so many poignant
resonances for us as we share in Ukraine’s sadness - but it is
also expresses its themes so beautifully. I love the way that
Lauren’s narrative shifts seamlessly between past and present.
She manages to construct a whole family, and a whole life, in very
few words. She combines vivid descriptions of sadness and pain
with inklings of hope.
Lauren, you have shown extraordinary empathy and feeling in
writing this story. It’s a reminder of how we can use fiction to try to
understand the lives of others. Your writing is wonderfully fluent from the sentence structure through to the shape of the story and
its plot. Well done, I’m so excited about everything else you are
going to write in your life!
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Year 3 Winner

Wish Upon Every Step by Awais Hussain
There it was, the mysterious stairs. I’ve always heard about these magical,
eerie, abandoned stairs, but now they were right in front of me, there were so
many, I wasn’t too sure about them now. I could feel my legs trembling, the
drip of sweat pouring down my forehead. I was scared to take my first step.
The rumour has it that every step you take, you make a wish and your wish
will be granted when you reach the top.
The wind was blowing the emerald green shiny leaves that hung from the
trees, beside the stairs, there was old moss and ivy growing from the stairs.
Beautiful but deadly. I decided to take my first step, I only had one wish
in my mind, I just hope it came true.

I put the sole of my foot on the step, and I whispered my wish in my head.
Nothing happened, I took my second step and made the wish again. I could
feel the wind blowing against my face. I held the bannister as I climbed the
stairs, the more steps I was taking the less worried I was beginning to feel.
I tried to look at the top of the stairs, there were miniature green shadowy
trees swaying in the wind.

My mind was racing with thoughts, was I doing the right thing, my mum did
warn me not to climb these stairs. But here I was, disobeying my mum.
My legs were beginning to get tired, I daren’t look back, my mind was
focused to reach the top. my hands were getting dirty and muddy from the
mud on the bannister, I started to run up the stairs, I felt like someone or
something was behind me. It was making me feel very uneasy. I could hear
faint cries of my name but I couldn’t look back

I felt like I was climbing these stairs without any destination. But I had to
reach the top.
Maybe I should have listened to my mum after all.
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As I nearly reached the top, my mind regretting my decision, something
didn’t feel right. I started to shout “help” in panic. I knew no one would help
me. as I took my last step, I grabbed the vines to pull me up and I quickly
looked back, to my dismay the stairs had vanished, there were no stairs…

In disbelief and shock, I froze for a second. I could vaguely hear a voice,
my mum’s voice. She was trying to stop me. I knew I was wrong to climb these
stairs. I regretted it. There was no wish.. My wish of finding the end of the
rainbow had disappeared.

The question that came to my head now was how will I get back down? Will I
ever get down these stairs again?
Will I ever see my family?

I looked around and suddenly the ground began to shake, there was nothing
to hold on to… I knew I was going to fall.
Judge’s comment: A really well written story. I love the
unconventional approach it takes with an unresolved plot
leaving more questions than answers. The magical and mystical
elements of the story are very intriguing.
Judge’s comment: Awais – This was an unusually mature
and perceptive story. You used the first person and did a really
good job of getting into the point of view of your hero – I bet
you’re a very thoughtful person with a lot of empathy! This was a
psychological story with a frightening and memorable end. Well
done!

9

Year 4 Winner

THE STAIRWAY TO WHAT…? By Jack Ingram
Billy and Bob were brothers. They lived with their mother and father, on
Marleys avenue and had done their whole lives. When Billy was 11 and Bob
was 9, they overheard their parents talking about getting divorced. Billy
and Bob were not surprised by this, because they had been arguing a lot,
although that did not stop them feeling blue. What made matters worse, was
that this was going to mean they would need to leave Marleys avenue.

Marleys avenue was close to a small country village, surrounded by acres of
greenery. The most picturesque place of all was ELLAND FOREST. Billy
and Bob had walked through Elland Forest many times and had lots of fun
adventures there. However, there was one thing that they had never been able
to do. They had never been able to climb to the top of the secret staircase.
The secret staircase had wooden steps, that seemed to go on forever and no
matter how hard they tried, nor how high their hopes, Billy and Bob had
never been brave enough to reach the top.

The thought of leaving Marlys Avenue and never seeing Elland Forest again
was devastating for the brothers. So, one night, they made a pact. Before
they left their home, they would climb the wooden staircase. But where would
the staircase lead? …
The day came when a ‘for sale’ sign was placed in the front garden of the
family home. This seemed like the perfect day for the brothers to finally
go into the forest and reach the top of the secret staircase. After a bit of
persuasion, Mum and Dad agreed to go on the walk.

Billy and Bob felt less scared to walk the staircase with their Mum and
Dad. Each step they took, they felt braver and braver. But where would the
staircase lead? One step, two steps, three steps, further and further they
went. Each new step gave a different view of Elland Forest, the higher they
climbed, the prettier the scenery became.

It seemed to take forever, both boys were out of breath! Mum and Dad were
out of breath! Mum and Dad were offering words of encouragement, “come on
… we can do it.”
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Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, the family reached the top! They
all stopped for a moment and were silent, whilst they took in the beautiful
view around them.
Just then, Billy and Bob noticed something on the ground. It was a love
heart, with the initials MJ and JS, scratched into the wooden step. Mum
and Dad looked at each other and smiled, “that’s us”, they said, “We carved
that when we were 19 and had just started going out together.
All the way home, Mum and Dad laughed and joked about stories from their
past. They were happier than they had been in a long time. When they got
home, they looked at each other and said, “Maybe we need to re-think this
for sale sign.”

Judge’s Comment: This was a really touching short story with a
lovely ending! I thoroughly enjoyed reading the story all the way
to end and would have to love to have read more about what
happens next to their family! A very creative and original plot, well
done!
Judge’s comment: What impressed me about this story was how
much emotional weight you managed to put into the plot. It was
really moving and the last, hopeful line was perfect. Your writing
is clear and fluent and really advanced for your age. What makes
this story a winner for me is the control in the writing and the real
sense of psychological insight. Well done Jack!
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Year 6 Winner

No! by Alina Garvey
Bakenos is a Greek God (the son of Zeus and Hera) and he specialises
in sculpting and painting. Currently, the god is climbing up the Xaoda
Rainforest’s muddy, stone stairs, attempting to propose to me…

“I said NO!” I screamed desperately. I was scrambling up the uneven, stone
steps so quickly that the rainforest’s various colourful carnivores and plants
and birds were all smashed together into a moving nature collage. What I
was running from, well, nobody would believe me (clue: it is a man). Glancing
behind me, I repeated myself, “No!” Still, he wouldn’t listen.

Bakenos (the Greek Lord of art) was a tall, muscular gentleman with a
golden curtain of curls that shimmered awkwardly in the moonlight. A
blinding-white toga neatly encircled his entire body. “Leilani, marry me!
I love you!” he pleaded uselessly. I felt hopelessly trapped. Bakenos was
sweet, handsome and powerful, however, he wasn’t famous for his undying
love or faithfulness. It was decided. I didn’t want that, “Bakenos, I just
want a normal, joyful life,” I begged. The god halted abruptly; I did too.
He stood there with a perplexed expression on his face. “Normal? Why?”
he asked, confused. Silently, I considered retorting with, “Because!” but
I swiftly decided against it. Instead I turned right and bolted away. As
I expected, he followed. Why wouldn’t he? Still running, I turned around
to face Bakenos. “Grow up!” I screeched furiously, “It is 316BC! You have
been living for millennia! GROW UP!” We both gasped, horrified at what
I had muttered. “I… I… I…” the words were stuck in my throat. “How dare
you.” Bakenos whispered unenthusiastically, “Why?” I wondered whether the
Lord of Art would punish me for my brief moment of fury. Would he? As
if mystically reading my mind, Bakenos sadly explained, “I really do love
you, Leilani, but I am sad to say that you have thoroughly offended the
Prince of the Earth. This deserves a suitable punishment. Suffering and
transformation; this shall be enough.” Suffering? I thought: What would
he do to me? “It will start tomorrow.” Bakenos whispered. With a clap of
thunder, he evaporated.
After a sleepless night of uselessly tossing and turning and turning on the
cold, stone floor of my lonely hut - which is positioned on the border of South
12

Greece - I cautiously stumbled out into the open. Taking a deep breath, I
closed my eyes and waited… and waited… and waited…

Finally, at noon, it started. The wind sped up dramatically and the nature
swirled around me. Simultaneously, Bakenos’ words swirled around my mind.
Suffering and transformation. All of a sudden, my entire body was racked
with intense pain while the world grew. No, I shrank! My glossy, dark hair
disappeared and my fair complexion turned a vibrant shade of sapphire.
I lost my slim, narrow waist as it became blocky and square. I croaked
unhappily and hopped in the direction of the dead leaves, horrified at my
transformation into a poison dart frog.
Judge’s comment: I thoroughly enjoyed this story clearly
influenced by your knowledge and interest in Greek Mythology.
Your writing style is so detailed, immediately capturing the
reader’s interest and immersing them into the story. A very
dramatic and cleverly crafted plot with a range of engaging and
well-placed vocabulary.
Judge’s comment: This was a very original entry, cleverly
engaging with the staircase prompt whilst drawing on a detailed
knowledge of Greek mythology. I enjoyed the way that Alina gave
these mythological characters vivid personalities - the dialogue in
particular felt fresh and funny.
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The Stairs in the Woods by Chloe Bryce
Ava and Leah were best friends. One day, whilst they were playing in the
woods, only a block away from their house, they found themselves at the
bottom of some stairs. The steps were steep and narrow and had an old
wooden handrail which was covered in moss. There were green trees and
plants going up the side of the stairs. The air smelt of nature.

The girls started to climb up the stairs nervously. When they got to the
top, they found a whole new forest. It was beautiful, with a big lake in the
middle. On the lake were some ducks and at the edge of the water was a dog
and a bunny.

Ava and Leah sat down. They could feel the warm grass on their hands, and
they heard the ducks quacking on the shimmering water. It was so beautiful
that they felt like they could stay there forever. They played for a while,
until they started to get hungry and miss their parents. They decided to dip
their toes in the lake one last time before they left. Just then the lake began
to bubble, so they turned to leave quickly, but the stairs had gone!

The best friends started to panic and didn’t know what to do. Then Leah
cried “Oh no!” because her foot was sinking into the grass. Ava tried to pull
her out, but she couldn’t. Suddenly the ducks, bunny and dog all rushed over
to help. They started pulling with Ava. After 5 big pulls, Leah was free from
the sinking grass. They didn’t want it to happen again, so they marked the
area with stones.
Still not knowing where the stairs were, they started searching for clues. As
Ava was searching around a tree, her leg got covered in mud. She jumped
into the lake to clean her leg and saw something shiny and gold. She told
Leah what she had seen, and Leah jumped in to help her find it. They
searched the bottom of the lake until Ava shouted, “I have found a key”.
This time when they looked back where the stairs had been, they saw the
handrail was there. The dog spotted a keyhole and ran towards it, barking
loudly. Leah, Ava and the other animals all rushed over, thanking the dog
for showing them. They tried the key and the stairs reappeared. The girls
said goodbye to the animals and happily ran down the stairs, out of the
forest and all the way home.
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When they were safe at home with their parents eating a delicious dinner,
they saw some ducks flying past the window of their houses. One duck had
a bunny on his back, and another had a dog on his back. After that day,
the girls always carried the key with them whenever they went to play in the
woods, just in case they stumbled across the stairs in the woods.
Judge’s comment: This is a truly lovely story to read. I love the
descriptive language used throughout the story and the overall
flow of the story. I particularly enjoy the use of emotive language
to really help readers understand how the characters feel
throughout the story.
Judge’s comment: Chloe – Well done, you used your descriptive
powers to create wonderful sensations and senses that made the
world of your story come to life. I particularly loved the moment
the lake bubbled, and the little twist in the tail of your story. You
have some really advanced writing skills for your age.

