Contents
Foreword by Stuart Rowson
Introduction by Wendi Swan

Competition and Year Overall Winner
All Alone by Cane Erdemli, Oldfield Brow Primary School

Year 3 Winner
Dragons and Dark Deeds by Eloise Harrison, Moorlands Primary
School

Year 4 Winner
My Dream by Arthur Leach, Bowdon Church School

Year 6 Winner
Just a Fly by Jessica Soo, Oldfield Brow



Year 3 Commended Writers

1. 2 Vs. The Dark Forest by Soraya Rajakulendran, Oldfield Brow
Primary School

2. Ultimate Fluffybunny by Jasmine Price, Tyntesfield Primary
School

3. A Night to Remember by Kevin Gilbert, St. Joseph’s Catholic
Primary School

Year 4 Commended Writers

1. The Message on the Map by Lyla Davies, Cloverlea Primary
School

2. Strange Noises by April Osborne, Benchill Primary School

3. The Fearful Beast by Jack Hall, Benchill Primary School

Year 5 Commended Writers

1. Ava by Amy Wang, Oldfield Brow Primary School

2. The Haunted Doll by Erin Sowerby Smith, Wellfield Junior
School

3. The Whispering Shadows by Usman Ahmed, Seymour Park
Community Primary School

Year 6 Commended Writers

1. Tormented Echoes by Alex Brittain, Moorlands Junior School

2. The Night Lands by Hannah Gothard, Highfield primary School

3. A Very Modern Witch by Stanley Naylor, Oldfield Brow Primary
School

4. Grandma’s cottage by Erin Woods, St.Joseph’s

5. The Dream Witch by Lyla Thompson, Seymour Park

6. The Horror of Nightingale Mansion by Roddy Baty, Bowdon
Church School

Foreword

There are few things better in
the world than stories. When
| was a kid | loved them. It
didn’t matter if it was a book,
a film or a song, | couldn’t
get enough, | still can’t.

At Primary School, | loved
Roald Dahl. By Secondary
School, | was reading Lord of
the Rings. Now in my forties,
| love horror.

My inspiration for writing my debut novel, 1zzy and the Tumble
Thunder, came after reading all the Harry Potter books to my own
daughter, Izzy, at bedtime. It took three years, but the brilliance of
J.K. Rowling’s storytelling inspired me to try.

| was 38 when | started. | didn’t have a clue what to do and it took
me six years before | was finished and | was published. Now, on
school visits as part of my book tour, | see it coming to life.

The whole process is tough but joyous. | can feel that same joy
in writing you’ve all done here. You should be proud of the stories
you've told. The language is vivid and the stories come to life
through your passion.

Anyone who writes a story is an author. That’s certainly all of you
now.

Stuart Rowson

Author - ‘Tilly and the Tumble Thunder’




Introduction

Due to the success of the first two writing competitions (Trafford
500 Words), in 2021 and 2022, we decided that we would run this
competition for a third year. This year we expanded and opened
the competition to schools across Greater Manchester.

Thank you to everyone who joined in. It was amazing to see

so many children come together and share their work in on-

line creative writing sessions, where there was an enormous
excitement and appreciation for each other’s work. Thank you so
much to Rebecca, for stirring all our ‘creative juices’ once again!

You all had the same starting point. An image of a deserted
cottage, in the woods. Your imaginations took hold and your
unique pieces of writing were created.

Our imaginative ideas and writing needs to be shared and
published, which is the reason for this anthology. | am sure that
you will all enjoy reading and sharing these special stories.

Well done to all the schools, teachers and especially the children
involved.

Best wishes

Wendi



All Alone
Cane Erdemli

The screams af Ae/g/u‘eaé children burst the creature's ears. Reachin far
the bastet which was once 5/’(fmm5&tj with berries, the animal J@/Leoé. gn(/j
JeJ‘t‘efW had /Lejane to collect some.

'Children, I'm. gocug to collect berries,’ the stout man warned, Do not leave
the hut ct's /LMlLénj month.” The faﬂter af 3 crawled out af the 'L(;M hole
which was under the old ca#age.

"What are we Joénj to do?' asted t%;]owtjesﬁ Do{/j. Her 5emh’fu/ thats
es Shone in the eerce /@/u‘. Crash! The éypemch’ve 5e&nj s /e»gﬁt(j ears
ZJ&Z'/] twitched. What was that?

IZ'mjo&Lj to chect,’ Do{// said excéfed(//; ot would be her fir,l‘t‘ time outside!

me/énj Hu‘ot:.ﬁlt the minuscule slct she stared at the J‘/mé@ Shack, her
father's words sclently echoed in her mind. The sun /m&nou{/y lct up the
emerald grass. /(/ftj ad Dad warned her about this maguificent place? Bzz!
The sound of buzzing bees made the creature lick /Le:?'/;& The beehive -
which was /LMJULJ rom the free branch - was overflowed @ 00zing /wnfy
which dropped to the floor.

'/4@56 I should je:‘ Some for pa/m,' :%eJowg child :%o@/u‘. Cu/)/yénj
her hands to catch the jo/ﬂéen §frup, She was enticed é/ the sweet smell of
/Langydew and lavender coming from a neawéy burrow.

She whispered, Tt wouldn't hurt to Jef some,’ It was as im’et‘ as ilu:ef
could be; there was no one there to distract her from her daily dose of
a(rem&nj. p/ucéo’nj the f/ower‘J fmm the woodland f/aor', %Le j[f‘/ smiled.
e e/fgmf tulips danced in the 5/azénj /gltf of the sun.

The infant turned her attention to a pact of scarlet foxes who were 5/&1‘qu{//
/)/@énj on the wu‘fj W‘W moor. /(/eett/ violet 5u#erf/[e; f/uft‘er‘ea(
'e.rh’ca{/j HL[‘O%IL the teal J‘g. She was mesmerized. Toddling toward the
veeid creatures, she realized the teal J‘g was nwow all shades o puk, blue
orange, and red. The We‘j butterflies were r‘ea{fz{/uﬂ‘ moths fUMj fo
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grasp the W/@/LF bact. The low hum of fireflies startled the child. A faint

smell of quupowder ij‘eréou‘r/ loomed ¢ razglt the forest. Masbe papa was
r@/u‘./ he should have never left their cozy hollow. Her anxiety had a/rea{y
crept upon her.

BMJ./ A scngular bullet shot out of the g The warmi@‘f her faﬂter gave
her echoed oaw((//; louder than 5efore.

Don't leave the hut. How stupid she had been! The clict of the second
bullet petrified her- she couldn't outrun it this time. BMJ./ The bullet
Scuttled past her ﬁwe lcke a spider. She ran fur‘er‘ than a cheetah, She ran
faw‘fer than an eagle, she ran fur‘er‘ than /@/u‘, but there was no poiut. She
couldn't escape. The hunter was too determined.

BMJ./ A Jo’nju/aw drop af blood fe// /:r'am her pale stin. She sat down,

tnowing her time was nearly up. A small tear dropped from the creature.
Thud! The innocent creature fell. She /@ Adead émwcemi// on the forest floor.
The on(/j trace left was her woven crown of thorus..

1st tier Judge’s comment:

Cane, this is such a clever story - it starts off in an almost-fairytale
genre, and by the end, has shifted dramatically to something far
darker. Manipulating language and plot in this way shows a real writing
mastery. Well done!

2nd tier Judges comment:

This story is full of mystery. What kind of creature is Dolly? | was full of
trepidation right from the beginning, and even throughout the beautiful
sensory description of the setting | could sense that Cane had a twist
in store for us. The echoes of the father’s warning as the shots ring out
fill the end of the story with regret and tragedy. Well done on a powerful
and unique piece of writing.



Dragons and Dark Deeds
Eloise Harrison
Moorlands

As the ﬁ'ne wist swirls around the sleet, white snow, as /L[ﬁ/u‘nén cuts info
the r‘at‘r‘énj frees, as thunder rages down on the fafbc%a(en fare;t‘, fwo frc’euﬂf,
a moose and a beaver, take a walt in the woods. In the freezi‘t conditions of
Canada, it is perfec»‘ weather for a walt for these two mmﬁ

BANG!!!

Saw(aéen(/], the sound of jmﬂwh and a faint whitf of smote almost choled
thew as ot J‘Mjeﬂé up their nostrils.

