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Introduction

Hello readers, and welcome to the fourth 
edition of Tring Writes magazine. The 
theme for this term is Futures. There are 
many different types of work in this 
edition with great submissions from 
many ages at Tring School. The editors 
of this magazine have been working 
hard picking many different types of work 
within the theme of the future. In this 
booklet, there is a mix of approximately 
500 word stories to poems and fact files 
about things in the future. Enjoy! The 
Editors 📝📚
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When the happenings of life occasion 
That unfortunate necessity of the human experience - grief -

No words may offer half the benefit as
the profundity of a 
moment’s silence.

Nor may condolences, earnest though they might be in 
provenance,
Give half the opportunity for healing
as the passing of the clock;
and the incessant march of time.

But consolation should be found
In the promise of the future:

For the term is not far hence in which,
Though harried by the hurt,
We’ll find ourselves in happy meeting with the friends we’ve lost;
and ones we’ve loved.

And ‘neath the golden gates above, 
that we glimpsed from afar,
the affliction will be lifted,
as though from shoulders strained by weight,

And the pain will be forgotten,
 as if a raindrop on a window,
In the coming of the Sun.

Genaro Marramarco - Year  13



The Future of our World
The world has changed over many years,
From achievements to wars and many fears,
The world has had its ups and downs.
Yet in joyous times some still wear their frown.
In the future, in generations to come,
There will be wars in our world, just some 
And henceforth there is a cause,
But the cause only brings more battle and flaws,
So why bother fighting our comrades, 
I for one think wars should be caged, 
As they only make us, us living on this precious world, 
enraged.

Matthew Gee - Year 7



Time travel
Dear Diary,
I have travelled in time from the 1900s to 2019, but now I am 
trapped cannot seem to go back home. It is very different here and 
I am still adapting to modern day technology. I arrived here about 
15 days ago, and landed in a big performing arts school. The 
teachers mistook my old clothes as a costume and forced my 
performance with a boy named Tony. They wanted me to show 
them my skill set and then they would determine if I was good 
enough for the school. They liked my performance and granted my 
entry.

I am still getting used to the fact that you sleep in same 
room with another person called a roommate. I share a room with 
this kind, intelligent girl called Liza. She accompanied me on an 
extensive tour of the school earlier and explained how modern life 
functioned. Desperate for help and a friend, I told her how I got 
here and at first she didn’t believe me, and then she said that she 
will tell no one, and that she will support my task of getting back to 
1924.
I have made so many additional friends already and they have 
aided me on my journey also. I am even friendly with Tony. I have 
discovered lots of new technology, even these rectangular 
machines which can take pictures with just one click. Liza let me 
“borrow” her sister’s; apparently they are called phones.
I am enjoying my time in the 21st century and I am even reluctant 
to return to 1900 because this is so fun. But there is a family sized 
hole in my heart, and I want to go home and see them - it is my 
brother’s eighteenth birthday today, and I am missing it. 
Hope to see you again soon,
Holly

Holly Goodman - Year 7



No one here speaks English and so they need us to help. I’ve 
never taught English before, especially to people who don’t inhabit 
planet Earth. It’s always dark and grey here and at night only the 
starlight guides you. The remnants of humanity had to move to 
Mars because Earth is too corrosive now. Some went to the moon 
and we don’t know what happened to the others. As soon my boot 
touched orange sand I glimpsed a small grey creature and I was 
uncertain as to what it was. At first I believed it was a man in one 
of our oxygen suits but as I got closer I realized it was not one of 
us. 
       I was observing this thing for a few minutes before it’s head 
turned toward me. As soon as it saw me standing there is muttered 
something and scuttled away into a cubby hole. Startled, I went 
back to the rest of the survivors and told them what I had seen. 
They didn’t believe me at first until another glimpsed a creature as 
well. Now the minority believe us and think it was an alien lifeform 
we saw, some of them are interrogating me inexorably. Meanwhile, 
I was sure they were talking gibberish until this event occurred.
      Whilst me and a few other people were exploring our new 
home planet, I encountered another one of these mysterious 
creatures. This time it let me get a little closer and as I was edging 
towards it I remembered some movies and documentaries saying 
how they might have discovered aliens on Mars.Why would they 
let us live on  this planet if it was the case? Did they know for 
certain that there were extraterrestrials here, and were possibly 
putting us in danger deliberately? I thought about this all night and 
I came to the conclusion that it was an alien; instead of being 
scared of it we should try and communicate with it, if possible. 