17

The Secret Garden by Millianna Scott
Once there was an amazing girl called Ella, she was ten years old. She was
in the woods. She was going up some stairs made from old slabs of stone. As
she was going up, it made a crumbling sound because there were dry leaves
under her feet.

As she kept walking up, it became lighter as the darkness faded away.
When she got to the top, Ella gazed at the dazzling sun up in the sky. As
Ella looked down again, she noticed that in front of her was a meadow. Ella
realised she was lost, she was worried she could not find her way home!
Suddenly she saw a path that was multi-coloured and as clean as a newly
polished table. It was hidden by towering trees and was at the end of the
meadow. Ella decided to follow the path. As she walked through, she could
hear the tweeting of the birds, sly foxes rustling in the leaves and deer
munching on grass. When she reached another clearing, the path stopped.
Ella was amazed as she gazed at the shimmering pool, hopping bunnies,
beautiful flowers and smooth stepping stones. She stared at the sky but
when she looked up, instead of the sky it was a dome. Ella realised she was
inside.

She started jumping across the stepping stones. When she was on the other
side of the lake a young fowl ran up and nudged her. She had glimmering
blue eyes what sparkled in the sunlight and a coat as soft as feathers. She
realised that it wanted her to follow it. Ella muttered under her breath “I
am going to follow you’’. As Ella ran beside the young fowl, she noticed a
tiara on top of her head. In tiny golden letters it read ‘E-M-A-R-A-L-D’
that was when she realised Emarald was its name.

Emarald suddenly stopped. Ella saw a key and a treasure chest. Without
another thought, Ella picked up the key, quickly turned it in the old, wooden
treasure chest. Golden light spilled out. Ella opened the lid cautiously and
found there was a clue that might lead to treasure. They decided to follow
the treasure hunt clue: ‘something green on something brown’.
Emarald guessed “Raspberry bush?’’
Ella said “Tree?’’
18

They checked both but were wrong. An idea popped into Emarald’s head
“Leaves!’’. They checked, she was right! There was another clue: ‘something
as blue as the sky’.
Ella guessed “Elsa?’’

“No silly!” chuckled Emarald “The lake’’ she said in an obvious voice.

Emarald was right again. There on the river bank was another clue: ‘Throw
pebbles’. They threw pebbles in the water and a path out of stepping stones
appeared.
Ella and Emarald followed it. As they jumped across, it led all the way
home. Ella ran into the house and hugged her mum. Her mum said “I
was looking for you!” Emarald trotted in and said “Can I live with
you?”. Ella and her mum shouted “YES!!!” Now everybody is happy.

Judge’s comment: A wonderful story that was thoroughly
enjoyable from start to finish. The maturity in the language
used really helped capture a clear image of the story which was
captivating and had an engrossing plot. Lovely progression
through the story - slow build up with attention to detail. Well
done!
Judge’s comment: Well done Millianna! I enjoyed the crystal
clear imagery of your story, and how you worked a puzzle into the
plot, creating tension and keeping the reader guessing! Thank
you!
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Snow Manor by Elizabeth Morris
Scarlet Snow gazed longingly out into the distance. Her wide, green eyes
twinkled in the sunlight as she got closer to Snow Manor. Her smile grew
bigger and bigger by the minute and her blonde, messy hair swished around
as the silent wind tickled her bare feet and blew her torn dress, so excited
she could hardly breathe.

‘’Wow!’’ Scarlet exclaimed, rushing into her room with her suitcase trailing
behind her. Scarlet’s older brother Ben struggled to keep up. You see Snow
Manor was a place which had everything from ponies to pigs-they had it all!
Ben wasn’t so sure he always felt uneasy at Snow Manor.
That night, determined for adventure, she crept out carefully not to wake
her snoring brother and crawled into a place she had never entered before.
A secret passage! The room was strange and Scarlet realised it looked just
like the frozen forest she had seen in auntie’s picture books. There were
large steps, like giant logs and they were rotting and crumbling beneath her
feet. She was careful not to fall. But then… as soon as she turned around a
shadowy figure was chasing her.
Suddenly, the door closed shut behind her. ‘’Eeek!’’ she screeched into the
darkness. As soon as the light turned on, she stepped forward.
‘’Hello,’’ came a scratchy voice, seemingly out of nowhere .
‘’Who’s that she wondered?’’ her freckled face narrowed.

A snowy, little kitten appeared at her feet, brushing up against her. ‘’Hi,’’
the little kitten croaked, ‘’I am sorry for frightening you!’’
‘A talking kitten?’’ she thought, ‘’How strange?’’ She whispered kindly,
‘’It’s okay.’’
‘’Thank you,’’ the kitten coughed.

‘’Oh you poor thing,’’ she murmured softly, stroking its white fur. ‘’I will look
after you.’’

The kitten pushed the door and they both rushed out. When they reached her
room she placed the kitten in her bed and fed him some warm milk. Turning
20

around she realised her brother was standing right behind her and staring
at the kitten, bewildered. He started to sneeze, ‘Achoo..achoo..Get that kitten
out of here before uncle finds it! You how he is and besides I’m allergic.’’
Leaping out of the bed and restored by the warm milk, the kitten teased
them, ‘’If you want me gone try and get me!’’ It started to scamper away so
Scarlet and her brother chased after it.
As they raced down the halls a voice came booming from behind them,
‘’What is this? We can’t have this monstrosity in the house! GET IT OUT!.’’
As uncle came stomping after them the tiny kitten led them back into the
mysterious wooden stairs.
‘’Pst..uncle can’t fit in here..he is too fat!’’ he giggled as uncle tried to
squeeze himself through. The children pushed through and then all of a
sudden they realised they were lost

‘’Where are we?’’ The children wondered as they followed the kitten, deeper
and deeper into the mysterious frosty forest world. There was no turning
back now!
Judge’s comment: This was a beautifully written story with a
lovely description of the main character Scarlet. The language
used was of real quality, including the similes which allowed
me to imagine the story happening in front of me. It left me so
engrossed I was wanting to read more!
Judge’s comment: Well done Elizabeth! You have a lovely way
of using all the senses to write. I loved the evocative name of
your character and the tensions that began right with the first
paragraph. You use a wonderful variety of sentence shapes to
give your writing rhythm. This story feels like the beginning of an
exciting adventure and I think you should continue to write more
of it.
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The Magic Door by Nina Lewis Smith
A curious little girl in a navy blue dress and with rosy red cheeks and dark
brown eyes like little pools of rich chocolate peered up at the mossy, green
staircase that disappeared into the gloomy forest. She had almost decided
to turn around and go back to the village, but her curiosity kept her staring
back up.

She walked up slowly, step by step, feeling the tough earth beneath her bare
feet. Higher and higher she climbed, until her feet couldn’t bear it any more.
Suddenly something shiny caught her eye. It was a golden key! She picked
it up, and it felt like someone else had touched it before her.
Then, she looked up and there in front of her was a tiny door. She thought
to herself “even a mouse couldn’t fit through there!” Just then, she noticed
that the key in her hand had started to glimmer brightly. Without even
thinking, she pushed the key into the keyhole in the door and turned it.
Then light started to burst out around the door. Out of the brightness, it
shot up tall and burst open. The light was blinding, but she walked into it
without looking back. The door slammed shut loudly in the quiet forest, and
the key fell onto the mossy ground.

In front of her stood a little wooden cottage. She knocked on the door.
Nobody answered at first, so she knocked again. She was about to turn
around and leave when she felt something touch her elbow. She span around,
and came face to face with a creature that she had only seen in her dreams.
It had sharp, green eyes and rough skin like pieces of bark. It was taller
than her, and moved slowly like a wolf stalking its prey. It started creeping
around her, making a growling noise in its throat. At the same time, she
heard its voice in her head, saying “you are home at last!”
She didn’t know what the creature was talking about, and was terribly
frightened. She turned around to open the door and run back home, but it
was locked and she realised the key was not in her hand any more.
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Behind her, the creature was grinning and rubbing his hands together. In
her head, she heard it cry “you are our long-lost queen! You have returned!
You will stay here with us forever!”

“What do mean by us?” the girl asked, her voice shaking.

“Have you forgotten? This is where you belong! This is your home forever!”

The last thing she remembered was a cloud of magic dust being blown in her
face, and the feeling of her skin turning into bark.
Judge’s comment: Excellent description and characterisation well chosen vocabulary and sentence features to paint a picture
for the reader. Good use of suspense.
Judge’s comment: What a spooky little story! The image of the
girl’s skin turning into bark is really memorable. We don’t know
quite where we are or what is happening, and this creates a real
sense of strangeness! There was some lovely, clear description
that really helped us to see the events in our imagination. Well
done Nina.
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Saving the Deer by Poppy Cross
One day, a girl called Emma was dancing on crunchy leaves surrounding her
den, deep in the forest, when suddenly a baby deer ran into a clearing being
chased by a hunter called Jack.
Emma dashed to rescue the deer and save it from becoming Jack’s next
meal. She screamed loudly, Jack tripped up and the deer bounced away to
freedom.

Emma’s hobby was saving animals, she looked after baby birds that had
fallen from the nest and little mice whose houses had got washed away by
the rain. Emma was very kind and brave, and would do anything to save the
animals. Although there was one thing she was scared of…. the dark.

The next day, it was warm and sunny, Emma was walking alongside the river
towards the mountains. In the distance she spotted a deer playing in the
shallow water of the river and wondered if it was the same deer she saved
from the horrifying hungry hunter the day before? She decided to go and
investigate.

Emma walked slowly towards the deer because she did not want to scare it
away. She realised it might be nervous of humans. When she got close to the
deer, it bounced over to her excitedly, he remembered Emma from yesterday
and how she had saved him from the hunter. Emma and the deer had a good
play and she named him Bouncer.

Emma spotted some mystical, misty steps leading up towards the mountains.
They decided to go and investigate. As they moved towards the steps, Jack
the hunter burst out of the undergrowth and started to chase Bouncer.
Emma watched the chase in horror, they went through some trees, through the
river and into a deep and dark cave.

Remember, Emma was very brave but shockingly scared of the dark. She
panicked and didn’t know what to do! But she definitely didn’t want
Bouncer to become deer stew. The only thing for it was to go into the cave
and save Bouncer. She took a deep breath and thought to herself, ‘be strong,
you can do this!’
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She crept into the cave, the darkness swallowed her, but luckily she had a

torch in her pocket, she turned it on and headed deeper into the cave.

Around a corner, she heard the hunter saying, ‘I am going to eat you up for
my dinner little deer!’ Emma shouted ‘BOO!’ at the top of her voice. The
startled hunter jumped up in the air, bumped his head on the cave roof and
let go of the deer. Emma and Bouncer ran out of the cave to safety.

Emma and Bouncer became great friends, they played together every day in
the forest and Jack the hunter was never seen again.
Judge’s comment: I really enjoyed reading this story, Poppy.
Your use of language to create atmosphere was fantastic and
your well thought out plot moves the story on so well - it had me
hooked right until the end. Well done for creating such a lovely
story!
Judge’s comment: Poppy – Of all the stories, yours really excels
in pace. You structured the events of your story really well and
worked with the challenges Emma and Bouncer faced to produce
a complete plot. Your language was clear and helped us imagine
everything that was happening. Well done.
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The First Steps to a New Home by Robert McHugh
One fine spring morning, Bertie the Badger, who was as stripy as a zebra,
was just waking up when he heard an awful deafening racket. He popped
his head out of his sett and saw a horrible sight. A massive yellow, metallic
creature was rolling towards him! He didn’t know it was a digger for
goodness sake – he’s a badger! But what he did know was that he was
definitely afraid of it. The creature lifted up what looked like a massive
spade and clunked it down on Bertie’s home! Bertie ran as fast as his short,
stubby legs would carry him away from the danger, weeping all the way. He
needed to find a new home – and fast!