77%/ followed the smote trail and gasped at the Jg/u‘, 717 were in a
mw‘{c/ c/earénj, overgrown plants wr'o't%énj and wr‘&g/dnj 0 jef Hl,/'o&tﬂ/t, the
barricading trees that surrounded them. In the middle of the c/earénj was
a house. ﬁaue with flames rising up the 5u,r'm5nj walls. A4 house with sli
moss wrapping it in a fern blanket. A house with vines c/o'mbénj up the wooden
walls. 4 house with poachers car(/o'nj a dead dr@on out of ..

The two fm’end‘r looked at each other, 1%7 tuew HLE/ had to L76:‘ into Hhat
house. JWK(//, the ground opened up beneath them and they dropped
plop! in to a toclet [random] and then it Flushed on cts own %e(/ random]
and then t%y ended up in the house [this &5 a bit too weird now.] Ab
dragan was in the house. The dr%on told them that her Father had fallen
down a trapdoor and the poachers had Eilled her Mother. They heaved her
Father out the rusfy trapdoor then ran through the forest to shadow the
poachers and send them fa,r angy, deep info the depths of the untnown...

ng/ sprinted through the forest, setting trqpwires and other traps for the
cunning poachers. When they came into sight, both dragons bravely darted
iu front of the poachers, who immediately gave chase. /LEZ zipped. through
the forest, and. led them to one of the traps and the poachers rolled down the
racéj will, wever to be seen again..

The dragous, the Moose and the beaver lived hyeﬂter iu peace for many
ears to come. The poachers had run far away, as far as where the sea roars

in the raging wind, as far as where tornadoes whirl and crash, as far as

where monleys howl and parrofs shriet, as far as the centre of the earth..

Judge’s comment:

A really well written story.. The magical and mystical elements of the
story are very intriguing. The imagery used to conjure a vivid description
is so mature. Well done!

Judge’s comment:

| love the descriptive nature of this writing and the picture you paint
Eloise. It’'s really, really vivid and | love the use of language. It's
evocative - and the story itself bonkers...which | love.



My Dream
Arthur Leach

Bowdon Church School

It s r‘errif]&tj‘ I tnow it éJJuJ;‘ a dream and dreams aren't real but it feels
real because, Jr‘ereL//, wine are. I take a ¢u'cé j/mce out of w window
and See that the storm is skl raging on t‘empe;:‘uou{// lcke the roaring of an
wgry lion. The outside world is just like wy dream: seary and frg/u‘enénj.
@ the ey myf name AUM@ which I lcke because ct is ¢u't‘e a common

wame and. I don't (ke fo be different /{/ Adreams are very unusual t‘/wtz.ﬁlt.
Most people’s dreams are pretend but mine are real. I tnow that sounds
/)repo‘n‘erow(/j absurd but even I fm(// found it out a few WJ g0 and this
iS5 how it happened.

I toptoed Hu*otglt bedroom door and slammed »;Z head onto my soft pcllow
50 that my devastating dreams would end Sooner. At f[rJf, I just stared up
af the cecling but then out of nowhere a thick cloud of /qu*/)k/g Smoke swirled
around, wy head faster and faster until it opened some tind of mgéca/
‘jau‘ew@ to the untnown. /(M] head started to spin and o eyes 5{74&1 to close.

When I wote up, I was (/jmj on the jrowwé cn Some Wﬂ‘eréou m//fy and in
the distance I could see a shack with orange wénﬂéowij/awénj lcke eofes of a
furious a(mcgon. The J‘g was Stll a dark moo gred which sclhouetted the
colossal trees that towered /Lglt above me. The shact was as jet blact and as
mwe/cam&nj as a Shadow /uréénj about the woods Mnern'nj/ - The delicate,
e/fgmu‘ branches clung onto the thin trees and the shack walls were drenched
from the mu'g rainwater. I J/ow(/j jaf up. % head felt J/f?“glf a&ﬁzy but I
muwyeﬂé fo waer Hu‘oucg/t the J/wge fowards the empf], deserted shackt.

(.S‘Lw(é(en(/y, the jrowwﬁ started to rumble, jmmé/e and shake as of the ground
was a /wcﬂe monstrous beast. I Jwéf{/y Started fo sprint at the door of the
Shact and W&yed to slam ct shut. /{y heart was poma&in; lcke a million
Adrams all 5Mjmj at the same time. What was that Hu:btj. ya fmd(// decided
to éwe;fgafe around the house to see of there were clues to what the
rmé/dnj sound was. As I turned around to explore, %oé a yu’cé lance

at the Floor and saw claw priuts wéc’nj the Mg‘j Surfaces. 77%% were
J@mﬂc/{juf then, the same rmb/énj happened but this time i was so
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thunderous that it tnocted me J:‘ra@/& off my feet and seut me ;‘mﬁ/&nj to
the ground. I realised what was happening. I darted towards the door and
pushed it open. Aud there in the centre of the m//y was a d[owf blood red
dr@an with a very hot femper. She was swinging her tail round and round
cansing pandemonium and havoc, releasing destruction everywhere. She let

out an ear-/a[ercénj roar.

Then I fe// out of bed, pm/'&nj, jazénj at the r‘@mg Storm with o gyes
54«{7(}&.

1st tier Judge’s comment:

Super story Arthur! This contains all of the essential elements of an
exciting short story: dramatic vocabulary? TICK! gothic setting? TICK!
dragon? TICK! earthquake? TICK!

2nd tier Judge’s comment:

What a descriptive tale Arthur. | was so drawn into reading this. Your
choice of words, sentence structure and the structure of the narrative as
a whole, ensures that the reader is carried along with your exemplary
imagery.

77



Just a Fly by
Jessica Soo
Oldfield Brow

I rush t‘/u'ozglt masses of thick fo/i@e and tear Hmugla the mwg forest
/oJ‘o'nJ o Sense af direction unt<l A‘M(aéen(// I emerge out onto a narrow
precarious path. I've lost the fox but now.. wow where am 17

S/ow(/j, yA ﬁry to make sense of my eerie Jwromﬂ@& Steletal trees loom
over me lbe bodyquards, with their claw-lke branches. Beside me lies a
colossal j/&)‘:‘enénj lake; the small wa/éwy the an(/j ﬂw’nj /)r‘evem‘énj me from
p/mgénj Adown in to certain death. War J I heave W‘re/f up and a,/a@ the
trail which can 5a,re(/j be seen, concealed under a mass of Aeadened mossy
brown leaves. Su(%en(/j out of the dense crowd of Jé/‘rcm/)er oaks, a J/ow&tj
wooden house reveals éﬁre/f fo me, peeéénﬁ J{Ly(/j out between the barren
branches. It looks so warm and comfortable and smells ke home. ithout
thinting, I pict up ny pace, darting towards the frout door in a flash. On(/j
then do I take in the immense size of it It towers above me, with j/&nh’nﬁ
amber gqes for windows which echo in to the lake below. Sca(/j tcles on cts
rc’céefy roof clatter in the breeze and a jem‘/e whoosh of smotes poofs out

rom the chimned (ke a ghost emerging From cts coffin. Vowever intimidatin
V J v/ Y9

this place may look though, I can't wait any longer for hospitality. Mot with
cold /LMj{y Shivers dancing around me. I need rest. I need ‘mf‘ej . Without
a second thought, I rush through the open door, gliding towards the enticing
warmth, from a cractling, bright fireplace.

BAY! T leap away [ust in time as a /u@e Sort of baton descends with
fr@kfenénj force fowards me. I :‘U to 5@ merc, p/eadénj whatever this
Jerje Hulnj s to take /n'éj on we. (a?be Ht(e] Aon't understand, Wbe
Ht(e] are (ust iguoring me. cther was, w nof Safe. /{j f@/u‘ or f/{ﬁ/&
response icks in and the clear option is RUN!!! "Please! Don't hurt me!! T
come n /Jeowe.’ "I scream, p(arh’nj frmh’ca{/j awgy fram. the beast M heart
hammers against my chest as I dodge cupboards, chairs, tables and theu..
THUMP!T T smash in to the cold /mmﬂj/aﬁ of ?/@ and reflect straight
off in fo a pot of Succulent ambrosial, shimmerin jo/at liguid: honey. ['m
not Stuct in ot Zf yA rea/(/] wanted to, I could f % angy. Vlowever, haven't
eaten for many WJ‘ and the sweet o/)e(t/ar of ongy s almost as {prnoﬁc
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as the warm fireplace was. As of in a trance, I lie still in the jar, opening ny
mouth to ﬂ({je# the sweet /cgu,wé And then realise too late. t happens in
an instance. The rolled-up newspaper slams down on we in triumph and I
let out one more pathetic buzz ”/(//tJ a(oJau have to bill me?" But I alre
tuow the answer. IHs because I'm a pest, unwante wit a ;‘/ A least
L'll die happily in hongy," I murmur. Then, evepything goes blact.