Dawn came and we all wanted to find out more about these 
creatures, and so we went off to try and find one. It wasn’t that
difficult and we found quite a few of them within a mile radius of
camp. We figured we could try and get them to talk and, 
surprisingly,  it worked! However we didn’t understand 
anything of what these creatures were saying. We were in a 
confused state of not knowing what to do with these aliens. 
Would we let them live in peace or try and co-exist with them 
on Mars? 
Today we decided to live with these creatures and gradually 
teach them English then we can get them to talk and maybe
they can help us figure out why Earth has combusted. We 
have slowly started to understand them and they even taught
us some of their language. We are getting closer to discovering
more about the Earth’s radioactive atmosphere. They have
told us that it could’ve been to do with plastic pollution. We also 
now know that the government did know there was life here
and they purposely landed us here, knowing our safety was in
jeopardy. Does that mean they were forcefully killing our 
planet?

Sadie Messenger - Year 7 



When I grow up and get an English degree I could become;

An Astronaut, yes an astronaut flying through space! Wait, I could be 
sucked into a black hole, that’s too dangerous for me! Where else will 
my path lead me?

Post Office Customer Service Assistant; yes! a Post Office Customer 
Service assistant. Wait, I could be posted off somewhere far from home 
to work; no that’s too far for me. Let me look, let me see.

A receptionist, yes a receptionist at the swimming pool. Wait, I wouldn’t 
stay on as I can’t even swim. What other jobs will take me in?

A typist, yes a typist, typing to my heart’s content. Wait, I’m not good at 
spelling. Should I look again?

A librarian, yes a librarian at the local library. Wait, I heard that the 
library company nearly folded.  I’m going to go somewhere, may my 
new job be fine and fair.

An English Teacher, yes an English Teacher in secondary school. All the 
kids could think I’m super cool! Soon I should rule the school. Wait I 
shouldn’t be rushing to conclusions so quick, but I really think I will Fit.

I’ve done the past, completing the present and looking forward onto my 
future.

Amy Playle - Year 7



Dear diary,
Today I woke, open-minded and ready for a new start. 
Becoming a veterinary physiotherapist is a big leap for me; I 
don't want to let my new boss down. Slipping on my freshly 
bought outfit, I knew nothing was going to stop me. After all, 
my dream had just become reality. Next, I had to pack my bag 
with my day’s essentials: hand sanitiser, my computer, my 
computer cleaner, my lunch and a drink, a first aid kit and my 
beginner's guide. I was ready to go.

 The sun peeped through the fluffy clouds as I 
opened up my front door. The whistle of the birds, the rustle of 
the leaves and even the fresh air lightened my mood. This 
summer was going to be fun, if long and warm. Working at a 
zoo was going to mean lots of noise. The thought of a mixture 
of children's giggles and animals’ calls prepared me for a 
blasting headache, but I knew it was worth it.

As I got in my car, the nerves started to kick in. With 
butterflies in my stomach and my shaking knees, I started the 
engine. 

Driving along the road, the tarmac felt as if it would 
go on forever. I started to think about all the bad things that 
could possibly happen. What if …… what if an animal attacks 
me! What if I force them to endure more agony? What if they 
just don’t get better? Will it all be my fault?



I arrived at work, fiddling with my brand new lanyard. I walked 
in to see all the animals’ cute, little, furry faces staring at me 
with their beady eyes. ‘Look how far I have come,’ I thought to 
myself, ‘I will be in charge of making sure, once they have had 
surgery, the animals get back to full potential. That’s a big job!’ 
These animals’ futures are in my hands.