Bertie plodded into a forest that he had never seen before and wondered
where he was. Then, out of the corner of his eye, he spotted a crooked old set
of steps. He wandered towards them, nose to the ground. When Bertie came
up close, he saw that they were extremely overgrown and covered in moss.
They had numerous lush green plants growing everywhere – even on the tall,
towering trees. The weeds had taken over like creepers. Bertie nervously tiptoed up the set of steps. At the top of the steps, he found a vast, beautiful
forest stuffed full of exotic trees and plants that he had never seen before.
There were enormous, brightly coloured flowers blooming everywhere. It was a
glorious paradise!
Around the corner, stood a black and white animal like him, but it was
ten-times the size of Bertie. It was munching on a prickly stick. Bertie
asked her who and what she was. The animal told Bertie that she was a
Giant Panda called Geraldine. She had come to live in the forest when her
home in China was destroyed by humans. Bertie told her that the same had
happened to him today and so they became friends and continued through
the forest together.

Further into the forest, the two friends came across a strange orange animal
who walked like an old man. He was some sort of monkey. He introduced
himself as Orion the Orangutan. He explained that he had come to live in the
forest when the humans destroyed his home in the forests of Borneo. They
wanted to grow crops where his lovely forest had once stood.
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The three friends continued on their journey into the forest and suddenly
found another strange monochrome animal. This one was small and had a

long, stripy, bushy tail and tufty ears. He seemed nervous, but the three
friends soon got him talking and he said he was Lemmy, a Lemur from
Madagascar. It seemed that the same thing had happened to his home
forest.

The four friends lived happily in this magical forest, away from humans who
they hoped, one day, would stop destroying the forests of the world and
making so many animals homeless or extinct.
Judge’s comment: What an absolutely stunning story, Robert. I
absolutely loved your characterisation of the badger and what a
fantastic moral to your story. You held my attention right to the last
word. Congratulations on such sophisticated writing.
Judge’s comment: Robert – you have a really natural storytelling voice and I could almost imagine you telling me this story
around a camp-fire. You have managed to write a meaningful little
fable about climate change and animal extinction. Well done!
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Egypt Adventure by Lyla Davies
One day when the sun was shining like a diamond, Lola was walking down
the glittering, glamourous path in the woods. Lola, minding her own business,
stumbled across her best friend Amy. They decided that they would go and
explore. They often did this and had many great adventures.

As they both walked through the woods, they tripped over a piece of wood
and seemed to travel through a portal into another wood but this looked very
different and there was definitely magic in the air.

“Ouch,” they both yelled as they fell into a prickly yet magical bush. In front
of them, they noticed a staircase and so decided to go up it. They were both
very brave and very, very adventurous. When they got up the staircase, they
found a fluffy, cute sheep-teddy. They called her Rachel.
This sheep-teddy, they soon found out, had magical powers. They found out
when Lola and Amy were talking. They said that they wanted to go to Egypt
and see Cleopatra. In an instance, a swirling of sand occurred. Lola and
Amy could not see. Everything was sandy. They closed their eyes tightly.
When they opened their eyes, straight ahead was a pyramid. They were in
Egypt.
“Wow,” said Amy. “What happened, there?”

“I don’t know but let’s go and find the Sphynx,” cried Lola as she ran
towards the pyramid. Amy followed quickly behind.
When they got to the sphynx, they noticed that it had no nose.

“Let’s go and find Cleopatra now,” exclaimed Amy. “Which way shall we go?”
“Let’s go this way but I am not sure whether the guards will let us see her,”
replied Lola,

They walked across the desert and found Cleopatra’s palace. It was
guarded by many Egyptian guards with spears. The girls tried to sneak into
the palace but were captured by guards and thrown into an Egyptian prison.
Trapped and frightened, they huddled together. Lola noticed the
hieroglyphics on the wall. She also noticed the sheep-teddy lying in the
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corner. It was Rachel. Lola hoped that the teddy would get them out. Rachel
had brought them to Egypt so with this magic surely they could go anywhere
else.
Lola did not want to leave until she had seen Cleopatra. Therefore, she
asked the Teddy, “Please take us to Cleopatra. I want to see Cleopatra.” In
an instance, the swirling wind appeared again. They closed their eyes tightly
until they heard a voice.
“Who are you and what are you doing in my chamber?”

Lola and Amy opened their eyes and saw Cleopatra. She was beautiful. She
had the loveliest, long black hair and she wore a garment of blue and gold.
“Oh my goodness,” exclaimed Lola. “I have always wanted to meet you.”

The girls spent the rest of their Egyptian adventure with Cleopatra and
even had a bath in milk! At the end of the amazing day they took the teddy,
wished themselves back home, and back to bed.
Judge’s comment: This was a well-written story and I enjoyed
that Lyla had included a real person, Cleopatra, in her tale, it
enhanced my reading enjoyment. Lyla has clearly thought really
hard about her vocabulary choices, and her writing shows a
maturity that makes me hope to read more from her in a few
years time! Well done.
Judge’s comment: Lyla – Thank you for transporting us to
Ancient Egypt! You really thought about how to use your setting
and details to take us to an unfamiliar place. You built the plot
around a series of escalating tensions, and this drew me in. I
wanted to see Cleopatra too! Well done.
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The Enchanted Woods by Edward Dyke
Once there was an enchanted Wizard Kingdom ruled by King Jonny. His
people had lived peacefully alongside the Elves for hundreds of years. The
entrance to the Kingdom was the top of a long, dark staircase, that can be
entered through an enchanted portal only at a full moon. The portal had
been protected for years by magic spells cast to make the realm safe.

King Jonny ruled with his two children Elwardo and Harriculous. One
day Elwardo heard his older brother Harriculous scheming in the palace.
Harriculous said, “The next full moon we attack King Jonny and take over
the wizard realm”. The next day Elwardo was collecting some wood and
wondering what to do, when suddenly he came across two Elf Chiefs. Elwardo
said, “Have you heard the terrible news? Harriculous is planning to steal the
throne from King Jonny at the next full moon. I
am sorry to say that
my brother might be a dark wizard. You must help me stop him before it’s too
late”.
The two elves agreed that Elwardo had to protect the enchanted wood. They
planned how to stop Harriculous for four hours and then bravely warned
King Jonny about Harriculous plan and told him to be ready for attack.
At first The King didn’t listen to the Elf Chiefs, but they persuaded him
to listen and protect the magic. King Jonny ordered his men to arrest
Harriculous and stop his evil plan to take over. Later that day, Harriculous
was walking through the Castle gardens when he saw five highly trained
Kings Warriors in the distance, he drew his wand, he was ready to fight.
Flashes of blue and green and red fizzed through the air. Harriculous was
outnumbered but he was a powerful wizard and as quick as a flash he turned
himself invisible and escaped.
Later that day, King Jonny gathered his best Guards to plan his next move
against Harriculous. Elwardo asked one of the guards to disguise himself in
robes and a crown and attend the Full Moon party that night. As the guests
celebrated and danced to the music, Harriculous crept in quietly and walked
towards the Kings table. He drew his wand under his robes and was about to
attack when there was a flash of white light. Elwardo, the Elf Chiefs and the
Guards had been hiding and waiting for Harriculous and stunned him with
a powerful spell.
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When Harriculous woke up he was surrounded by Kind Jonny, Elwardo and
the Elf chiefs. The Elves wanted King Jonny to send Harriculous to prison
forever but he loved his son and thought he was still a good person. Kind
Jonny banished Haniculous from the Wizard Kingdom and told him to only
do good things for one year before returning. King Jonny and Elwardo
were upset but they had hope that the next time Harriculous walked the
enchanted steps, would be as a peaceful Wizard ready to protect the portal.
Judge’s comment: Edward has clearly drawn from his own
reading and enjoyment to write this story and his enthusiasm
is clear. I enjoyed all the detail and there was some super
vocabulary choices - well done Edward!
Judge’s comment: This story has the feel of a complete fable.
You managed to think of a plot and characters who provide a
moral lesson about kindness for the reader, and I was really
impressed by all the clear, accurate language you used to take
the reader through the tale. Well done!
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Toy Family by Rory Fox
There he was. Sean stood as still as he could. He was an action figure
wearing a navy-green camouflage army top, shades and a red motorbike. He
had chocolate-brown hair and blue trainers.

Sean was waiting for someone to buy him. It was Christmas Eve, the day
when adults came rushing in to find presents for their kids. Suddenly an
adult picked Sean off the shelf and took him to the checkout. Finally he had
an owner. He would be opened the next day.
Sean was put in the garage to get wrapped so the little boy wouldn’t see
him. But he instantly saw pictures of the boy’s family and was sad that he
couldn’t remember his family. The only thing he knew was they lived in Land
of Toys. Sean had a plan – that night he would escape and find Trafford
Forest and the secret door that leads to Land of Toys.
The first thing to do after he had escaped the wrapping was to find two
tools to open the secret door – a snake’s tooth from Chester Zoo and a
golden apple from the Willows Primary School.

Within an hour Sean arrived on his motorbike at Chester Zoo. He knew it
would be closed so he climbed the tiger’s fence and carefully lifted himself
onto the roof of their cage. Sean tip-toed across trying not to disturb the
tigers. He could see the snake cage and somersaulted quietly to the ground.
He saw that the snakes were asleep and snuck into their cage. He had to
be careful but if he wanted to open the secret door at Trafford Forest, he
needed a snake’s tooth. He unravelled his string, made a loop, saw a snake
with its jaw partially open with two sharp teeth pointing out. Sean placed
the string tightly around a tooth and slid out of the cage. He ran as fast
as he could, holding the string tight until, ping, the tooth popped out. Sean
sneaked back into the cage and grabbed the tooth. Mission accomplished!

Next, Willows Primary School for the golden apple. But there were guards
outside so he snuck under their legs, which activated the lasers guarding the
golden apples. When he got to the golden apple tree Sean saw the lasers and
to his amazement he dodged them. As fast as he could Sean grabbed a shiny
apple.
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When he arrived at Trafford Forest he fought his way through overgrown
bushes. Alongside a stream, mossy steps curved towards a mound of earth
and two enormous trees appeared with a door in the middle. Sean ran up
the steps and when he reached the magic door he put the snake’s tooth and
golden apple in the key hole and pressed the handle. Slowly, the door opened.
Sean had made it! The Land of Toys! He saw his family and ran up to
them. Sean’s parents couldn’t believe it – he was standing in front of them!
Together again in time for Christmas!
Judge’s comment: A detailed action-packed and original story
which is cleverly written from the point of view of a toy. Lots of
detailed description but so action-packed. It has such a satisfying
and heart-warming ending!
Judge’s comment: Rory – You wrote a really action packed
story and took us on a real adventure with Sean. Thankyou! Your
character had real motivation and lots of obstacles to overcome
and this made us root for him all the way!
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Millishore by Aoife Wilson
Lily’s long fair hair flowed behind her as she marched up the mossy
staircase, with her brother Tom a few steps behind her. It was a miserable
day and all Lily wanted to do was get home as soon as possible. “Wait for
me!” Shouted Tom from further down the hill. Lily stopped and waited for
Tom to catch up. Lily continued up the steps, she felt a bit uneasy for she’s
never been this far up the hill before.
All of a sudden, Lily felt herself falling…

Plonk! Lily felt her bottom hit the sandy surface beneath her. She had
landed on a beach. It had pinky-purple shells dotted all around the shining,
golden sand. The sparkling tide was rushing up on the shore like an excited
puppy greeting its owner at the end of the day. Lily whimpered, questions
whizzed around her head. How had she got here? Would she ever get back?
Suddenly, Lily heard the sound of hooves pounding towards her. Abruptly,
a herd of horses with shining white coats stopped in front of Lily. The lead
horse took a stride forward inquisitively. Lily shifted backwards, watching
the horse’s every move. “Don’t be frightened, I know it’s a bit of a shock
when you first fall through the illusion step on the staircase in Willow Wood,”
reassured the kind creature, “but you’re not the first one to land here.”
Wide-eyed, Lily gawped at the horses. They had just spoken to her!
“Where am I?” questioned Lily.