1st tier Judge’s comment:

What a fantastic story! The use of language here is very sophisticated
and created a vivid image in my head as a reader. | loved the build up
of suspense and the final twist at the end was very clever! An absolute
joy to read, well done!

2nd tier Judge’s comment:

This was a really clever story. It started with an engaging and vivid
description of the character’'s movement through the setting, providing
tiny clues to the protagonist’s identity. Tension built up towards the end
as the character faced jeopardy and its true nature was revealed in an
amusing twist. Well done!
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Soraya Rajakulendran
Oldfield Brow

Once there was a J[r/ called Ava, she lived with her dad in a dark fare;ﬁ
The on(/] friend she had was a 58/ called Milo. Her dad's job was to save
people in the forest but not mapy peaple went to the forest because it was so
Adart and j/omy. Ava a/w@; wanted to tnow all the secrets of the fareJi‘,
but her dad never told her. Now T am going to tell a JILG(‘/ that m@/u‘ freat
o out a bet.

One n@/u‘ Ava called Milo and said that HL@ were 4oing on an adventure in
the far‘eJF ou Jee, /lé/o & not rea,{/j an Wenfuoujg but he came. ng
Slipped out into the J/La‘y{/j forest. Ava had a map to help them from Jeﬁ‘énj
lost. 7715/ felt scared because :%g Adidn't like 5eénj alone. ngy Started
/Leau‘énJ wolves /Low/o'n& and »%ﬁ felt a shiver ﬂwocgﬁ, their bodies. They both
fe/:‘ very cold, $o HL@ jmébed Some leaves that were on the f/oar and, Filled
their coats with them. One thing they didn't bnow was that the leaves were
toxic to humans, so Ava and Milo J‘Z/‘!Le% J/u"énéénj.

Swaller and smaller :%Ey of until t%g were no bigger than a /Wbc’m(. ngy

both screamed '4/:7/%/%. They were devastated!TTII111111111 ng ran to See
if there was a;ybo@ to help %f Ht(e] were too small. Then suddenl. F/Lgy Saw
a tall castle. They were just about the r{ﬁU Size to fit underneath the castle
Adoor. When they were cuside, they turned around. to see what ot said on the
door. It said "The Evil /(utj " ;Z Shivered %m They walted towards a
room that said titchen. They walled in and they could smell roast chicten.
4ffer smelling it they felt very hungry so they walted carefully to a table
where the ro{n‘ c/u'c%u was. Ot ,{gw comei]f/w scary bit. K%n(/au fouch
Jomeﬂténj hot xfi‘er(jau, have shrank gou banish into thin air and your soul
i bept in the leaves you had touched. So that is what happened fo Milo and
Ava, 50 tL/Lﬂ have ozejc/wo'ca,/(/] Aied.

At home Ava's dad was .rearclténj eveywltere for them but he couldn't find
them. e felt heart broten. Then Ava's dad remembered about the leaves

S0 h,e‘jotl a net and scooped as mapy leases as he could. Ve heard Milo and
Ava's scream and the an(// w? to je;‘ them out was to rip the leaves. Ve
ripped. the leaves then there /Lg/ were, //6/0 and Ava. Ava's dad /tweaé
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them both and said, ‘never 90 iﬂ({wkere without o permission’. Ava said, 'T
JM'L rea{/j wanted to tnow abouf all the secrets in the forest [meau never

let me bnow’. Ava's dad said, 'T will /e;?/ou tnow all the secrets fr‘om now on’.

That is a lesson far all afJou reMa’nj nis. /Veverﬁa out without a parent or
make Jure fou ast far permission f[rﬁ.

Judge’s comment:

Soraya — Well done, you used your descriptive powers to create
wonderful sensations and senses that made the world of your story
come to life. You have some really advanced writing skills for your age.
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Jasmine Price.
Tyntesfield

'%meeee/éam, come bact I'm not as fan aJJou/ "

"75%74" called a voice bact. The voices 5e/o@ea€ fo 70(—jeau"—a/a6 j[r/d‘ called
Awelia and Rose. At that moment thes were running around, the playground
at school. Suﬁdengy Amelia stidded to a Stop at the fence where she faww(
a hole.

Rose asped in shock, you're not ja&nj in there are ou?" With that Amelia
crawled right t%raucglt Fhe hole and Rosa followed. The two friends ventured
forward for what seemed ke an e%emég untcl Htﬁ reached the end of a
funnel, revea/énj a Usferdau enchanted wood. Th, cmh’owf(/j walted on
when, Jaw(aﬁen(’/y, out af the mist came the outline a;{ hawnted house. Rosa

froze.
“What's up 7" asted Awelca.

"T heard a noise.” whispered Rosa. There was a ﬁwu‘ j/m{/] wxé/énj Sound
coming from the Jpoag house. Rosa whimpered and /Lweaé Amelia. The
wist parted to reveal a shadow. It stepped into the /@/u“ It was a rabbit
f/om‘inj in the air!

Awelia jw/ea( "We're Supposed. to be scared of a f(/jmﬁ fa,/éénj rabbit?"

you Should be," said the rabbit who was called Ultimate /C/uffjbm T
will take over the world with /J&c/ufc powers, laser gges and wy army of
/L(jpnohlrea( rabbits." e cactled and disappeared. ¥1is evil /W/Ifel‘ echoed
around the woods.

"Pssstt"” a voice J&w(aﬂen(// said, "over here." The J(r/d‘ Saw a ﬁu{y in a pink
and purple dress. "I can help you by transporting you to another world where
ou can build an army fo a(e/}e{u‘ timate Fluf; ij," nw'umped into the

portal. Th, fe// Aown, down down Hu"ozglt a Swerling vortex of/mr/o/e, pint
and blue. Then, with a thump t%g/ it Fhe jr‘owwﬁ. melia looted up and saw
lots of Fger.f and flamingos JuromMj them in a 5{7 circle. Some of them
looked curious, the smaller ones looted nervous, some of the 5gjer ones looted
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angry. The 5&7e# :ﬁz’ﬁer‘ wmade s way fo the fr‘om‘ and j/m‘ed at the ja’r/f.
”/(/{t/ are fou here and what do o want?" he jrow/ed.

"We're here to ast of o mg/u‘ help us on a mission to defem‘ an evil rabbit"”
said Rosa.

“Well o’f there i§ one F/Lo'n‘j I hate, it's evil rabbits.” said the 5& Fger, and
with that '%f/ all dived into the portal. T/L(ej appeared. back in the woods
and started /aoéénﬁ for Ultimate ﬁuff/ﬁm. ny evem‘mt/(/j found him.
Ultimate ﬂufgém raised his hand and hundreds of éty/mohlreﬂé rabbcts
appeared. in the shadows. All the rabbits rushed forwards and leaped at
the jc’f/y and thecr army. The v‘ger“r and f/mo’njoJ ran forward and the
battle 5@4% It m@eaﬁ ou for hours on end until f&na,{// all the rabbits were
tnocted out /ezwénw'mft‘ Ultimate F/uff]ém.

“Well, I'm joénj home." said Ultmate f/uffybm Ju/bz'/j and he disappeared
into the JQ.

The jc'r/J thanked the fgem and, f/ménjos and, crawled bact f/u‘oz@/t the
hole. When they arrived back at school, /'/ng juped n astoniShment as the
p/wrowwﬁ was as of t%g/ had never /eff.

1st tier Judge’s comment:

Excellent use of imagery and ‘show not tell,” to reveal your characters’
emotion. | loved your description of Ultimate Fluffybun and the gang of
evil rabbits. This is such an imaginative piece of writing.
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Kevin Gilbert
St.Joseph’s

ack, //ax Tom, and. Peter are in the same school. Tkgy are very %&fferem‘
from each other but are best friends. Tom is a famous prmé;v‘erJué i
calm and Mfe//@em‘. Max is a bookworm and. carries a book eveywltere.
Peter Jer‘J‘ Scared eaJo}/y and prefers st ing awgy from the unluowns. But
no matter what '%fy always have each ofher s bact.