The rest of the day was all about me meeting the animals and 
figuring out where the equipment was kept. My worries started 
to disappear as I found out I would have an assistant for the 
next four weeks. This job is awesome!

Towards the end, I was feeling confident and I got to see a 
physio session in action. All of the animals are adorable, from 
the meerkat to the giraffe, the lemur to the elephant; all unique 
in their own special way.

As I left my first day, I no longer felt aching butterflies within 
me. I drove home, satisfied. Perfectly at peace with today’s 
achievements. I arrived home and decided I would cook for 
once. A lovely roast dinner to finish my day was well deserved.

Mia-Mae Sandle - Year 7



2109. Was everything over? Was I in hell? The smell of 
death and destruction reeked through the atmosphere. 
Humanity had gained victory over the race of aliens that 
were overriding our Earth. I remembered the battle where 
we emerged victorious - but how come it feels like I lost? 
Heart beating rapidly in my chest like a djembe drum, my 
hands shook; both were covered in my family’s blood. 
They were gone. My friends were dead. Everyone had left 
me; corpses on the concrete and the limp aliens leaking 
fluid. And yet somehow, I alone survived. But was it really 
worth surviving just to share my life with nobody? I had no 
clue. What could I do? I felt like my heart had been torn out 
of my chest. My soul was with my family and friends in 
Heaven - should I just join it and meet my maker? 
   I straightened up, my energy drained. My head was 
spinning from the searing agony in my foot and the 
shellshock. Wincing, I called out hoarsely for help. But to 
no avail, no one was there. I was surrounded by pale white  
bones, rotting flesh and unrecognizable bodies. A thick 
stream of scarlet red was cascading from the wound on my 
leg. I couldn’t walk. 
     I couldn't do anything. What was my purpose on Earth? 
Was it to get out of the battlefield, to get a degree in 
English and become a digital teacher just like everyone 
else?



Or was it my destiny to be different and to be have an 
impact on this Earth? 
To be one of the few people who actually succeeded, yet 
alone survived, who made a difference? 
Whatever my fate held, it had let go. It wouldn’t  happen 
because there was no one on this Earth; no one to help me 
and no body to make it happen.
    An ear-piercing, high-pitched scream comes beneath a 
large rock. I step back slowly. Stumbling as I go. 
‘He-Help…’ a high-pitched voice says.
I am not alone. Someone is here. I lift up the large rock 
placed on top of this young boy. His face has endless 
scars on it. But he is breathing, he is alive and I am not 
alone. He reaches his arm out asking for me to pull him up 
but I have no strength left in me. I have nothing but 
tiredness. I force myself to save this boy and reach out my 
arm and help him. He stands up and he hugs me. I feel so 
alive. Who knew human interaction is so rewarding? 
     A loud bang comes from the sky and I look up, shivering 
in fear. The aliens are back. I fall to the floor and 
everything goes black.

Isabelle Thomas - Year 8



Another theory I have is that (like the Hunger Games) 
there will be a part of the world where all rich people 
and celebrities live. I don’t think they will have a fight to 
the death with people though, as that is way too far. 
There will also be one main leader that is extremely 
wealthy, arrogant,lazy,short and fat. He will have grey 
hair but he will dye it an extreme colour of blonde.

There will also be a middle class section who will have 
sustainable housing and everyone is welcome there. 
You could say this is where the normal people live. As 
all the dangerous people are in the poor place and all 
the arrogant people in the rich land.

Overall everyone will be under surveillance by the rich 
people as they keep trying to rebel. But the poor people 
will never conquer over them.
 
Here are some reasons how the world will end: Global 
warming and sea levels rising, AI taking over and 
controlling us and another species that we do not know 
about will be stronger than us and the human race will 
be wiped out completely……

Tom Goodliffe- Year 8



Story based on Mr Woodward's speech about the implications of 
robots in the workforce and a state run system

The man and The Schedule.

6:03am - The daily messages from his device had started 
reading themselves off three minutes ago and the man in the 
bed had just began to stir. He was currently in the liminal space 
between sleep and reality, lying with eyes shut, adjusting himself 
once again back to the real world. 