“You’re in Milishore.” Replied the horse. “If you climb on my back, we can
take you to the Wise Wizard, he’ll know how get you back to the world
above.”

“Ok, it’s worth a try,” said Lily. The horse bowed down his head so that
Lily could clamber on to him. She twisted her trembling fingers around his
silky mane for security. The horses immediately set off at a gallop along the
beach, hooves barely touching the sand.

In what felt like mere seconds, they had arrived at an old wooden cabin.
Lily guessed this must be where the Wise Wizard lived. She dismounted and
knocked on the hollow door.
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Lily was greeted by an ancient wizard with a knotty, silvery beard down to

his toes. “Hello, what brings you here today?” said the Wizard.

“Well, I come from the land above. I don’t know how I got here, but I need to
get back home! Could you help me please?” pleaded Lily.
The Wizard paused and sipped his herbal tea.

“Yes, I know how,” whispered the Wizard, “Come with me and I’ll show you.”
They followed him down the stony path that led to a spectacular waterfall.
“Wow!” said Lily, speechless.

“All you need to do is step through that waterfall and you’ll be home,”
announced the Wizard. Lily hesitated, then ran forward through the curtain
of clear water. She felt herself floating towards home and opened her eyes
again, finding herself back on the mossy steps.
Judge’s Comment: I thoroughly enjoyed this story from start
to finish! The language used throughout the story was very
impressive and creative. I found myself wanting to know more
about the Wizard and what Lily would tell Tom when she returned
to the mossy steps! Well done!
Judge’s comment: This story had a really well-managed pace
that is hard to achieve in 500 words, and the writer also made
great use of similes, adjectives and her scenes of dialogue. Well
done!
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Jungle Adventure by Stanley Richardson
Deep in the luscious, green undergrowth there was a beetle called Bob. Bob
the beetle lives in a deserted rabbit burrow with his twin brother Barry
beetle; they had lived there since they could remember. Outside their home
was a thick dense jungle packed with billions of animals and creatures of all
different shapes and sizes; some were dangerous and unkind but most were
kind and helpful. Bob and Barry had lots of friends in the enormous jungle.
They were mostly other types of bugs like ants or snails, some of them were
flying bugs like butterflies or mosquitoes

There was a strange thing in the jungle though, not far from Bob and
Barry’s home. It was a mysterious staircase. It was made out of stone slabs.
It was heavily overgrown. There was so much greenery, moss and fungi that
it looked like the staircase was covered in a green carpet. The animals in the
jungle had spent years trying to figure out why it was there. As far as they
were concerned, they thought that it didn’t lead anywhere, but they were
wrong.

In their home, Bob and Barry were making dinner after a long day of
burrowing and scuttling. They were making their favourite meal of dung and
mud. After they finished their tasty meal, they went to bed to get a good
night’s sleep. In the morning they woke up, got out of their moss beds and
headed to the kitchen to have breakfast. They had a good breakfast because
they had brown sludge mixed with parrot droppings.
After they had eaten, they scuttled out of their burrow to meet their best
friend. He was called Stan the slug; they were going to meet him at the
mysterious, ancient staircase. When they got there they would explore every
little bit of it to see if they could find out the meaning of it.

When they finally got there they couldn’t see Stan the slug. Eventually,
Barry spotted him in the distance. He was huffing and panting. He was
going as fast as his slime could carry him. Although, it was still very slow
because Stan was a slug and no matter how hard he tries to be fast he just
can’t. After what seemed like an hour Stan finally arrived at the ancient
staircase. “Hi Stan,” said Bob and Barry.
“Hi,” replied Stan. He was still puffing and panting.
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“What’s wrong?” asked Bob and Barry.

“There’s some kind of gigantic two legged creature up there,” said Stan,
“although I can’t be sure!”

They started exploring the staircase but just then, they heard a stomping
sound. They looked up and saw a human wearing big, brown boots striding
towards them. “Oh no!” exclaimed Bob, Barry and Stan altogether but
before they could do anything CRUNCH! SQUELCH!, SPLAT! They were
all flattened as thin as paper!
Judge’s comment: This is a beautifully written short story,
told from a very unique perspective. It contains great pieces of
description and has a very shocking twist at the end! It kept me
entertained throughout!
Judge’s comment: I love the imagination at work here - from the
steps covered by the forest, to the slug who travels ‘as fast as his
slime can carry him’. The story was beautifully expressed and the
ending was a shock!

39

The Journey by Elsie Evans
Eva was a short girl with flowing, red hair who lived in Fairy Tale Land.
She wore bright red glasses and had a grumpy pet dwarf, Bobbins. Her
navy, blue skirt always matched her cat-themed cardigan and she lived
in a small, cramped house, surrounded by simple, neat bushes that blocked
out the light. Her friends, Chloe and Jack, who were always prepared with
disguises, had wild, black, curly hair but their Granny Janine always had
an odd look.
One day, Granny Janine was making her infamous leek and cabbage soup,
when they saw her pour in a glass bottle marked poison.

“This is my ultimate weapon!” she cackled nastily, “I will go to my castle at
the forgotten land Arfeel and I will have ultimate power!” With a crack of
lightning, she disappeared, sending the three children crashing backwards
through a leafy bush.
Dusting themselves off, they looked around in confusion: a sign said, TO
ARF EEL, by a staircase. They’d never seen the sign before but from their
history lessons, they’d learned about the legend of Arfeel, a land only the
Vikings believed in.
“Let’s get up there!” decided Jack. “We must destroy that soup!”

They climbed up and saw an enormous castle surrounded by thousands of
grumpy dwarf guards. They stared up at it for a few silent seconds until
Chloe said,
“Well, it’s hopeless, isn’t it?”

A burning feeling soared up inside Eva. “Bobbins, can you join those
guards?” she asked.
“No.” He grumbled.

“Please?” she asked sweetly.
“No.” he grumbled again.

“Pretty, pretty please?” she asked, even more sweetly.
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“Oh fine.” So Bobbins became one of the surly, frowning guards.

“While you’re in the line, topple them all over, like dominos!” Eva whispered,
sneakily.

“Only if you give me a doughnut for breakfast, and it has to have sprinkles
and icing. Lots and lots of icing.” compromised Bobbins, grumpily.
“Fine!” Eva sighed.

Bobbins leaned over to the nearest guard and he toppled over… and the next
guard… and the next guard, and so on. Eva, Chloe and Bobbins sprinted
towards the door and crashed into Granny Janine.

She tied them up in vicious knots that could not be undone. Janine did untie
them, but only once they were in a dark, eerie cellar.
“Ha!” she said triumphantly. ”You’re too late to stop me!”

But she hadn’t noticed Jack. He was a man with an excellent plan. He’d
pretend to be Janine’s nephew, and tell her there was a surprise in the
cellar, and then lock her in there and call the fairy tale police. Carefully, he
put on his smooth, blonde wig and a large trilby hat, and started to carry
out his dangerous, risky plan. Completely unsuspecting, Janine strolled into
the cellar and the door shut behind her with a bang.
It had worked! Eva, Bobbins, Jack and Chloe retraced their steps and
went to their home. The whole village came to the town square to celebrate
with them! But they were already fast asleep.
Judge’s comment: This is a very entertaining story, with lots
of twists and turns! It contains fantastic pieces of descriptive
language and has main characters that you really root for.
Judge’s comment: Elsie – what a memorable and colourful
cast you created. Fantastic imagination! You use a really rich
vocabulary to provide really effective details. I loved the image of
Jack and his clever plan!
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A Forest’s Dangers by Sophia Relph
In a beautiful, luscious forest located on the peninsula of the Amazon
River, there stands an ancient set of steps. They are hidden behind the
undergrowth and their existence is only known by the local tribesmen and
families.

I, Harriet Banks, am a very ordinary creature. Of course, in life I have a
purpose, which is to catch flies, but that’s it. You probably won’t want me
making a home in your house. I am now going to tell you a frightening tale
that happened to me unexpectedly.

Every single hard-working day, I frantically try to climb the towering,
tiring steps before I am spotted. You may think why would you want to, but
as I live in a dark, dreary rainforest, it is hard to see the sun and feel its
warmth on my body. So I want to climb to the highest place I can to feel the
sun radiating on my face.
Yesterday, I was climbing, of course, and I got the furthest I’d ever got,
which was about 4 steps from the top, when a stampede of colourful racing
feet charged carelessly at me. I suddenly felt myself falling at a fast rate
back to the ground, rolling along step by step. I could feel the pain cursing
through my body as I bounced step by step back down to where I had just
climbed.

I realised after a few moments that I’d been kicked thoughtlessly by one
of the huge monsters we call ‘Humans’. Above me, I could hear one shouting
“I’m going to win”. I did not worry about this as all I cared about was
living. I then realised I was being silly as I had a special skill above all
humans, which I could use. I could spin special silky, sticky threads to make
webs with, to pull me into the fresh, fragrant air. When I had climbed about
30 centimetres from the ground, I jumped up and shot my silk thread so it
would catch hold of the overhanging branch. Immediately, I was swinging
upside down, swaying from side to side. I then came face to face with one of
the ugly monstrous humans.
The smallest human started screaming and exclaimed “UGGGHHH, Mummy
it’s a spider, get rid of it, get rid of it now!” Whilst the oldest and tallest
one, who I expected was the mum, seemed calmer, she shouted at the other
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people with her and the smallest one who screamed,”Let’s go children, I
expect there will be more!” and with that, the terrified family sprinted away.
By the worried, horrified looks on their faces they were never coming back to
the beautiful forest that I call home again.
As I climbed to the top of the very last step and looked out over the horizon,
a sense of relief and freedom came over me and I was glad to have this
paradise to myself with the warmth of the sun radiating on my face.

Judge’s comment: A very creative story. Fabulous use of
powerful imagery and sustained progression throughout the story.
I really enjoyed reading this. Well done!
Judge’s comment: What an original idea to narrate the story
from the point of view of the creature! Well done. You managed to
make this an action packed adventure with a real sense of peril
for Harriet and a lovely, satisfying ending.
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Darkness by Arthur Durrant
I screamed when one of the cold-blooded demons sucked my father’s life out
of him like a vacuum sucking dust from the floor. I ran out of the house at
horrific speed and darted towards the crooked, mossy stairs. Not looking
where I was going or what was waiting for me…

Thud! I fell to the floor. Suddenly, I felt ice-cold hands grab me on my
neck. I didn’t know what this thing was but I could make out an outline of
a black figure. They dragged me up the stairs, through the twisted woods
and into a circle of light. Then it all turned black! I woke up in an iron cage.
There was a swarm of demons circling me. They held bright blue balls that
glittered in the moonlight. I screamed so loudly that the whole cavern shook.
Then silence. Strong looking demons walked up to the cage and picked it up.
They took me through mysterious tunnels, out in to the open. I thought it was
the Dark Dimension.
I had to escape but it was impossible because the cage was made of
enchanted iron. I just had to wait. Soon, I could see a huge trench and
inside were hundreds of sad looking people chained to stone pillars.