They decide to goona fieldtrip to the ﬁo@/eau‘ forest. Tom liked to call it
“The Forbidden Forest's Just to make it more o'nferleénj. Their bus was very
close to the Vé//acﬁe. When Juﬂden(//, it crashed. "What is wrong?" cried Peter.
The Bus driver said, "/Voﬂtinﬁ to wor(ry.’ Please J%@ in the fu Let me fix
this and we wé//je% bact on the road soon”.

e are very close to "The Haunted (/&//a(je" said Tom with wide gges. Ve
added, "ZCZ & (ust another normal n’//ﬁe, but a curse turned all the peaple
cnto j/Lth‘J i the Haunted House!" "Should we 90 and explore?" asted

ax. "572&7 WERE!" yelled Peter. "Do fou not want to see the Haunted
Vouse?" asted Tom. ”Ze there real ghosts?" asted Peter. While the driver
was [)W on a call Méo’uj for help. ?Zru.(jmcé and Max sneaked out of the
bus and Peter Followed mwé//&nj(/j.

It was a fu,// moon n@/&. 7715/ Started wa/éénj fowards the
haunted house. &w(den(/y, a dart shape loomed over them.

AMWMAMWAMAW/L./ they all screamed. //M replied, [ “Tust
Bats!". 4 g J

A green wisp of Smole swiped their fxce;. "W-R)-What was that?" shivered
/)et‘erJoLcé held out a pactet af green smoke pellets. Ha-ha!" //ax and
Tom /a,og/te%.

ng/ tiptoed towards the house. The door was unlocted so they went cuside
for shelter from the storm that had just arrived in the midnight sty. The
house was empfy and covered in caz{veéa". The floorboards were creaking, and
the walls were all cracted.

“Let's jef out of here." cried Peter. Tom went to the cupboard in the next
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room and opened ct. When he returned, he wore a mast and made seary noises
to scare Peter.

While H‘ff were just about to leave, the door got locked. "It will not open! "
eried Tom. The t’g/tﬁr Started f/o'céerénﬂ foo. [his time everyone was rem{/j
/—erréfied. 7715/ W@ed to open it ﬁ'&m{//

Lmé{/y, the bus was rust ﬁ'xeaﬂ, and the driver was about to start the bus.
T/Lg/ went bact to %e bus and all the tids started Méénj about their
whereabouts.

"We are never a(outj that @m i our /ife/ " said Tom. As evepyone else
nodded. 77Lg/ were So tired and nodded aff 7“"6% The bus was nwn'n‘j
Jmao»‘/%/j when there was a Sudden break.

Tom wote up and Sat on his bed r‘em/ézind it was just a dream! Vis smart

phone beeped, and. he received a message from ax-"Want to 90 fo La@/eaf
forest?" "No thants." Tom replied as he had a J‘@/L of relief.

1st tier Judge’s comment:

What an imaginative piece of writing Kevin. | love your descriptive
imagery and especially liked the inclusion of the green mist. You made
me ask questions and want to read on and find the answer. This is the
key skill that a good writer uses. Well done!
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Lyla Davies
Cloverlea

I was /oaéénj at the /)[efcén‘j lights J/ema’nj out of the old wooden cottage.
A cold shiver of nervousness climbed down t‘/u'aztﬁlt wy Spine. I fe/t‘ lke ?wﬁ

about to walt into a horror movie.
Were we expected? Or would we be unwelcome?

’({f brother Calum Jiuezed ny hand until ot was 5/‘{711/' red. I tuew he was
a3 Scared, as me. "On the map cf says this is where we should be, éy/x,” said
Calum, ckecéénj the brown piece af paper one more fime.

It was three WJ ago that we had found the JC’"“fff ripped, hand. drawn
map cn the attic of our new house, with the Jfrmde message written at the
bottom reading: "PLEASEHELD HE!

At ﬁ'r;v‘, we'd just iquored it but later that n@/u‘ Calum went Sleep wa/éénj
into the attic and raztﬁ/u‘ it back to his room. When we fowwé ot the next
maménj we were rea{/j Spooked. I had dreamed Mm‘j the ng/u‘ that a
scared (cHle J[r/ was asting me to help her, and Calum said he dreamed a
J[r/ was cd/énj him to the attic. We told mumnsf and, dﬂW but t%g Aidn't
believe us. "51‘0/9 p/@énj arownd,” r‘/tfy said, but we bnew we had to help the

J[r/.
So here we are, J/ox/j W“’“"J up to the old co:%ge. Scared and :‘remb/énj
wejm,é each other's hand as tnock on the Aoor.

The door J/owL/y swings open but there is noéo@ there. The wooden floor
creaks as we shuffle Tuside. e both 9P at the same time. "This looks
e)mc/z_/y lke our old house,” T whispered. "T tnow," Sefs Calum. Then he Sefs
he feels like the j(}'/ & neaféy and 50 we climb up the staircase. 'Felp!" cries

ach'r/'J vocce.

MNow we are r‘mu’nj towards the attic, desperate to help the litte J[l‘/ we'd
seen in our dreams. We tict the door open and. there she 5, a J[r/ all cn whete
with a 5/@&:‘ j/ow behind her. She has /arje feather wings and a sort of
ring above her head like a halo. She is locked up in a cage.

V/

"Let me out" Sayfs the j(}‘/. e will be back soon, and I need to eJcape.”

“Are you an angel?" we ast. She nods and says she had been waitin for 100

ears for someone to find her message on the map. She explains that she had
Spolen to us in our dreams and Sayfs the éfy for the cage 5 ou the dest in
the corner. We help her out of the cage, and she thants us.

“Now we mufjet‘ bact t‘oJou house, im’cé/]," sy the M‘je/, Vold s
hands and I will carpy fou over the .S'WM/?J'.”

Bact in our real attic the Mje/ s T am cm(/] one of the Mje/s who needs
gour help. ﬂ/é/Uou help them? !

yey," we s3.

Ist tier Judge’s comment:

What a creepy tale. Lyla, you really drew me into your world of
imagination. | can see that you are a reader - this is such an imaginative
story. | love your use of the present tense to make your writing more
exciting. Really well done!



Benchill Primary
Strange Noises

"Oh My Gosh mun" "Be quiet! 'L shouted as I ran outside. Frustrated, I
Stomped. into the fareﬂ‘. rugm‘j across the Joft‘, wet ‘jromwé, I noticed
Adart J/oo»y Shadows ev/e(/w/wfe.

I carried on talbing to Mye/f - qoing deeper and deeper in the forest; “Just
then I noticed there were wo animals or people. /VaO'Mr‘ hiding. None at all.
Mo animals or /Jea/)/e(ju‘:‘ me.

I looked up to the J‘g. It was efh'nj Adart still no animals but I could hear
birds and Bunnies until I heard Jome/'/ténj I've uever heard before. It
was going "Bowj Bang Rattle Rattle “all over the place. The sound came
closer and closer until it was r@/u‘ behind me. Then sclent. I could feel panie
rising in me. I felt a(ézy. I needed /'Oje/' out of here. As soon as I said
that the clouds started /efh'nj out a rainstorm ke a tsuname in the Jéf

me/énj J/ow(//, I looked up and saw WJFer(au& Ferrd{j&tj Shadows. The
gres Juffocdénj wmist was e a 5? /Lea{/ blanket Jaw(den(/% I saw a

ed cah‘ge Jhuwéénj ke a oney, sad tid at a part. I peeped into
the door window.

yA peeped. in. What I saw made aw drop. @mj J/ow(//, in the middle af a
messy room was a witch. She f/ew across the room /ea,n'nj a trail of acid and
She was Jhu"énj aa'rec:‘(// at me with bloodshot gges.

I tried to move but I was stuct. I tried to scream but ny mouth was stuct.
I started to pance. @ head was dizgy. I felt lite I was going to faint. In a
flash she started pouring a poison on me. lelp!

Suddenly, I remembered that I had a hat- @uc(f(/y yA jmééed w /meeJ./
I 7%@ c»ug/u‘ the poison in o hat before I M&nt‘@rded and, poured
it all over the witch. I watched her disintegrate as I came out full of her
blood. It left a r‘edjoo(ej puddle on the floor.

Wello!!!" 4 loud scream. /{/ wum was here." Mum!!!" Suddenly, she ran to
me. She was w/u}?po'nj her tears angy. "Mm o won't believe what happened

fo me

1st tier Judge’s comment:

What an exciting story April! You have created suspense and
atmosphere really well here, and | love your use of varied sentence
structures and lengths to keep your reader interested. Such fantastic
descriptions, especially of the setting. | really felt as though | was in the
forest! Well done!



Jack Hall
Benchill Primary

"?o away!" Dan screamed at his mum, rannin from her while she was
running down the stairs and so was I while 27 was /teWn‘j out.