The messages played in the background - something 
about a silver coronation alongside the usual government 
messages that were now so familiar. After approximately 4 
minutes of lying in bed, the man pulled the cover away from his 
chest and slid his legs out onto the stained carpet below. He sat 
there for a moment, staring at nothing in particular, once again 
acclimatising to the world he was forced to enter so regularly.
 He felt a slight pain in his lower back and another in 
his calf. After noting these aches and assigning them to old age 
he stood and performed his usual morning routine - proceeds as 
follows: Use toilet, splash face in sink, brush teeth, clock in on 
device, pick up trousers and put them on, take the shirt from 
drawer and put it on, drink half a glass of water with two 
painkillers and leave.

The man always took pride in the shortcuts he took in 
life, one such trick was clocking in for work 9 minutes early to 
gain an extra 4.5 credits. While it did mean he had to sacrifice 
breakfast to get to work on time after clocking in, he rationalised 
it with the painkillers which not only subdued the pain of hunger, 
but also saved him roughly 70 credits each morning, not 
needing to buy breakfast.



If he clocked in 10 minutes before his shift it was 
flagged and he would be docked 15 credits, but anything lower? 
Free game. Now you may question the man, why not just wake 
up earlier for both? The thought simply hadn’t occurred to him; 
for he never questioned the schedule. 

Like clockwork the man left his house at 6:13, he 
walked down the same path he always walked. How long had he 
done this for now? How many times had he seen this exact view, 
this exact same picture? He realised couldn’t remember. Funnily 
enough, today's view differed from the norm as a light fog had 
settled overnight, ever so slightly reducing his vision further than 
the usual city smoke and pollution did, but the man did not 
realise this change.

769 steps later, the man, amongst 200 others that 
were also starting their shift filed through the buildings gateway. 
He read the slogan above his head, although there wasn’t much 
point for he had memorised it years ago. Never changing. Never 
moving. Never faltering. 

The wrought iron banner with copper lined writing 
stared down at the workers as they filtered in: “Work today, thrive 
tomorrow”. The words went through every worker as they 
entered but only for some did tomorrow actually ever arrive. 

He wasn’t needed at work anymore, none of the 
workers were. All replaced by machines - more precise, no 
margin for error, no need to designate breaks, no sense of day, 
night or time. The government had at first designated an average 
living wage based on standardised intelligence tests to simulate 
life before but this didn’t work. People need a purpose - a goal, 
something to strive for, and since the dawn of humanity this had 
always been money. Remove the goal and people become lost. 
Riots broke out, drug usage increased tenfold.



The permanent divide in wealth created the biggest 
class split for 1000s of years, the only way for people to up 
their budget was crime. Top 10%ers’ became targets for 
robberies and murders, forced into barricading themselves 
away from society, losing their need for money. 

And so, the government created a working plan, 
mundane meaningless tasks that each person had to carry out 
to receive credit. So the people worked again. This was of no 
concern to the man however - he completed his assigned work 
every day without question, pacifying himself with his small 
victories. 

He knew his work was meaningless, added nothing 
to society, affected no one but he was alright with that.
Wasn't he? 

It had been so long since he had thought about his 
purpose that he had forgotten he was supposed to have one. 
He sat there, just for a moment, mulling the question through 
his mind. 

However as always when a troubling question 
crossed his conscience, he just cast it aside and returned to his 
work. 

After all, it wasn’t on his schedule.

Tom Middleton - Year 13



It is over, yet I am not happy or relieved with our win. The war has taken 
me from my whole family, my whole kingdom, in fact it has almost 
ended the world. Valian, Lily and I now stand the last of the human 
race. I kneel on the arid sand, my blood boiling with fury and anxiety. 
What next? What do we do now? 