“Where are we going?” I asked the Demons. They both grunted. I fell silent.
Eventually, I could see a woman sitting on a throne. The skin on her arms was
loose and flapped like huge, fleshy wings. As we approached, I saw her grin.
Her teeth were lots of different colours: greens, yellows, browns and a bit of
black. Then I noticed what was wriggling in her mouth: maggots! I had to
escape. I remembered the penknife in my pocket. I took it out and tried to
stab the Demons but the penknife just went straight through their heads. We
were so close, I could almost feel her breath.
The lady on the throne began to scream,

“BRING THE PRISONER TO ME!” The Demons dragged me to the
throne. Suddenly, a boy leapt out from a patch of dead flowers, holding a
sparkling purple gem. As he walked towards me, I rooted to the spot in fear.
He looked young, with curly brown hair that swayed as he moved. He helped
me up and grabbed my arm. Still holding the gem, we ran through the dead
bushes and into what looked like a rabbit hole. We jumped in, landing on
a pile of leaves. We bounced off and the boy told me everything. Next we
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gathered some armour and put it on. We were ready to fight.

Running, while holding the gem like a shield in front of us, we darted at the
Demons. The Demons backed away. We kept going through the dead bushes
and charged at the woman on the throne, stabbing her in the heart. The
people were freed and returned safely to their homes. At least, that’s what
we thought.
Judge’s comment: I really enjoyed reading this story! What a
scary and atmospheric scene. You used lots of fab describing
words, so I could really picture the scene. Good job!
Judge’s comment: You’ve done a terrific job of creating horror
in this story. You have a very powerful visual imagination and a
great vocabulary to express it. Your ending left me wanting more!
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Plant Problems…by Isolde Flynn
Exhausted, Fickleping hobbled through the mossy forest, eager to get back to
his…
‘‘Hot chocolate!’’ Fickleping murmured. Meanwhile, Laloo, a young and
adventurous gardener for Garden Glaze, was taking a walk in the same
woodland greenery as Fickleping, when he unexpectedly bumped into him.
‘‘Fiddlesticks and cinnamon!’’ Fickleping exclaimed.

‘‘Sorry. Invitations to my Garden? Laloo asked, ignoring the bump
altogether. ‘‘Go on.’’ Fickleping grumbled.

As the two of them set off, the gates of Garden Glaze loomed into view. The
guide, Cordelia, was swept unwillingly away by Fickleping’s huge, gnarled
hand. Fickleping stared, obviously awestruck, at the gargantuan variety
of plants, flowers, trees, mushrooms, and more. Lots more. Even Moondust,
a fussy sprite belonging to Fickleping stuck her turquoise head out of a
floral blanket in Fickleping’s pocket and gaped. But Fickleping stopped
abruptly when he saw the boy’s miserable face. He and Moondust looked in
the direction where Laloo’s eyes were stationed. That’s when they saw the
empty plant pot. The empty plant pot with the gold inscription encrusted on a
wooden platform attached to the maroon pot.
Rosalia Magnulius Forkhead.

Last of its kind. Rarest plant in Britain.

Before Laloo could stop him, Fickleping brushed his grey fingers against
the smooth surface. Innocent Fickleping had no idea that it was a plant
havoc trigger! The petunias pursued them, the daffodils dolloped water on
their heads, and the trees troubled them with tarantulas.

While the plants revolted, caused havoc and wrecked the china teacups on
the porcelain tables, Fickleping revealed his secret about his power to control
the weather. Clearly, they were clueless. The porcelain would break if they
tackled the tacky trees with it, and the china tea sets were shattered all
over the floor already. Unfortunately, they hadn’t yet discovered the hidden
meaning in Fickleping’s power.
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Fickleping had tried all precipitation, he’d tried them all. Laloo, worried
sick, suggested desperately that if Fickleping could control moody weather,
he might be able to control jocular weather too.

‘‘I’s not happys with this. I’s scared I’s let yous downs. Fickleping grumbled
groggily. ‘‘ I’s not a good teammate. I’s is certainlys not.’’
‘‘Come on. I haven’t got all day! ’Laloo muttered furiously.

‘‘See! I’s told yous, Moondust.’’ Fickleping cried. ‘‘I’s told yous!’’ Tongue
hanging precariously out of his mouth, Fickleping braced himself, then
gathered his powers up, searching madly for his content magic.

The ‘‘Aha!’’ that came from Fickleping told them what he had found.
Suddenly, everything went dry. Laloo grasped around crazily for a cup
of water, which seemed like their heroic now. It seemed to take effect on
the plants, too. They looked withered, and crumpled, and dry. From behind
a grand sofa, Fickleping rose and went round to every plant, telling them
the temperature wouldn’t return if they weren’t good. Fickleping let the
temperature drop, and just as he did so, the water remaining dropped on
the floor, and turned into a very special plant. They celebrated with……… hot
chocolate!
Judge’s comment: This piece was chosen as the winning piece
from this round due to the wonderfully rich vocabulary choices
and clever characterisation. I love the ending which links perfectly
to the beginning and found the plants causing havoc idea hugely
original. and entertaining.
Judge’s comment: What a wild and entertaining story Isolde!
You have a real talent for creating strange creatures with
memorable and entertaining names. Well done.
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Climbing by Jessica Caslake
It was just a few weeks ago that it happened. My mum had sent me do some
shopping so that’s what I did. When I entered the shop it was eerily quiet.
There were no staff there, no customers or any other living thing for that
matter. So I went nervously down the third aisle. Suddenly I stopped! The
whole shop started swirling around me. A blasting gale forced me backwards
into another realm.

It was dark. Anxiously, I moved on. A pool of deep orange light appeared
before me. I could know that I was under a tall canopy of trees. The fiery
red leaves covered the floor, I was in a magnificent forest. Walking into
the pool of light, I found some muddy stairs, they looked quite ancient and
unstable but I made the decision to move up. The stairs began spiralling and
went on forever. There was nothing holding me back so I carried on climbing
and climbing and climbing until, eventually, I reached the top. The leaves
were different here. They were a lush green. It looked like it was spring here.
There were buds, flowers and plants sprouting. It looked magical. A lovely
summer breeze made the leaves rustle as they moved and small whispering
sounds could be heard. Out of nowhere, a small bee-like butterfly creature
could be seen in the golden light of the sun. It was too small to be one of
those creatures making the whispering noise. I wondered what, or who, it was.
Then, suddenly, I spotted two piercing eyes staring at me. It was small but
scary. Its face was completely scarlet. Its eyes were yellow with tiny, black
pupils. It looked fierce and ready to fight. Its face instantly began to turn
purple. It was definitely angry…so I ran! I began tumbling back down the
stairs, faster and faster, fear filling me and driving me on. But this time the
steps were criss-crossing and no longer spiralling. I ended up finding myself
in a winter scene. There was bright light coming in and the snow sparkled.
But where was that creature? I listened out for more whispering, but none
could be heard. I had visited spring, autumn and winter. Maybe if I find
summer it will end my journey. So I began to search for any more stair cases.
It didn’t matter if they spiralled, criss-crossed or went straight up, I had
to find them and find summer.
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There was no staircase but leaves began to fall. I began to dodge them, not
wanting to be hurt by the pine needles. If this was taking me back to spring,
maybe I can find summer. A long snake appeared before me, twisting itself

up my leg. It felt spongy, not scaly, placing itself at the edge. Edges I had
not noticed before but I guessed it wanted me to go down. I slid down but
before I could reach the bottom I was lying on the shop floor. Home.
Judge’s comment: A well written story with great sentence
structures. The description paints a beautiful scene in the mind
of the reader and I loved the contrasted settings-that this might
happen to someone is really rather chilling-lots of eerie, scary
thoughts!
Judge’s comment: This was a really immersive story with lots of
great details to bring the magical experience to life on the page.
The variety of sentence structures created a great rhthym and
pace - well done!
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Emmitt’s Twisted Falls by Isabella Chamoto
“Run!” screamed Lilly to her cousin Milly as the thick suffocating fog
descended from the heavens like a comfort blanket of death. The musty smell
of decay rushed into the room as the door creaked open as Lilly and Milly
searched for a way out. They inched forward behind the flickering light of
the old torch they had found.

With a petrified look on her face as she remembered how Lilly had landed
them into yet another crazy adventure. Two weeks ago, the cousins had moved
to Paradise Falls, a town famous for its mystery. Their great uncle Emmitt
Winklebottom was one of the founders of Paradise Falls. Lilly had received a
letter inviting both to come claim their family’s properties. Milly was worried
about the originality of the letter, but Lilly was excited with the potential
of a fortune which lay ahead. They should have known to turn back as soon
as they got there because there were signs on the main road saying, “NO
VISITORS!” The locals were not friendly at all and always walked away
if asked about the Winklebottom Estate and disappearing people. There
was something supernatural about it. On this fateful night, there was a left
turn with a sign, “Main Manor.” Lilly turned and sped down the dimly lit
road, heading towards what looked like a cottage up a hill with huge storm
clouds circling around it. At the bottom of the hill just beyond the gate were
these steep mouldy, slimy stairs that led up to nowhere but the entrance
to darkness. Lilly noticed a large slab lying on the side of the staircase.
With every step they took going up a bottom one disappeared, and one more
appeared ahead.
When they got to the top of the stairs there was a graveyard with one of the
headstones missing. Out of that hole poured the thick fog that covered the
whole area. Lilly whispered in fright, “That rock that was on the side was
the headstone of this grave.” They ran back down the stairs and flipped the
headstone and it read “RIP Emmitt Winklebottom October 13, 1840 - October
31st, 1913”. Without warning the fog swallowed them whole and the next thing,
they found themselves in the cottage!
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“Milly! Wake up!” screamed Lilly whilst trying to get her cousin back from
daydreaming. In front of them rocked the old rickety chair that had a
sign written in crimson red, “Soul Collector.” The fog in the room intensified
around the chair, something was happening, a figure was appearing! An old

husky voice rumbled, “Hello girls!” “Uncle Emmitt?” gasped the cousins. “Yes
indeed! You enter my cottage, and you pay with your soul!” A wicked smile
whipped his face. The girls tried to race for the door but the door, like the
staircase, had disappeared. Lilly turned to find Milly but to her horror,
Milly was already holding Emmitt’s hand! “Got you!” she laughed. It was a
trap!
Judge’s comments: Thank you for whisking me away to
Paradise Falls. Your rich descriptions enabled me to see the
world you created so vividly. I didn’t want the story to end and that
is always the sign of a great masterpiece!
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The Stairs Beyond by Mia Taberner
She glanced around, looking at the lime green ferns sparkle in the sunset
and a vast canopy of palm trees resting above her, light glittering through
the leaves like rivers of gold. Daffodils and fuchsias flourished from the
ground and a winding brook babbled beside her, brimming with beautiful
fish. Toucans and cockatoos chirped in the distance as wild macaque monkeys
chattered busily amongst the trees.
Alaula walked leisurely, hair gracefully gliding behind her flowing silk
dress and wrists adorned with jewellery. She hesitated for a moment, peering
through the distance to where the mysterious stairway lay. The steps were
weaved with chains of gold as overgrown hibiscus bloomed from out the
stair’s crooks and crannies. The steps were as old as time itself. The sacred
resting place where the elders of the Ozuki tribe took their final flight into
the afterworld.
As she adventured closer to the mystifying steps, a heavy hand suddenly
landed on her shoulder, making her jump. Alaula looked behind her. It was
her father, Kekoa, Chief of the Ozuki tribe and his face foretold Alaula
was in deep trouble. Yet again, she had gone against her father’s orders
and adventured to the steps. “What have I told you!” He shouted grabbing
hold of Alaula and hoisting her over his broad shoulders. “Put me down I!
I” Alaula cried weakly, trying to scramble out of his grip. “Those steps are
too dangerous! You were forbidden from going there!” Kekoa exclaimed,
thundering his way back to the village. Alaula knew she had done wrong, but
her yearning to know compelled her.
The next day she went back to explore. She passed through the meadow,
wading through rivers of lapis blue hydrangea flowers, the long strands
of grass tickling her toes, until she arrived at the mysterious steps. She
breathed deeply. Taking a quick look around, she placed her foot on the
stone cold stairs as an icy breeze bristled from nowhere. Fear suddenly ran
through her veins.
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She looked around in horror as the once colourful flowers faded to dust.
Trembling, Alaula felt her feet rise off the stone floor, dust swirling around her
and the eerie whisperings of spirits calling from beyond. The ground beneath her
feet crumbled away and she plummeted down, down, down into a whirling abyss.