Jfam/n'nﬂ wmadly across the wet, slimy mud he spotted an abandoned, dart
cabin Hhat looled like a monster that'll eat me whole. But he still walted on
deeper and deeper into the dart woods m#erénj fo /u'm‘re/f. All af a Sudden,
he realises that there was not a sound MJW/LeI‘e. MNot eveU'Mv‘ no Sound,

i was pitch blact! Mo owls :‘ooh’nj, wo people around. It was dead silent
eve(‘/w/w/'e/

Dan stared up af the sty. It was dart auwéj/oo , plus there were no
animals and JM/@/UL around. Ve CW/UL his gges on dart, anfj trees. Thant
joaaﬂneu.’ There was a fm(// of 57Wre/s. e gave a [cte ééJJ‘dnj Sound but
then F/Lgy Started edénj each other. On(/j their red, 5/4254& gses Stared bact
at him. Dan fe/t‘ méJ‘o/a,/'e(/j sict. As soon as he saw that Dan ran to some
/@/u‘ but the /‘e"(j rain Stopped him.

Dashing madl. r%ratglt the /Lea,g/ racn, fglth'nj off the wrinkly bushes, Dan
sSaw a load o?j/g/u‘ in the thick, gres wist Ve ran towards it L was an
abandoned, dart cabin J‘t‘awaﬂénﬁ in the rain like a poor €id Jo’t‘/’&tj on the
side of a pavement with no fmi// e stared Hu'o@/t the window into the
dart cabin.

Dan walted in. What he saw made Dan's colour drain down his face.
Runnin 7%6@ in the middle of an empty, blank room, was a mc%a(/e—@ed
beast. ran across the room /eawén‘j a red, J:‘icg tracl behind and the
beast looked at me Mxiou(//

Dan tried to run but his /675 wouldn'# 5«@& Dan tried to scream but
na»‘/u'uj came out- Ve was Scared. ¥is heart raced eve(/w/wre, he was
Jweau‘o'nﬁ. Tu a blink af an gye, the beast drwed me with cts mouth bitin
into Dan's /@J. Ve tried to breathe in and out- its gses turned red lie lava
balls. "ﬂ/{t/ me?!"

But then he remembered a émﬁfe that Dan's dad gave him. e jo;‘ his hands
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out of his poctets and grabbed the tnife. Laboosh! Dan got it. e toot the
tnife out of the leather holder and he stabbed the beast i the gyes. i
blood blinded me. SCREECH! Fur covered Dan e saw uoﬂu’uj. There was
blood all over the floor.

"Dan!!!" A scream. Vis mun's voice cane. ”//m.’” She was in fr‘om‘ af him
Wc/?mj her tears angy. Ve said to her, "The (m(// reason I have cuts s
because of a fer'r'dﬁ'c beast!"

1st tier Judge’s comment:

Jack, | really enjoyed reading this, and the reason | enjoyed it so much
is because you defied conventions - you have got sentences that
seemingly run out of control and really interesting vocabulary usage.
This story is different and | think different is good. | loved it!

Z






Amy Wang
Oldfield Brow

"“Doun't 90 to the Haunted Vouse, Ava!" called sister Ma/?/e as Ava /La/?p(('/]
Stipped out the door. Ava stood on the doorstep, azing /O@CKJ/ at the
Haunted House. She tore her eyes awgy and waied down the tract that
lead to the main road. B/ueéei/{, lavenders, Mffa%&/& buttercups and
Aaisies were c/Leerfu// 50555’&7 about- To Ava's r'@/tf, there was the Haunted
House. Ava Jow(a(en(/] stopped. She thought hard. Then, reaching a decision,
raced, off the tract. She fo@/u‘ t‘/u'oz@/t weeds and nettles to Jet‘ to the lake
Jepa.rm‘inﬂ her and. Mother.

/lap/e 's words were now r'apc%(// growing fainter as Mother's voice Flooded
Ava's head. Ava's mother had ventured to the Waunted Vouse and not been
seen Since. But Ava's hopeful heart had always believed her mother was still
alive, waéh'nﬁ to welcome Ava with open arms. Ava ;‘/waglut /WMJJ/ of her
dear mother when her confidence dropped. Aud 50 did her /)o@.

Ava tumbled down a hidden m//(e], landing in a cloud af 5nfferf/ie:. Ava
Stood up and looked around with wauﬂer.\%wre were crowds of rabbits,
seas of f/ower‘J, fc’e/p(J of 5m‘ferf/ées. This m//g was 5emh’fu/. Ava wanted
to stay, but wanted to see Moﬁter even more, 50, with a heavy heart moved
to clind the hill When she fma/{/] reached the hill, one Jénj/e tear escaped
Ava's gses and fell onto a primrose. Then she turned to leave.

Ava tocled up the grassy will sweat 5eaww£7 on her fore/wow(, muscles aw/u/'nj.
As thorus pricted Ava and nettles J'ﬁutj her, the grass receded. It was now
ma.W and J‘t‘o@, seraping Ava's /fj'f and Jfaééénj her Jwea{/ hands.

Ava's energy was almost out when she reached the fop. Ava Jw@eﬂﬁ there,
iye; f/[céerénj; was She Joo'nj fo fcu’nf? She meéed a tree to ste
erself. Thorus pricted her so mercé/eJ‘J(// Ava howled. There was another
howl. No# from Ava. Not an echo. So, what was it? 4/emn red gses
J/Med at Ava from between the trees, a /Lw—,«mmj how emo’v‘h’nj from the
creature. More reaé—g/ed l%t:btJJ prowled towards Ava, a malevolent look in
their gges.

Ava was frozen to the spot in ferror. As one of the creatures stepped closer,
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Ava unfroze her J/Lwéénj /@J and ran. ¥ler heart full of dread, she heard
her sister's soft voice rever‘éemfdnj around, her head. " Don't go to the
Hauwnted Vouse, Aval!" Ava Jnéffeﬂé. Oh, how foa/éJ/L She had been! She had
walted into mjer‘, ust for a fee[)/e hope af Seeing Moﬂter‘ ain affer

cars! Ava stidded to a halt beside the lake. Mo, she wouldn t cross, but
4ﬁ‘er /Lem’iuj the creature's eerie howls, she eageaﬂ closer to the lake. What
She saw next made her scramble into a boat and row, ﬁwfer than wind.

Ava reached the Waunted house. She j&njer‘(/j pushed open the door. "Aeal”

Ava jupeaﬁ. Tt was Mother!

1st tier Judge’s comment:

This is such a lovely story Amy! You have created atmosphere so
skillfully and | loved the shock ending. Very well done - accomplished
writing!
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Erin Sowerby Smith
Wellfield Juniors

The eerie woods gave a ehcll down w spine. - I shivered - /Learénﬂ Sudden
suaps and creaks. The mér(t‘/ J‘g was mu"g sclver ewe/apo’nj me with the
dart, leafless trees. I gazed arownd, as rain poured down /Leawo('/j, Jodénj
me to the bone. I im%éneﬂ(, WJ‘elf at home éj the cosd, ﬁ're place, but
%eafeu’nj rumbles 5@4&1 from the J?]. A Wﬁer[ou orange Ly/ow pulled me
further..

Cautionsly, I walted to where the amber L7/aw led. I started to Spot a fau'n%
outline of a house. //éff Surrounded me, and my vision blurred as I came
closer. More thunder 5€7M from the dappled Jg, mtéonj me JW I tnocted
on the door, which was covered with crimson, red, blood.

@Mc%de/' carefu,{_/y, with, A fremb/énj hand, T opened the 5/00?, oak
Adoor. Wello?" I called Joff/ “MNobody answered. The door shut with a slam,

and a loud cract of /@/Lhtéuj splct /Lr*oucg/t the Jg. All T could hear was the
naify pau‘ferénj of the rain and thunder. I looked around, the whole house
was covered in that 914 red eveyw/wre. A black shadow CW“ o gfe. ’(Mj
heart started poma(énj a trillion beats, and felt (ke ot would come r@/u‘ out
of w chest. /(Mj breath stopped.

I was now J‘/Ldénj V[o/em‘(/f. The face of the fgure came nto the dim,
f/o'céerénj /@U, covered in jm‘nef, ﬂ(mpponj conJ/'m{/y down thedr chin,
77%/ had bloodshot gses, pale stin grasping a /a}‘je, sclver axe, smothered
in Scarlet, red blood. A smile creased across their Face J/wwénj a set of
Jruesome Je//ow teeth J‘/ow(/f came up fo me.

'l/(/é/{/au /?/M with me?"
“Unmm," I stuttered, not fmmj nwy words.
T said, wé//(jau, p/y with wme?"

T-I'm sorry b-b-butIl'm afrau% w = not" I ran to the 5/004((7 ah‘empt‘énj
to open it.