I gaze into the forest next to us. Is that where we go? Do we 
brave the dangers that are hidden in the forbidding darkness, behind 
each towering tree? The shadows seem to snigger at me and an 
unnerving, eerie silence seems to linger through the darkness. An icy 
shiver runs down my spine as I feel a damp wind and taste a salty 
bitterness coming from inside as if daring me to enter. My apprehension 
takes over my body and a throbbing fear grips me.

Lily comes over to me, pulling me from my thoughts, and 
says in a hoarse voice “we are right, the enemy has been defeated.”

I look up at her slowly and get to feet, dizzy from the searing 
pain in my leg and I wince. Lily asks me if I am okay and I tell her I am, 
but it was a lie, I am not fine, none of us are. We say nothing but we are 
all thinking the same thing:  the uncertainty ahead and the danger that 
has happened. 

“And are we the last…” I gulp before continuing “are we the 
last of us?”

Yes,” she whispers. 
I hadn’t quite understood how bad the situation was until now and the 
scream that had been threatening desired to be free but my throat was 
dry with shock, I opened my mouth and no sound came. I gain my 
composure to look over my shoulder and see Valian with his back 
turned to me, sulking on the sand. I limp over to him and sit beside him.  
We sit in silence pondering on what to do next. Valian breaks the 
silence, “We might as well join them, everyone is dead.”

Taryn Schofield - Year 8



Our Future:

2220. Topaz was abruptly woken by the pounding in her ears. 
The alarm. Heart rising to deep in her throat, her body rigid on 
her hard mattress, frozen with terror. Then, she thought of her 
sister’s words, ‘This will be the end of the world. Survive for 
me, Topaz.’ The realisation came to her and she stumbled 
blindly over to her desk, motivated solely by the will to live. 
She fumbled with the drawer and ripped the gas mask out. Her 
hands were shaking but she had to get this on, she had to 
survive. For Serenity? Of course, if that was her last wish - 
however foolish - she had to grant it, she had to live for her. 
Blundering down the staircase, she took the cold concrete 
platforms four at a time until she finally broke open the doors 
and was out. She gasped as the heat encapsulated her. The 
gas burned her eyes and her vision was obscured; Topaz 
staggered forward but couldn’t make out anything else out 
apart from vague shapes of three barren apartment blocks 
surrounding her - as if they were in another world. But they 
were in her world that would soon be bleak and destroyed. The 
gas and its vile smell breached her gas mask and found her 
throat, she began to cough, “Oh, hell.” She muttered under her 
breath, her voice no more than a whisper. 
Feebly inching forward, wheezing and hacking up her own 
blood as she did so, she saw the figure of a guard - finally. 
The blurred object hanging off its genderless back was what 
        



she knew as a shotgun, and it unsettled and mildly terrified 
her. Despite its fatal bullets Topaz rushed to the guard - its 
visor and dead expression still unnerving her after all these 
years. It grabbed her hand with an unbreakable grip and 
placed something in her palm, something soggy yet solid. 
Breaking free of his grasp, she brought it up to face and 
revealed a nutrient block; ‘Perfect, the last meal I eat before I 
die is made of medicine dirt.’ Even so, she consumed it 
ravenously and felt her vision clear, the pressure on her throat 
relieve. Before she could properly get her mind processing, 
Topaz felt hands on her back and she tried to resist them for 
fear of her life, but before she could Topaz was thrown into the 
fifth carriage of the train, the doors slamming shut behind her. 
      She was safe. One of the last survivors of earth, yet a 
thought struck her, ‘What about the others?’ Scrambling to her 
feet, she stared down through the window at the families who 
didn’t make it. They stood there, hearts broken, gas masks on 
and clutching their children tight, sobbing with a desperation 
Topaz had never seen the likes of before. A baby’s hand 
reached out toward the window, as if he knew what was 
happening. They would die out there, and what would she live 
for? She owned no life, no position in society except her 
mundane journalism. God, she had no family! She didn’t 
deserve this, didn’t deserve her own safety. 
Her tired arms hammered against the aluminum doors but she 
couldn’t escape, couldn’t save the others.