As the light above began to disappear, the unearthly whisperings grew
louder. All of a sudden, Alaula felt two ghostly hands grasp onto her
shoulders and start lifting her back up. As the forest came back into view,
the flowers returning to their haunting beauty, she was released from the
grasp. Alaula looked behind her. It was the ghost of her grandmother,
Kaimana, her misty figure floating above her. Anaula jumped to her
feet, frozen with fear. A curling white fog started snaking around her
grandmother until Anuala could no longer see her, the dust swirling like
a tornado. Suddenly, out of nowhere she heard her father’s voice calling
behind her, ‘Now you know why, Anuala!’
Judge’s comments: Such a vibrant piece of writing which clearly
painted the picture of the stunning setting in my mind. Your
characterisation was excellent too - your carefully crafted words
made your characters leap into life. The plot of the story was
intriguing and left me wanting more. A truly wonderful read.
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The Hidden Temple by Hannah Gothard
The sun shone down through the emerald green leaves, onto the old, rocky,
moss path. The faint sound of chirping birds echoed through the swaying
jungle trees. Amongst the moss and bushes, stones lay in the dirt like tomb
stones. You couldn’t see the sky due to the green, leafy canopy above the
jungle floor. Plants were scattered along the moss-covered steps leading
through the jungle. Thudding footsteps sounded down the path and a girl
with pale skin and mahogany hair appeared around a tree. She wore a beige
explorer’s hat and a loose cotton shirt.

The girl’s name was Emma. As she turned the corner she began to climb
up the unknown steps through the tall, swaying trees. Emma wore a brown
rucksack embroidered with maple leaves. She had only ventured this far
before, it would be strange to see new surroundings and hopefully the temple
she had been searching for. It was sure to be hidden deep in the jungle
- where only one person had been before-. A parrot and a toucan swooped
closely over her head and she had to duck to miss being hit by the colourful
birds.
After a while, Emma finally reached a clearing where vines fell from overhanging branches. Twigs cracked under her feet as she trudged around,
searching for any hidden places. Carefully, she brushed away old wet leaves
and some of the vibrant, green vines. Unbelievably, a moss-covered rock
appeared - then another, then another…
Finally, after about 15 minutes, she was able to see a mossy, intricate, stone
temple jutting out of the jungle on the edge of the clearing.

One stone stood out. Emma was intrigued and pushed it, it slid to the side,
revealing a stone passageway. Slowly, she crept along, afraid of setting off
any traps. Emma turned a corner, and her eyes grew wide…

The treasure! A golden statue of a parrot, stretching its shimmering wings.
Cautiously, Emma started to walk towards the statue then reached out to
pick up the golden parrot off the pedestal it was sitting on. THUD!!

Shocked she spun around. The walls started to crumble in and Emma started
to run, the statue still in her hand.
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Emma skidded to a halt as the stone she entered through closed in front of
her.

It was dark without the light shining through the entrance. Emma sat and
thought. How was she going to get out? She turned around and searched
the dark intimidating passage, panicking as the stones and rocks had fallen
in around her. Emma scrambled through the tunnel towards the room she’d
found the statue (which she still had tightly clutched in her left hand). As
she leaned against the dusty wall, she noticed four numbers engraved in the
rock.
“Two, five, six, eight…” She read aloud.

A gentle rumble echoed... the entrance was opening! Emma beamed as she
clambered to the exit and freedom! Joyfully she skipped back through the
jungle to the steps home.
Judge’s comment: This story is beautifully written and the
choice of descriptive language allowed me to really visualise
the jungle and other exciting scenes from the story. The plot has
been carefully considered and has a clear beginning, middle and
ending. I thoroughly enjoyed the build up of the story and I was
eager to find out what was going to happen next! Well done, a
very well written story Hannah!
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Dark and Homeless by Aahana Mukherji
It was a scalding summer morning, and Dorothy skipped gaily through
Bennington Park. Her silver necklace glistened in the sunshine. As she
walked, Dorothy came across some thorny vines, golden leaves crunching
underfoot. Curiosity could not hold her back… so she brushed the vines aside.
Dorothy found herself in a quiet atmosphere, trees swaying in the breeze.
Looking up, she saw some stone, moss-clad steps with flowers spiralling
around them. Despite being daughter of the richest couple in the country
and having a pompous attitude, she tiptoed timidly up the stairs.

At the top, cold wind slapped her freckled face. Dorothy stepped into an icy,
damp area, not a light in sight. In the corner of her eye, she saw movement.
Dorothy stood immobile.
“Hello. We don’t get many visitors. My name’s Joe and this place is called
‘Dark and Homeless’. Once a homeless person comes here, they never see light
again.”
Though overcome with fear, Dorothy managed to say, “What? No light?
That’s… terrible! Can I help?”

Joe sighed dismally. “The only way to restore light is to go to the werewolf
cave and steal the light torch. No one here was brave enough to do it.”
“Then I shall. I shall go and restore the light of Dark and Homeless,”
Dorothy declared, showing bravado and tweaking her straw hat. Joe
started quivering at the very idea, though he said no more than, “Take my
good luck with you.”

So, Dorothy determinedly set off to the werewolf cave. Eventually, she
reached a huge, hollow dome, where shrill howls echoed around. Dorothy knew
that the only way to get past them was to sneak in.

She held her nose as the repellent smell of unwashed werewolves rose into
the air. Her flashy, new summer jacket brushed along the stone wall. But
despite her desperate hopes, the “sneaking in” plan totally failed. The smell
of humans reached the atrocious beasts’ nostrils, causing them all to turn
around, eyeballing Dorothy viciously. Beads of sweat poured down her
forehead, but then it hit her. Dorothy had learnt in school that werewolves
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HATE silver things, because it’s highly deadly to them. Dorothy threw her
silver necklace to the mouth of the cave without thinking. This caused a huge
uproar, and all of the wolves pounced out in a hurry. Sighing relief, Dorothy
made a grab for the torch. But then something caught her leg, and suddenly
oodles of blood oozed out of her ankle. A werewolf was biting her like crazy!
Finally, it let go, and Dorothy (painfully) made a run for it.

Dorothy sprinted wearily all the way back to Dark and Homeless, and placed
the torch where it belonged. Her leg was black and blue, but that didn’t
matter. She may not be able to walk again, but it was worth the pain to hear
the uproar of cheers from all the homeless people, only wanting to see light
again.
As the sky grew blue, Dorothy beamed like she had never before.

Judge’s comment: I thoroughly enjoyed this piece of writing,
it is a very imaginative and well written story! The original ideas
and uplifting ending really stood out amongst others. Aahana’s
choice of language allowed me to clearly visualise the scenes
described and her character development made me feel invested
in the story. There was a clear plot and the story had a fast pace
which made me want to keep reading! Well done, brilliant piece of
writing!
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Will it Save the Mossy Forest Fortress? By Mason Billington
Earth grows free and wild in Belise, Mesoamerica. Animals own the land and
run everywhere. The trees’ thick canopy and the overgrown bushes of thistles
protect the uninhabited, animal-ran kingdom. It was a mossy overgrown
fortress.
All was peaceful and calm until they came. Trees were chopped down.
Animals were slayed. Earth was destroyed. It all happened so suddenly. One
second peace, the next … destruction.

They came in numbers. They wore mossy brown overalls over bright blue
shirts. They wore on the brown, massive gold and green embroidered lettered
badges. They wore dark green trousers, which helped them camouflage like a
chameleon hiding from a predator, with fully black trainers and light orange,
thread bare socks. They whispered excitedly in a foreign, unknown language
before hacking away at the ancient ongoing staircase.
What should it do? What could it do? It was angry and annoyed at the
peace disturbers. Day after day, swing after swing, the Earth couldn’t take
it anymore. They had to go! Rumbling and growling, Earth cracked and
crumbled for miles and miles.

Even though they harmed Earth and the animals, Earth forgave them.
Suddenly trees and animals fell as well as the destructive foreigners. Not
only were these unknown language speakers being killed but so was the life in
the mossy overgrown forest. Hurriedly, Earth attempted to save the withering
fortress. Could it stop the cracking crust of Earth from expanding?
Yes! It could!

With all of Earth’s strength, it grasped both sides and heaved. Again and
again, it persevered until finally it stopped.
Animals timidly came out of their hiding spots, the trees blew a relaxed
sigh of relief. All the foreigners regrouped and nervously stepped on a bit
of cracked Earth. Immediately, it broke and fell into a heap of rubble in a
little hole of mud.
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The peace haters were stuck on a couple of elderly steps. Trapped and
hopeless, the two-legged creatures tried and tried to go but they just

couldn’t escape. No matter how much or how hard they tried, they just
couldn’t leave. Rubble and debris surrounded them with holes and cracked
Earth. There was no hope for them.

Earth saw them struggle helplessly and even though it didn’t like them, it
still decided to help them. First it covered and repaired the cracks and then
tried to fill most of the holes. Fortunately, it worked and everybody was safe.
Scared, but safe.
Earth felt horrible as he looked at his surroundings. Mortified, the animals
ran away from the destruction. Trees whimpered and whispered to one
another whilst swaying in the gentle breeze. The warm-blooded mammals
conversed nervously about the horror that had just happened.

Earth decided to let them dive down into mysteries and not only answer them
but learn from them.
Judge’s comment: Wow! This is an amazing story that I really
enjoyed reading! Mason used high-level language that created a
detailed picture as I read it. I am impressed by the use of varied
sentence structure, metaphors, similes and most of all by the
creative plot. Well done Mason!

61

Footsteps to…By Robert Lo
This magical, blood-curdling story started in a thick forest cloaked by the
lush leaves of gnarled trees. A traveller (named Miti) had just escaped from
a ferocious beast. The monster had large antlers, serrated, razor-sharp claws
and radiant orange eyes. Miti found himself climbing a strange set of stairs
but hearing the screeches of the fiend, he knew he didn’t have much time. He
frantically climbed up the stairs, hoping he would make it to the top.
Miti had heard of a legendary shield that would protect him if he made it
to the top of the steps, but he didn’t have a lot of time, plus he was wounded
by the beast on the battlefield. Miti huffed and puffed as he ascended
the steep, rocky steps while at the same time holding back his curiosity. He
couldn’t stop and admire his surroundings for several minutes. The more
tired he became, the more he persevered. Suddenly, Miti heard rustling in
the bushes. Taking a closer look, it was a moss charger! Stumbling back in
surprise, Miti quickly drew his blade, getting ready for a grisly battle. He
waved his sword in flowery patterns, frightening the small creature as it
fled into the bushes.