"Too late! He he he!" came the vocce @m then the axe Swung at me.
”@e {Jje./ "

1st tier Judge’s comment:

Ooooooh Erin - what an exciting story! You have created suspense and
threat in such a clever way. | am impressed (and scared!)
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Usman Ahmed
Seymour Park

Deep within a W‘n‘er[ou fareJ;‘ Stood an old, dilapidated house that had
been abandoned far‘ ears. The locals whispered stories of Jt‘mwje nocses and
eerie /@/LILJ' coménj rom the house, but naéa{y dared to o’weJt"@afe‘

One wight, a group of foun friends decided to explore the haunted house.
77%/ were thrill-seeters, 701;6&57 for' a new adventure, and had heard the
rumours af the haunted house in the foreJr‘. As ;%g approached the house,
;%ﬁ fe/:‘ a chill run down their spines, but t%gy f’jnore% ot and ventured
cnside.

The house was in complete disarray, with cobwebs coverénj every corner and
the floorboards creméénj beneath their feet. The friends 5{74/1 to explore the
aﬂéfferen% rooms, but as l%? did, t%g heard Jfrwtje nocses coménj from the
walls. At fu‘Jf '%ff ’%"”cﬁ t ot was just their imaginations, but the sounds
grew louder and more sinister as %ﬁ explored further.

As they entered a room on the second, f/oor, th foww( an old mirror /LMJMJ
on the wall. One of the friends looked into the mirror and saw a J/Lad‘ti/y
fgwe J‘t‘amﬁ»;y bact at her. She screamed and the others rushed to her side,
but as t‘/tgy ooked into the mirror, Htg/ Saw thedr own fawe.f distorted and
twisted, as o HL{% were 5eénj possessed.

Suddenly, the room grew colder and HL@ heard a low,ominous, /met:#tj
Sound. The door slammed shut and they were trapped inside. T/L(e] tried to
open the door, but it wouldn 't 5%& anic Set in a$ ’%f/ realised t%g were
frapped. in the haunted house, with o way ouf.

As HL@ Searched for a wayf out, :%g found themselves in a room with a

/au"je, a/a(—faw/u'one% wardrobe. 771,5/ opened the wardrobe, /wpénj fo ﬁ'naé a

;%7 out, but instead found a secret passage /eawéénj Adown into the basement.
¢ re/ucﬁw{/j entered the passage and found themselves in a dart, mM&

room.

As they looked around, they saw an old woman scHing in a rocking chair,
Jhu'inﬂ at them with hollow gges. n(ej tried to talt to her, but she didn't
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respond. SuMeuL// they heard footsteps coming from the hallway and they
buew they had to escape.

As f/tgy ran back up the stairs, they heard the old woman's voice ca//éuj out
fo them, fe//énj them to Jf@ and never leave. They iguored her and continued
to run, but the door /eaw&:nj out of the house wouldn't open. m(ej were
trapped once @m and the old woman's /aug/u‘er echoed t%ro@k the halls.

JM/’ as t‘/tgy t‘/wzg/u‘ all was lost: t%g/ heard a loud 5Mjmj on the fr‘om‘

Aoor. 77@ ran to the door and opened it, revea/énj a group of local n’//@em‘
who had heard their screams. The n’//%em explained that the old woman was
a ghost who haunted the house and that she had trapped mapy people inside
over t‘/LeJeau"J.

The frc’euﬂf were relieved to have made it out alive, but r%g/ tuew th

would never fage:‘ the horrors t‘/L(e] experienced in that haunted house in
the WJ:‘en’oM foreJr‘. From that W on, r%g/ never dared to venture into the
forest again, for fear of what other terrors m@/u‘ lurk within its depths.

Judge’s comment:

What a spooky tale, Usman. You had me gripping the edge of my seat!
Excellent imagery and use of sentence structure to build suspense
make this a story not to be forgotten. Well done!






Alex Brittain
Moorlands

Deep within the heart of a fore.rr‘, Shrouded in mist and /fje»wﬁr stood
a fofjah‘en house. Its facade was a memento t‘oJeaN of ngj/ecr‘ and
abandonment. [ was said that the house was cursed, home to a banshee
JeeéinJ revenge for the wrongs iuflicted upou her.

On a maon/t'j/u‘ wight three adyventurouns fr[euﬁr Jaﬂterea( for' a sleepover.
The attraction of the haunted house had enticed them to embark on a a(armj
adventure. Armed with /’YMIL/@/L!LJ and nerves of steel ;%g entered the
household.

As they tiptoed through the desolate rooms, their langhter and excitement
echoed off the crumb onj walls. Shadows danced ominously, and the air

rew heavier with an mieh‘/énj presence. Unknown to the girls, the banshee
watched from the dartness, her ethereal farm fé//ed with wrath and sorrow.

Lily's heart stipped a beat as a mournful wail pierced the sclence; freezdnj
them in their tracts. The banshee's /mrrowénj ey reverberated Huﬂatglt the
house, Jeuﬁdnj chills down their spines. Panie jm}aped their hearts as Htg/

de;perde{y Searched for an escape route.

But the banshee had other plans. Nith each Step the J[/’/.S‘ foot, the house
Seemed fo morph, its /m//w@‘f t‘wéf;‘énj and, v‘unig like a /xé/rim%. The J&"/J

found themselves trapped, their ouly company was the ghostly whispers of the
banshee that grew louder and more menacing. L{/j’; voice ¢Mvere46 as She
pleaded "Please, let us Ja/ We mean no harn!"

The banshee, fuelled anger and Sadness, emeged from the dartuess.
Her ghostly steleton cast an otherworldly glow. Eges Filled with primordial
Y </ gl P
jrc'e locked onto the ferréfc’ea( jc'r/J‘. With a wave of her spectral hand, she

Summoned a »gsh’ca/ wind, that bound them in invischle shactles.

Je&f&ca’; voice trembled, "NWhat ﬂCoJou, want f/’om us?’

The banshee's voice echoed t‘/Lro@/L the house ﬁ'//eﬂé with a mix af me/mc/wL//
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and ﬁc{‘/ you dare trespass upon :7 dowmain, mméenénj the pain that has
conSumed me for cem‘urie‘r.you shall Py the price far our audacity!”

The banshee's cold, steletal ﬁ’njem caressed their faces, Adraining their
n’fa/éf/ with each touch. The j‘}'/i could fee/ thecr energy wmo’nj, thecr
bodies growing weaker under her relentless qrip. Desperation consumed them
as t‘/tgy J/'rw/ed @mﬁn;t‘ their inevitable ;Z/'e.

With a final C/u://lfnj 4. the banshee captured their life essence, conuming
o fm/ her eternal torment The house grew sclent once more, s dark
corners Aevowénj the captive souls of Lot/j essica and, Charlotte. Th

were farever bound to the house, their spirifs frapped in a state of perpetual

torment-

Outside the fafem‘, the world remained oblivious to the fau‘e of the j[r/J‘.
Their fmé/[eJ‘, fm’euﬂf and the /MJJo'nj of time would become mere echoes of
lives stolen @ the banshee's wrath.

The house in the middle of the woods stood as a grim reminder of the
WjerJ /urééuj within its walls. Its decrepit exterior and /Lmh'uj /@euﬂr
served as a deterrent far‘ the curious, a Sombre muemonic of those who dared
to c/m//e@e the supernatural force that jovemeaé the abode.

1st tier Judge’s comment:

Wow! What excellent use of imagery, vocabulary and sentence
structure. This is a tale that makes the reader ask questions and want
to read on. Perfect use of cohesive devices, make this tale flow and
brings your story to life in the reader’s mind.
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Hannah Gothard
Highfield

Dart, t‘owerinJ trees loomed aménou(/] over the uneven dirt path; mur

water flooded the way r‘/u"atg/t the ‘j/owy forest. A small, dart fgue
crept 7@[&‘/ 4/0% the /o@—aéauw(oneﬂﬁ tracl wearing a /obz.j, black cloak, her
ma/uzjmd air framed her shadowed face.

She was heading towards an eerie house in the distance, It Jof{/j the
J/"W of amber fj/uéy in the windows, cracted and stained age. As She
reached the mosd, wooden Adoor, She hesctated, she knew no one had been in
there for a /a@ time.

She reached out and tapped the door, it opened J/ow(/j. The /g/u‘J went off,
nabo@ was there. §¢mhnj t%raucglt the j/oom, the on(/j t%o'nj that appeared
to be there was a blact cat perched on a table. All blact apart from a small
white dot on Cts nose, wean'nj a Small collar covered in gems - emeralds,

rubies and Adiamonds.