Safe - God how she hated that word! Safe at another’s price, 
always. God, she should’ve died with her sister. Her body 
slumped to the floor, her head resting against the doors as the 
train began to move. ‘Heavens above, Serenity, what have I 
done? I am safe and children, even infants will die because of 
it. I am safe when families face agonising death! I do not 
deserve this. Hell, I don’t even deserve the memory of you!’  
Tears ran down her face yet she reasserted her mind. ‘Please, 
Serenity, ask the Lord for my release. Free me of this realm, of 
this suffering. I beg of you, please; let me go.’ She prayed for 
as long as she could without exhausting her thoughts, and 
after only god knows how long, her head pivoted to face her 
fellow survivors. Cheeks wet and eyes blurred with tears, she 
could only make out the few within a few yards of her. Children 
observed her with terrified eyes, mothers weeping as they 
watched their home grow further and further away. Another 
tear rolled over her dust-covered features.  
She had known that the Earth would combust in the near 
future, it was why she never had children, no matter what love 
it cost her - Topaz would not let them live in fear, not like 
herself. Yet even after she accepted the fate of her planet and 
her life, Topaz’s hope was not diminished. Speech after 
speech was given by the President, about how everyone 
would be evacuated to safety at any cost. 



Women and children would be safe, their fathers with them - 
alive. Rumours of a magical train, this train, were spread 
around and people consumed them as if they were clean 
water; a train where everyone would be safe from the gas, a 
huge train where they would live with their family and friends in 
comfort no matter their status. A train big enough for billions 
they had said. She glanced at the space around her - no 
bigger than three meters wide, no more than five thousand 
people inside. So much for rumours.

Alice Garton - Year 8



Future of Women
When I’m older I want to be an engineer. More than 
anything else. The world’s best female engineer. I want to 
build cars and watch someone race them around a track. I 
want to build a car better than the Bugatti better than Tesla 
and better than the Lamborghini. I want to be a better 
engineer than Ettore Bugatti or Ferruccio Lamborghini. I 
want to be better than Dorothy Pullinger. 

In the future I think that our cars will run on fuel, we may 
transition to using electric or fuel-cell vehicles. But 
producing electricity can create pollutants if we don’t use 
renewable sources like solar or wind power. I think that in 
the future that we should all try to use natural gas because it 
is the cleanest fossil fuel. 

In the future, I want to formulate a car like Dorothy Pullinger. 
Dorothy was born in France in January 1894. Her father was 
the car designer Thomas Pullinger. The family moved to the 
UK and Dorothy was educated in Loughborough. By 1910, 
she was keen to follow in her father's footsteps and started 
work as a draughtswoman at the Paisley works of 
Arrol-Johnston, a car organisation where her father served 
as manager. 

https://www.bbc.co.uk/news/uk-scotland-35414177


 In 1914, Dorothy applied to join the Institution of Automobile 
Engineers. She was refused, on the grounds that "the word 
person means a man and not a woman". World War One 
gave her an opportunity. Dorothy was put in charge of 
female munitions workers at Barrow-in-Furness in Cumbria, 
producing bombs for the front line. Eventually, she was 
responsible for an estimated 7,000 workers. After the 
conflict, she was finally accepted to the automobile 
institution as to its first female member and was awarded an 
MBE for her war work. By the 1920s, Dorothy was back to 
Scotland and to cars. She became manager of the Galloway 
Motors, a subsidiary of Arrol-Johnston, at its factory in 
Tongland, near Kirkcudbright.

In the future, I want to be like Dorothy Pullinger. I want to 
prove that women can build better cars and prove that we 
are better than men; like how the founders of the Tesla are 
all men Elon Musk, JB Straubel, Martin Eberhard, Marc 
Tarpenning and Ian Wright. I feel like one day I will prove 
everyone wrong and build a car better than the Bugatti or 
The Tesla or the Lamborghini.