Miti could not trust anything in this path of beauty as he knew danger
could be around any corner. Some creatures stayed hidden; others charged
furiously at their prey. Miti could hear the screeches getting louder and
louder. Hearing this, he once again began to rush up the flight of overgrown
stairs. Soon after, he heard another peculiar noise – a whipping sound. What
could it be? Then he noticed. It was the whipping of tentacles! A large
creature, carried by a translucent set of wings, sprang into sight. But this
time, Miti wasn’t surprised. He hurled his sabre at the creature, hitting it
straight in the eye. The creature fell stark dead on the hard, rocky floor.
Judge’s comment: This is a fantastic story! The detailed
description of the characters and setting really brings the story to
life. It was a pleasure to read.
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The Abominable Chicken by Evie Webster
My name is Amelia, and I’m a not-very-well-known explorer. Right now, I’m
in the Amazon rainforest. I am trying (and mostly failing) to map the part
of the colossal rainforest that - until I came - was unmapped. However,
being unmapped, it’s extremely hard to navigate, so it’s no surprise that I
got a bit lost. So that’s where I am now. Lost, with no-one coming.

It was 9pm, I was trying to find a good spot to sleep. Ahead of me, lay
cracked stone steps. Exhausted, I placed my hand on an unstable, brokenwooden-handrail and trudged up the steep stairs. When I finally reached
the top, I found a large, circular cave. It wouldn’t keep me safe, but it would
give me shelter and it was the best spot yet. So tired, I placed my sleeping
bag on the cave’s cold, hard floor, lay on top and soon fell asleep.
I woke up suddenly to a deafening roar. Startled, I practically jumped
out of my sleeping bag. I turned around to see the cause of the roar in a
huge shadow. There, at the mouth of the cave, blocking the entrance was a
humongous monster. It looked a like a chicken, just 100 times bigger, as it
was covered in brown feathers and had two miniature wings, which had a 0%
chance of carrying it. On its incredibly ugly and chubby face was a single,
enormous, bulging eye. I screamed.

I was terrified. I was shocked. I was amazed that such a grotesque face
could exist. I backed further into the cave. Thinking quickly, I pulled out
my hunting knife, some thick string from my pocket and grabbed a long
twig from the cave floor. Fumbling, I tied the knife and stick together and
held the improvised spear above my head. Then, with all the strength I had,
hurled it at the abhorrent chicken-beast. It flew through the air, then struck
the monster, piercing its sole, protruding eyeball.
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The monstrous creature let out an ear-splitting scream and thrashed wildly.
Blindly stumbling out of the cave, it crashed into a tree just to the side of
the cave. The tree almost toppled over on impact. While the beast was still
staggering about, I seized the opportunity to escape from the monster’s
lair. Having one of my ingenious ideas, I sneaked out of the cave, crawled
over to the wobbly tree and hid behind it. Holding my breath, I waited
patiently. When the chicken-like creature finally lurched back into its den, I
summoned all of my strength and pushed the tree. Wobbly and weakened by

the Chomster (the half chicken, half monster, as I had decided to call it), it
toppled easily and fell over the mouth of the cave with a deafening CRASH!
As I had hoped, it landed with one end resting on a protruding ledge,
therefore trapping the Chomster in its own lair.
Relieved, I descended the staircase back into the dark jungle.

Judge’s Comment: This is a really entertaining story that I
thoroughly enjoyed reading - I liked the use of humour and Evie’s
ability to write in a way which enables the reader to visualise the
setting she has created is really clever. Fantastic job Evie!
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The Tree House by Max Barbuti
Our story begins on a beautiful day in the heart of Spring. It follows a
jungle explorer from Britain, who found himself wandering aimlessly through
a jungle, his only beacon being a tree-house seemingly as tall as the sky
itself.
He figured it was his job to explore the jungle, so he kicked aside the nettles
and strode towards it. He was ready for adventure!
The handrail felt unsteady. It might even snap if he pushed on it too hard.
It would be best not to touch it at all.

“If the stairway did lead to space, then it would be wise to start off slowly
to preserve stamina,” he thought to himself.
There wasn’t much of a choice. Each step was about his height anyway. He
launched himself with full force over the first steps.....
Then the second, the third, the fourth........ the ninth.....

He paused. He had been going for ten minutes and the pause felt abrupt.
He gazed in awe at the tenth step. It was enveloped in an ash-black mist.
He already felt queasy looking down and inhaling that void wouldn’t help.
Yet, on the other hand, he couldn’t turn back now.

So, reluctantly, he hurled his arms over the step and raised himself up. He
felt the thorn of a nettle sink into his skin that he couldn’t see and quickly
realised the difficulty this would bring. He wandered around with his arms
before him to feel for the next step.
He scrambled onto it, unable to see where he was going, but because of a
count he did earlier, he determined that he was one quarter of the way.....

Soon enough, he was two quarters ...... later, three quarters.....and, eventually,
he was there!

The door to the tree house felt like the size of the moon but didn’t reflect
nearly as much light. But at least he could everything now. The inside of the
tree house was as black as tar, and still, yet a long snuffling sound could be
heard. And the sound of footsteps.....getting closer.....and closer!
66

The explorer immediately knew this wasn’t an abandoned shack, but he wasn’t
staying around to see who - or what - it was.
Running back down or jumping could be fatal (without some form of
parachute). Was there any other option? His eyes raced for anything he
could use while the footsteps drew nearer.

Finally, out of the dark, he noticed a curtain and, without thinking, he tore
off a section, held it above his head .....and jumped......
Judge’s Comment: Max, your language usage here is really
remarkable for a Year 5 child, and the way that you have built
suspense is skilful and makes for compelling reading. I love your
cliff-hanger ending too. Superb writing!
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The Unnatural Staircase by Mackenzie Cook
I wake up to reveal the nature of the jungle, I turn to Johnny, my best
friend, and try to wake him up. Let me fill you in: It all started 4 years
ago when we found a picture of an unnatural staircase and we discovered a
hidden map, it had taken us 2 long years to track it this far.. It was worth
it. Apparently, there’s £10 Billion in the temple. We’re determined to find it,
and we will.

“Johnny! Wake up! We’ve got treasure to find!” I exclaim to him.
*Yawn* “What time is it?” He responds, wearily.
“It’s err..6:30 AM! No time to waste!” He gets up, grabs our supplies and
we dash, chopping vines, advancing up trees, jumping rivers, “Were heading
North” He yells to me, we slide around the corner, dodging brambles and
nearly banging my head on.. stairs? STAIRS! “Johnny...” I pant, “This is
it!” We get up and high-five each other in joy. We’ve found it, the place we
have been dreaming of for years. The image that has been so prominent in my
mind. “After you!” I gesture Jonny o take the first step.
It was pitch-black at first but we got out our working- but overused
flashlight and everything was visible, there it was. The treasure. But, slight
problem- below I could see traps.“Uhhh Johnny?” I ask him.
“Yes?” He responds “Look down..” , “Oh- HOLY”. We carefully manoeuvre
over the death-traps until nearly getting scorched by flames. Run, I think.
Run like you’ve never ran before. I waited for the perfect time, “NOW!” We
dash over the flamethrowers and barely make it to the other side. That was
close.

“What?” Johnny asks “Why the gasp?”, “Look! The treasure!” I pick it
up easier than expected and then wonder, Why is it so light? The ground
breaks and we fall. It felt as though we were falling for hours but can only
have been seconds. “AAAAH!” I scream, I regain vision after a couple of
seconds and see four valuables to choose from. Why four…“Johnny?” I shout,
no reply, “JOHNNY?!” I continue, still no reply. I hear a voice, “You want
your friend? Choose wisely…” No, No this can’t be. They all have the same
rusty and damaged but shiny look. Jonny’s life was in my hands. If I take
the wrong one, Johnny dies. Without thinking. I take one.
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I regret not thinking. Half the floor was obliterated and up he came. “Look,
Where’s Johnny? It’s our treasure not yours, we found it!” I yell to him
angrily. “Oh-ho-ho! And you thought the treasure was still here? I took it
years ago,” he replies, “So… we went all this way for.. nothing?” All I can
think about it Johnny, where is he, what has happened. “Spot on. After that
I turned this place into nothing but a hoax.”
“You won’t get away with this!”

“Oh I will. And I plan to enjoy it too.”

I black out. When I regain consciousness that’s when I see it. Johnny told
me about this place. Universe #001. The year is 2020. Without chance to
inspect this place more, It all fades to black.
Judge’s Comment: A very dramatic and enticing plot that
develops throughout with unexpected twists that keep the interest
for the reader. Cleverly used dialogue to develop the story and
well-chosen vocabulary to create a detailed and exciting read.
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It’s Time by Saanvi Sahoo
Rosewood Forest, a beautiful environment dominated with trees, vines
twisting around the strong, healthy wood, decorated with vibrant flowers,
lush grass underfoot – “its woods are like no other,” people say.

Beautiful, of course, but foreboding. I’ve known this forest long enough to
know its secrets, and what happens at night. As dusk falls, the haze and
gloom clear away to trail of steps, where the greenish leaves turn crusty and
dry. What’s up there, you ask? Well, I’m going to find out.

Yes, me. The popular, ‘pretty, smart’ kid who has too many friends – don’t get
me wrong, I know I’m lucky I’m not forsaken but sometimes it’s just too much.
“Hey could you partner up with me for P.E today?”
“Sure!”

“But you said you would go with me yesterday!”
“Sorry, they asked first…”

And then they walk off feeling deceived or something. See what I mean?
I had made so many mistakes when I was younger, I used to fib and alter
myself for everyone when people said they enjoyed something. If I had just
been myself, I could have found the right people. This is why no one knows
the genuine me. I adore art, love to explore and sightsee, and I’m quite weird
honestly. Besides, you don’t find your normal everyday girl staying up, at
02:38- no, 39 now, in her tiny room plotting a way to figure out the secrets of
her neighbourhood. Yet here I am, adding one last label to Rosewood Forest
with a question mark below it.
I have to get through an entire day of school without leaking my
whereabouts after school.

Commencing with Biology for first period. Relived, I avoid determining who
to work with as the teacher solves it with a simple ‘You two work together.’
During Chemistry, someone enquires if we could face time. This is the first
and last time I’ll ever be grateful to my Chemistry teacher.
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“Would you like to enlighten me with your important conversation?”

I smile as I’m led to lunchtime detention.
I take that back.
It’s time.

I’m walking alone through the nicest forest situated in my town after school
to find out the mysteries of these picturesque woodlands. Stepping through
the long grass tickling my knees, I call my parents to say I won’t be back
before 00:00 with a sensible explanation. Waiting until 23:57- no, 58 now, I
creep silently towards the end of the jungle where the leaves turn auburn
and the flowers are wilting.
Stairs. Stairs covered in ivy with thorns scattered around like confetti.
Stairs with a gleaming light, blinding my eyes sitting at the top. Heaven?

Half-heartedly, I climb up the first few steps, my heartbeat getting faster
each second as sweat builds up on my face and grows on my palms.

Before I know it, there is nothing left to climb and I step forward, hesitant.
I power one leg in front of the other sluggishly and walk into the radiance.
THIS IS NOT HEAVEN.

Judge’s Comment: Wow, what a unique and original take on
the staircase theme. I felt as though I was reading a chapter
from a book you would buy from the shop! There is consistent
description to set the scene, and clear characterisation done in an
informal tone, making you feel part of the story. I really enjoyed
reading this and would love to know what was at the top of the
staircase! Well done.
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A Stairway to Wisdom by Kitty Weeden
The air felt thick and heavy as though a warm blanket was wrapping itself
around me, but the dampness reminded me that I wasn’t snuggled up at
home in England: I was on the other side of the world trekking through the
dense rainforest. Birds squawked in the tree canopy and I could hear leaves
rustling as monkeys swung from tendrils of plants hanging between branches.
The trees towered like skyscrapers, blocking out the sunlight except for
occasional rays which broke through the leaves, leaving a spotlight of sun on
the forest floor.
Suddenly, a flash of vibrant colours flashed past my eyes. I froze in my
tracks and gaped in amazement as a parrot hovered in front of me, flapping
its wings frantically. It seemed to be beckoning me to follow as it began
weaving through the forest. I stumbled over the overgrown forest floor,
desperately trying to keep up with it.