/(/ea/%ét/ owners, She Hwagltf, as she crept over slowly, not wm:‘énj fo scare
it away. The floorboards creaked when stepped on.(g'/te cat's gyes were a
Start ing amber, they seemed to draw her closer, (ke pools of j/ow&g /3/#, s
was Sclent unt<l.. 4/\/§.’ She felt like she was 5e5nj swallowed éj a Jéauu‘
Jwa’r‘/&nﬁ monster, 5/£M(énj her untcl she ﬁna{/y landed on fop of a 5@/&&5&@.

Loa&inj to the left there was dart and red lava f/owénj like a deathly river
and charred blact clouds f/acu‘énj across the scarlet sty. To the right, the
Jg was azure with f/uff/ white clouds, vibrant rainbows did loop the loops
n the Jé/ and a mr[e(‘j of animals danced on HLeJr‘MJ‘.

”/(//LJ are fou here?" The cat purred

Iu her confuim She fumped and spun round, cwénj her to wobble over the
ea{ﬂe and drop a few inches down onto a pile of racnbow /L@. Dazed, she
jazed up and Jhu'o'nj bact at her where two jo'am‘ amber gges.

"Where is here MJWM.? Ta/éénj,.. cat?l” @eem’ea( the Jc’r/.

2

“The /\/glu‘ Lands, of course = any dreams or n@k»‘wei have fo «,70
Somewhere - where a(oJau thint all those random F/Léuji end up?

“Well, how do I leave?"
UMF follow me.” Assured the cat

Heading towards a jo’m:‘ rainbow mountain, a Mo’no’nj cyﬁa/ ca/@/u‘ her
iye. "ZZep it a5 a Souvenir” the cat purred and she happdly slipped it into
er poctet.

As they reached the summit the cat said "fao e" and naM&nj ts head
Sigun led. for the jér‘/ to step off into a 51'@/# orange and, Je//aw portal. As
She stepped chglt, the cy&he/ slipped out of her poctet, the cat e)cpemf/j
Céut?/lf ot in cts mouth M{(/Wed after her iuto the Jw[r/énj jm‘ew@.

With a start she awoke in her room, eve[jf/ténj appeared as Hw@k o was
d'uf as She had never /ef/—.

She wandered over to the window, down on the sun—scorched grass below was
a small rainbow c;].rfa/. A h’g pointed cat fa,ce poted out //Zm Some bushes,
before it slunt s emi/] cnto the shadows.

Judge’s Comment:

This is a well told tale, with such fabulous imagery. | was particularly
impressed with the mysterious ending. Well done Hannah!



Stanley Naylor
Oldfield Brow

An old, crooked witch sat at a mc%ng/u‘ blact cauldron 50&/&@ up a Ty‘rt‘e(r/
potion reagy to brutally murder another innocent hero. The witch's house
was at the bottom of a m//fy with a dwq 5% lake encireled by mud.
Juromd&nj the lake were Jujm;‘w rees with dart crooted branches.

Bact in her evil lair, the witch sat on her hard, uncomfortable wooden stool
picting her ugly wart and scratching her dpy, divty and wrintled scalp
pondering her next victim. Laoéo’nd through her special blue and milly white
c(ryyﬁt/ all, ﬂwes swirled in fmm‘ of her evil gges. Then she foww( her
perfect victim...

4ffer vmfclténj HLeJoLULj handsome hero far a while, she reagnd;ed him. It
was the very person who had made her a witch mw‘/ ( years before. Affer'
po»wéerénj what to do she decided o 90 cuto her old M@ cupboard to find
her Jt‘ro»ge;% /Ml:#tj potion. 4;4%/‘ a decade of elints and clants, 5de‘ and
crashes she ﬁ'&m{/j found it She turned around. and walted bact to her
cauldron and slowly poured the yellow /iiu% in. She also put a loctet of
the hero's hair o'nzoj the /a¢u,w6 ut rather than 5@55/&4&7 and fo’zzénj no/'/ténj
happened.! In a state of panic, She whipped out her new Phoue 14, ?a%/ed
Clwﬁfp‘fwt asted the AL how to create the J‘fro@e‘s‘f /m‘o’nj potion ever
created - she then set about mdonj the recipe. When she had fma/{/j
ﬁ'nclr/tea(, She poured F/Le(je//ow /@M into the cauldron and this time ot did
bubble and f&zz which made her smile, J/wwénj juu'/eﬂé, brown feeth.

Affer‘ a lon W She sat bact, rested her head and in the blink of an gse
She was aJZe/o, Iu her dream she remembered how she had fallen in love
with the hero, Alexander, but she didn't realise that he had also loved her.
In desperation she had used witcheraft to make him fall in love with her,
but her evil bactfired and accidently turned her into an old, wmﬁné/j, mu"f/
witch. She was swapped. out of her peaceful sleep because her special powers
meant that she could smell Alexander a/yproac/dnj.dwr‘ as she was full
awake the door burst open, and Alexander strode in.y Tust as his bact Foot
was across the threshold the door slammed shut with a loud boom.

#

The hero shoot his head and looked around, the room dazed. Then the witch
said, "I /ovea(Jou, but because ofJoa, L am a witch!"

“Who areJau,.? " the hero replied.

"T am Florence. I /aveﬂ(Jou and uSed mycc t‘ojwur‘eedow love. Now I

am forever' cursed.”

T /ovea(Jou, foo. /(/ftj MJGM. not tell me? I am sorry fafJoM cursed /o’fe,
Zforyévejau,..,"
The witch's 50@ started to twitch and jert and WMeu(/j She was a modern,

5emh’fu/ Woman again. But affer all Fhis hassle cnstead af /én'nj with the
hero Alexander she decided to be Jo’nﬁ/e. Léfe & easier that w@/

1st tier Judge’s comment:

A fabulous story, with excellent characterisation. It is so well-structured
and it moves effortlessly across different time frames. Well done!
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Erin Woods
St Joseph’s

As our mo%n@ltf—é/acé car rolled down the country lane, I sprang up i

w Seat and pressed ny nose oyu’u:f the ‘j/aJJ‘. e turned and a thatched

cot‘r‘z@e appeared. Swallows were neJt‘énj n Fhe crevices af the wall, Mﬁ'nj
Adown to bathe in the abandoned birdbath. A f@m‘e dressed in a whirlwind
af scarves and shawls, 5MJ/€J and brooches was Jv‘maa’nj on a ladder with
missing Steps.

"frauw(ma.’ "I cried, as I leapt out of the car. ?/‘MW elimbed - no,
f/oafeaé ~down. "The roaf never J:‘@J ﬁ'xed for /o@, t's becanse wy
pah’au-"

Dad gave her a loot.
"Potions?" I asted, &u‘r@ueaﬂ.

"Or/a,,(jau,'ve grown a foo:‘ since I last saw Jou../ ! ?rmm remarted,
/Mf;‘énj me. Bema’nj, She herded us inside.

Spiders seuttled along the wooden floor, whilst prisoner flies struggled
ainst the cobwebs. An oak broom leaned against a pewter cooéénj pot as a
ire blazed in a corner, feasting on coal. Clara the cat was curled up on the
hearth rug, cm‘c/ulnj the iuferno's warmth.

"Orla, it's time for bed, I have business with ?rmm, " Dad ordered.
"But." T 5{74%
“No buts.”

"Fine" I er/)/eﬂé, ra//énj gges. frmguéi// I ascended the crea,g
staircase and, climbed into bed. I pulled out a battered book and 5%7&1}1 fo

read. But it had been a /o@ W I ;‘owwé M‘re/f feawa'nj the same Sentence
agm, reawa'nj the same Sentence agm reaa(énﬁ the same Sentence aﬁm

Cauldrons..
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Jpe//J...
Broomsticts..

I wote up, palms thick with sweat and o heart pomﬂnj @MJ;‘ wy
ro’éc@e.

"“Don't be Jo’(/j, Orla," I told MJ‘e/f, “Wetches don't exist”

But I couldn't stop the cold fee/énj of dread that slithered up o Spine. I
wmped out af bed and drew back the lavender curtains, jaJpén n horror.
The swallows had turned into bats - no, vampires. Roses were Venus f(/jh‘a/ﬁ;
the c/LerU blossom tree was crooted and wrinkled with age. What was
/La/J/JeninJ? L@/quéuj 7@[66, a bat landed on »7(7 fro’z@ hair and far a split
second that was it a bat on s head. Sudden ly it took off, seraping my stin:
blood oozed out- T Jw@ea(; evey»%énj went fuzﬁ...