Finally it stopped at the trunk of what looked like the tallest tree in the
forest. At a closer inspection, I noted the tree was wrapped in vines that
wound around its trunk as if trying to strangle it. The thick, woody vines
had created an elliptical staircase which stretched as far as the eye could
see to the top of the tree. The parrot seemed to sense my fear but continued
to flap its wings and began to screech loudly until it saw me place my foot on
the first step of the vine staircase. It was obvious…it wanted me to climb the
tree.
Nervously, I scrambled up the slippery vine. My hands gripped tightly on to
the next step as my feet caught up. Higher and higher I climbed with the
parrot circling above my head all the way. It seemed to take hours and the
stairs seemed to go on forever, circling the tree. Round and round I climbed,
feeling dizzier by the second.
Just as I was beginning to think I couldn’t go on any longer I felt the
intense heat and bright glare of the sun on my back. I turned around and
gazed at the beautiful lush green of the rainforest that spread for miles.
The sky was a gentle, blue with fluffy, white clouds. Magnificent creatures
filled the sky and the land in front of me: butterflies, birds, monkeys,
elephants, lizards and jaguars.
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As I stood gazing at the beautiful sight I began to perceive a cold, dark
shadow on my back. I turned around cautiously and gasped at the terrible
sight. The land spread out in the opposite direction was barren and desolate.
There was not a hint of life, no wildlife and no people. The trees looked like
they had been burnt and all the animals’ habitats had been destroyed.
There were piles of rubbish everywhere. I panicked at the horror of the sight
and began to scramble back down the vine staircase.
As I descended the leaves on the tree whispered “Save the planet before it’s
too late”.
Judge’s Comment: A delight to read! I was hooked in from the
first sentence and sat on the edge of my seat to the last. The
language used throughout is descriptive and helps create a
clear picture of the setting. I also liked how you linked it to the
contemporary issue of global warming and you can feel your
passion to save the planet leap from the text. Well done - I’d be
eager to find out what happens next!

75

Operation Tri-Rock by Miles Nalilungwe
There have been many people disappearing at the location, known as Tri-rock
Falls. The cause of these disappearances is unknown, but many have reported
strange sounds coming from the central waterfall. Danny had been sent to
investigate these disappearances; equipped with supplies, including a rope
and torch, he made his way into the jungle.
‘Hi, I’m Danny Rogers, I have been sent by the National Disappearance
Investigations Team to find out what’s happening at Tri-rock Falls.’ The
jungle air is hot and humid and carrying my gear makes it hard going.
Although I’ve been dropped by helicopter into the centre of the jungle, it
was still a long trek to the falls. When I finally reached the location, over
the splash of water, I could hear an ethereal noise coming from behind
the waterfall. It seemed unnatural and made me feel a slight sense of
unease but it was also intoxicating. After I had made my way through the
pounding waters, I saw a staircase, covered with moss and leaves, and a
slimy wooden banister marked the way to the bottom. My torch light could
not reach that far and I had a feeling that whatever was in there was not
good. Even though I was scared, I decided to continue my mission and try
to find out what had been causing the disappearances.

When I reached the bottom of the dark staircase I decided to keep on
going and follow the source of the sound. Even though I felt terrified the
only thing that I could do was to go further into the tunnel, ever closer to
the source of the sound. I almost tripped on backpacks with their contents
strewn on the floor, but the light from my torch saved me. I walked through
the corridor and with every step the noise grew lounder, almost as if it was
calling me. At that moment I felt like the only thing I could do was to walk,
I felt as if I was being pulled along by a string. I heard footsteps and
looked ahead of me and coming from the darkness I saw a figure with an
extremely pale face. He looked as if he had seen a ghost.
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Then even more figures appeared, they were clustered together and moving
slowly. I turned my torch to full beam hoping that it would disorientate
them, whilst they were stunned, I managed to run behind them. I had found
the source of the noise! It was a tall stone statue with glowing red cracks.
I put in my earphones to cancel out the noise. With my rope I covered the
cracks on the statue and the noise stopped. The figures’ faces started to

look more human and they were the people I was sent to find. I called for
the helicopter and took them out of the cavern. Since that day that sound
has been ringing in my ears and every day my face gets paler.
Judge’s Comment: A gripping story full of suspense. I was
transported to Tri-rock falls through your excellent descriptions
and writing style. If this is ever turned into a book, I would love to
read it.
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Just a Little Look…by Hana Nazrim
9:42- the Amazon Rainforest.

My heart pumped excitement through my body; it was impossible to stop
smiling. Our guide- John- explained to us about how to stay safe in the
rainforest. Finally, he let us in.
10:00- Inside.

It was paradise. The trees stretched to the sky and formed a canopy acting
as an umbrella to the wildlife that share this special home. Down below,
shrubs, flowers, toadstools and many more fragments of wildlife fought for
a piece of dappled sunlight that peered through the canopy. Amongst the
greenery, colour burst through from a riot of flowers. A film of clammy sweat
clung to my forehead: it was so hot. The path broke into a clearing and I
was hit by a shot of blue sky along with the sharp tang of salt that paired
with the spraying mist: a waterfall, I dipped my fingers in and felt the cool
water refresh me. Our guide explained the haunted history that this section
of the forest had. Many people have disappeared along the shadows of the
trees. He told us to listen for the whispers the forest contained. A wave of
cold chill struck me. Weird. I trekked through the dense forest, past gnarled
roots that threatened to trip me up, continuously snapping pictures and
before I knew it, it was lunch.
Lunch. 12:30.

Our guide told us we could explore but reminded us to stay on the path or
there could be severe consequences. I decided to visit the waterfall. Strange.
I didn’t remember this clearing. “Hello Willow.” “Who said that?” I shouted,
spinning my head round, trying to catch a glimpse of the creature calling
my name. However, not a person caught my sight though a stairwell certainly
did. Temptingly, it stood there daring me to have a peek. It did this for a
few minutes before it became unbearable. What harm would a little look do?
Stairwell. 13:00
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Tentatively, placing a toe on the first step, I felt the moss cushion my foot as
I treaded along the staircase. The staircase seemed somewhat man-made as
I didn’t think nature could produce a stairwell so refined. Clouds of breath

could be seen in front of me: I wrapped my arms around myself trying to
conserve the little warmth that my body held. At last, I was at the top.
Top of the Staircase. 13:13.

Derelict, barren, neglected, uncharted. Battered trees stood together as
piles of ragged bones lay discarded at their feet. I turned back. Gone. The
staircase had vanished. “Hello Again Willow.” I flicked my head to where
the noise came from. Nothing. Shadows encircled me, whispers taunted me
and thorns started to edge closer. I couldn’t run nor could I hide, I had to
face it. “Come Out!” I screamed. That was the last thing I’d ever say. The
shadow leapt out. Darkness drowned me. Suddenly, I blinked my eyes open.
Only now, a darkened soul coursed through my body. I was the shadow.
Judge’s Comment: Your ability to set the scene through
descriptive language and leading structure made it very easy for
me to visualise this rainforest. I felt like I was with Willow every
step of the way! A wonderfully original story with a superb ending.
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The Queen’s Secret by Matilda Carson
It was a dark night and the woods were quiet. Too quiet. Something was
wrong. I ran still. Far from home I was, but never stopped running. I had
to get away. I couldn’t stand living here anymore. The little royal parties,
the rules I had to stick to, it’s too much for me. This was my chance, so I
kept running! I have been here before. This was where I had built my den,
I slept in here as well what a cold, da rk night that was. But no, this night
was colder, darker, more sinister. I rummaged through my backpack to find
a bottle of water. I gulped it down in a few seconds and threw the bottle on
the floor. I had no time to find a bin or dig a hole and bury it like I usually
do. This was different if I stopped, then they would find me… I wasn’t
allowed to get caught if I did, I would be executed. I could hear shouting
in the background. My thoughts soon drowned the sound out and all I could
hear was the voice in my head, telling me to go back.

I was out of breath by the time I had reached my hideout. Running long
distances at full speed isn’t my thing. I slept there for the night. This place
was hidden. Amongst all the trees, all the moss and greenery was a secret
place my grandfather had built. He and I were the only ones who knew about
it. Although he has sadly passed, I still remember one small secret he told
me about the Queen. The Queen is a monster… She made each king disappear,
until nobody wanted to be king because they thought it was cursed. I
obviously knew this wasn’t the case. I was on the run and had nowhere to
hide.
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The night felt like a decade. The hours dragged on and felt like years. Once
a bit of sunlight came through the fluffy clouds my adventure began again.
I ran… and ran… and ran… until I couldn’t get my legs to work anymore! I
stopped at a staircase. It was covered in moss and looked ancient. The steps had
massive cracks down the side and it looked like it would collapse any minute. The
staircase was leading down which was unusual. I followed each step carefully,
looking for traps as I dropped my foot on every step. To my surprise there were
no traps, nothing. I picked up the wood that was next to the door, lit it and
began my search. There were four rooms. Each empty but looked like they were in
use. Suddenly, 5 men marched in and looked at me. 4 of them had chains round
their hands and neck. Then it hit me… They were the missing kings! The Queen
had banished them. The guard looked at me in distress and ran.

Judge’s Comment: This story is very well written and has
excellent word choices. The use of short sentences help to build
up the suspense and the reader’s own emotions empower the
story.
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The Queen of Doom by Francesca Forbes
“Beware of the Queen, take care,” that’s what Mum says to me every night
before I go to sleep. It all started last summer when Tom, our neighbour,
went for a walk in the nearby woods and never returned. Now everybody
in our village says that the Queen of Doom cursed him as he walked up the
forbidden steps. The next morning, I decided to go on an adventure… in
Greystone Woods. I called to my dog Toffee because I thought that if I got
into danger, she would be useful. Then I picked up my bag and set off.

As I entered the woods, tall trees loomed over me like guards. Ahead of
me was a flight of mossy, stone steps. I started to climb, one… two… three,
suddenly I felt an icy chill snake up my spine. There was a blinding flash
and a beastly figure appeared before me. The Queen of Doom! She spoke in
a low, harsh whisper “You are finished!”
It was clear that she wanted rid of me. I needed a plan - and quickly.
RUN!!! I sprinted away as fast as possible. Toffee started barking, I
turned around to see the Queen was gaining on me. I began to run faster
but tripped over a withered root and fell flat on my face in the mud. As
I hopelessly scrambled to get back on my feet, there was a gasp and a loud
splash beside me. The Queen had fallen in the mud too. My heart was
beating at a million miles per hour - there was no escape. I closed my eyes,
I was doomed.

Unexpectedly, I heard laughter coming from my pursuer. “Look at you, look
at me” she exclaimed between giggles. “We look ridiculous” she chuckled. We
did! We were both covered from head to toe in sticky brown gloop. I began
to laugh too. I looked at her and instead of the monstrous figure there was
a kind looking lady sitting beside me. Her hair had been pulled back into
a tight bun but it was now loose over her shoulders, brown and wavy. Her
face was transformed too, her smile spread from ear to ear making her eyes
twinkle. As she held out her hand, we helped each other up and I realised
the Queen wasn’t that bad after all. “Thank you,” she cried, “the curse has
been lifted.” She explained she had been put under a spell by an evil wizard
many years ago and had been living alone in the woods ever since. She told
me the curse was only lifted by happiness and laughter.
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This morning, when I was walking Toffee (with Tom) I passed a lady I
hadn’t seen before in the village. She grinned and winked at me and even
though neither of us spoke I knew she was saying thank you. No one knows
how Tom reappeared but I do and it is my secret!
Judge’s Comment: I really like the unexpected twist and the
morale of this story. Also the language choices are really effective.
The reader is kept intrigued and even the last sentence wants you
to know more. I would love to read the sequel.
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