The room went dark.
"Orla?"
”ﬂ/de uﬁ/"

S/or;/j, Zfor'ceﬂé one ?e open. The other gse Aecided to fa//ow. Where was 17
Shelves upon Shelves lined the room, /w/aéénd comf/e;{/'am and bools.

”qrauw(nwt.? !
y es? Oltdou'r‘e awake!”

She was dressed in black, with pocuted hat and a f/awénj cape. One
thousand 7@5:‘5045 Swam t‘/Lro@/L wyf brain, but the one I chose to ast was:
"What are  fou eaﬂ'nj 7"

I’L@M&red dr@an lver. Deadl. pocsonous except when spread on foast. " She
chewed F/Lo@/u‘fu{/j, M(a&,nj '%eed‘r more maouéer‘(ry."

”4reJou, a witeh?" I asted. "Does Dad bnow?"
ye‘r to both."



"Am I a witch too? Can I Ao Wgéc?” /lagw the word fo’zzeaﬁ on myf Fo@ue.
yed‘. Or/adau, are a witeh," she replied.
“Yagic! When can I start?"

?ram(rm smiled, a sunshine ray that lit up the world: “Now!"

1st tier Judge’s comment:

What a lovely story to read. The use of vocabulary in the first paragraph
immediately had me hooked, and the use of dialogue to build up the
character and plot was fantastic. Well done Erin!

2nd tier Judge’s comment:

I loved reading this story! It is beautifully crafted and the use of
vocabulary to paint a picture with words is exceptional. Erin, you are a
rare talent!



Lyla Thompson
Seymour Park

Muff/eﬂ(, and, imt‘ the r‘a/éiug trees whispered fo one another, their branches
iuterlinting as if holding hands. The rivers juJ/LeaC @M'nh‘ the Jreau‘
boulders ZZJJ&(e them. Iuside of the one and only cotfage in the enchanted
forest was the lonely witchg “Jade Calpso. Unlike other w&r‘c/LeJJMCe was
Song and had soft, /@/u‘ rown Stin instead af pug green. Wer nose wasn't
hooted or wu(:‘/, but a cute button and her hair was cu(/j and the colour of
chocolate.

Despite 5eénj a wér‘clt(jawée had gou?e the job that sou wouldn't suspect.
She made dreams. These dreams, ouce mw&/ would be delivered ade's
friendly familiars, her trusted animal allies, sort of [be her pets. They were
ke a mg[ca,/ postal service and the best F/LMJ [Jdau% never expect that
cat iu the street, or the pigeon from the park fo be the one who delivers your
Areams.

It was 5“’{/% Aust when all of “Jade's familiars jmééea( one dream each
from her cauldron (which was Tt up by the j/awénj /@U of the lanterns

hung above ). Some dreams were held in beaks, pouches, claws, paws and
ans. Sefh'nj off into the amber and coral-pint sties, /eawdnj 5e/u,'nUM(e s
enchanted co#aje for Jef another n@lt/; her fm&/éam went eve%w/wre, the
cats to 5@/4/4%, the raccoons to /Vewaré, the frg; leaped to Brazil and
the rest of the creatures, like beavers, owls and, jecéod‘ set off over the seven
seas and to every corner of the world.

Iu Loudon, where the 5th‘/ng Streets were fu// ofé people, even in the
evening, the blact cats and pegeons Jwéf{/f slid into Fhe houses, through open
windows, chimneys and doors. The j/owénj essence of the dreams would drift
over to the children (who were tucked away in their cogy beds) /@U&Lj up
their faces with a colourful 5/@/&%5; as t%g/ Smiled wau"m(//.

Each ng/u‘, 00dness tnows how, the  foung witche's ﬁu"(/ feau%e(/, J‘Ca,(//
and sli /er;'eu(; would visct India, Poland, South Africa, eve(/wltere untcl
every ehild had a dream. /HUW 's mission of con MMJ up a pot full of
potions each ng/u‘ became more of a /Lobé/ then a C)L{/'e to HLeJo«J‘LJ witch as
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over time, her love for' Méénj Areams grew.

And when another dream af hers was delivered, another tree grew w Jade's
forejt‘. Some Stumpy, Some Jnau"/  Some tall and some serawnd, tre ly Aidn't
wmatter, a free would pop out af{ke " fareJ‘t‘ jromd and emerge into the
Jé]‘ And another tree meant another tale to be told, another conversation to
be had ma@h‘ the fa,/éénj frees of the forest and another one of “Jade’s
m@niﬁ'cem‘ Areams to be remembered.

So next h’meJau have a dream, rememz')eUMCe Ca/z}m‘o, the Dreawm Witch
and remember the free that is growin r@lul then and there, re to tell the
Aream She has wade. Remember the /ZZ% or the Jiujrre/, the owl or the fa)c
who delirered ot to fou and remember to be thantful it wasn't a ngﬁwe
from the /Vg/u‘we Wizard..

1st tier Judge’s comment:

What a fabulous tale. | really enjoyed your ‘myth-like’ style of writing.
You have created pictures in my mind and genuinely entertained me
with this story. Thank you!
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Roddy Baty
Bowdon

1786
A/@Hénja,/e MMJ[M, ﬁmy/wméa, Romania

It was a a(reaw{ﬁc{_/y Jfomg n@/Lﬁ Flash! Crash! The rain was mJ/Ldnj lcte
rivers down the r‘oof.

It was the n@/u‘ of the annual masted ball at the A/Eg/t/'injde mansion, which
was jrauwt et J‘/Joog, Surrounded éj creepd, /oomdnj trees. All the Lords and
Ladies of the town were there, /oobﬁnj e/@auu‘ n thedr ex/'mw:ﬁawf jowmem‘d‘
and masts, but t%g/ Aid ot tnow the terror that would come that ng/u‘,

The first dance had just finished. But then Jaw(den(/j - the lights went
out. "Ahhhhh!" screamed Lord Oérov;f(%/ Zadet. Peaple were confused. A
man Struct a match and (it some candles to clluminate the room. @ the
f/écéerénj candlelight, they peered down to see their fmg/ clothes were
stained red with Liuwﬁ that dripped down. Lord Zadet was (/jm‘j on the
Jrawwé with a 5/00{7 af‘jem‘ tnife in his bact.

Lord Velté Kalhotty exclaimed "There is an imposter ma@m‘ ws" e
harted. the noise of iron chains rattling. As he peered up, he saw the
qué/&uj a,/reou(y /L@e chandelier was Jeh‘énj 5&jer and 5@3&” - it was
collapsing on him! Auother one dead.

MMJ af the juesﬁr decided to leave frwgénj out the door. ng f/wag/tf
thedr lives mattered more than a ball. But some did not have any common
Sense and nyed fo iLU and, detect the tiller.

L Amanda ﬁwené&fowi went downstairs to jet‘ herself a stff alcoholic
Arink to calm her ferréfo’eﬂ( nerves, but when She L70/’ there, she saw a hooded
man Sat on a barrel. That was the last thing she ever saw and the last time
She was ever seen. Vler screams could be heard from the next n’//age./

By wow there were an(// five people left in the ballroom, huddled t‘czjer‘/ter n
the centre of the room, c/énjénj to each other and J/Lwéénj with feau". nfy

52

Aidn't even bnow who t%(e] were with, because thecr fmce; were covered,
their jewel-coated masts. [ Aunastasia Debil's lips trembled as she
exc/&jimea( “but. but-but the tiller must be among us!” 6ve(ryone sprang
bact in surprise as F/Lg realised that v%g/ /Laakéjuf been cuM/énj a

MURDERER!

Cries of "5 not me” "I'm not a biller” "I am a Jooat perJon" fé//ea( the room.
Then all f&ve féujem‘ raised up and were pointed to other people Jcrem&nj

"IT. //%STB@O&U " 7715/ all ran angy o a&ifferenf Airections of the
jénormou penf@on—d‘/mped ballroom and hid cowero’nj n the corners.

B44/¢/ B/M/?/ B/M/Q/ B/M/q/ Four /ou(jmd‘/wh‘ ricocheted off the
walls. The smell of smote and, jw/tpowa(er filled the room. THAD! THUD!
THUAD! THUD! Four bodies collapsed to the ﬁromd, Five had become one.
Aud that one was the Ecller.

e strolled out af the room caJm{//, rippin off his mast as he walbed. "Too
ea(fj" he muttered to Mma‘e/f, “too ea(r/", /t:z% with that he was gone.

The End S/ee/a 7—@/1»‘

1st tier Judge’s comment:

My goodness! What an eerie and atmospheric tale. Your vocabulary
is so well chosen and mature, your imagery is fabulous. This is an
amazing piece of writing amd you should be very proud.
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