Emma Shaw - Year 8



What is our future? What does the future hold? Where will the 
future take us? When we think of these questions, we always 
think of the big picture. Are we going to be living with water 
shortages in 2050? Is
Brexit going to ruin our lives? But what do our world leaders 
think? Sometimes it doesn’t seem like they give a second’s 
thought to our world, it’s as though only our generation - my 
generation - see the big picture.
All these people running our countries, running our futures, 
don’t seem to ask themselves these questions. They won’t be 
alive in 2050, they’ll be under the ground. And we’ll be burning 
above it.
I’m fourteen right now, I’ll be forty-five in 2050, I could have 
children, I could have a family. But sometimes I think maybe 
it’d be better if I don’t have children because all we’re doing is 
dooming them to a life run by fear. Run by fear of global 
warming.
‘Climate change goes both ways’ - what is that even meant to 
mean? Does the US President think through what he’s saying? 
Because with the things the US president says, it leads me to 
believe that he does not ask the right questions and does not 
know the correct answers. When something goes wrong, a 
common response from adults is ‘leave it to us’ but where has 
that gotten us now? 



    We’re looking at a future that we don’t even know if we 
have. In 2050, it’s predicted that there will be more plastic in 
the ocean than there is fish. In 2050, we’ll be experiencing 
water shortages and the Amazon rainforest will be almost 
completely gone.
   The Amazon rainforest provides 20% of our oxygen and it is 
one of the world’s largest carbon sinks. That means that it 
takes in the carbon dioxide, stopping it from polluting the air, 
and lets out oxygen. But cutting it down releases all of that 
carbon, allowing it to pollute our air. 25% of known 
cancer-fighting organisms can be found in the Amazon, 
destroying it will only kill off these organisms.
By 2030, we may only have 10% of our forests left all because 
of deforestation.
So now we have a few facts established, how many people are 
aware of this? How many world leaders are aware that they 
are dooming my generation to a world in which we can barely 
live. By the time we come to power, there will be very little we 
can do. We have around 12 years before the world reaches 
‘tipping point’ temperature levels.
There are plenty of things we can do about it, and we are 
trying, but what the government is doing isn’t enough. Yes, we 
are using less plastic, yes we are using more solar energy and 
yes we are planting more trees.
But we aren’t stopping using fossil fuels or stopping looking for 
them.

   



The ice caps are melting, we all know the story: polar bears 
are losing their habitat. But good news, everyone - the ice 
caps melting means more fossil fuels! We can drill into the 
arctic and get a whole bunch of fossil fuels!
And it isn’t like drilling into the ice is going to make them melt 
faster, or worsen everything for the polar bears and other arctic 
animals. What’s even better, is now that the ice caps are 
melting, we can get ships through! We can use diesel-burning 
ships that leave emissions and lots of sulphur behind them in 
the water!
It isn’t like this is going to stop polar bears being able to fish for 
food, definitely not. Actually, it won’t because there are no ice 
caps for the polar bears to live on so they’re just drowning. It’s 
working, guys, I promise, destroying the arctic is for the best.
It looks bad, it looks extremely bad and like we’re not going to 
last much longer on this earth. But if you look hard you can 
find the scientists who are helping. They have researched how 
to help and are acting on it, even if it doesn’t look like the 
government is helping.
In Canada, there is a 2 Billion Tree Programme which in 2019 
has planted over 27 million trees. This is helping to restore the 
carbon sinks which we cut down. By restoring the carbon 
sinks, they can store the carbon which prevents it from getting 
into the air and polluting. This will slow the rate at which 
temperatures rise.



In addition, lots of solar farms have been set up, along with 
wind turbines and these will replace the use of fossil fuels. 
Whilst the process is slow, it is a positive step. We just have to 
grow these methods as well 
and do our part, regardless of people not listening. 

Evangeline Bonham - Year 10



Future

This little room, so perfectly dismal now, held a vibrant sense of 
life once. Now it lies alone, its door locked and closed. But, if 
you were ever to pass this heavy oak door, with its golden brass 
handle and its carved surface, you would just be oh so curious. 
So you would reach for the handle and be surprised how cool 
the metal is beneath your fingertips. With butterflies rising in 
your stomach, you would turn the knob slowly and cautiously, 
flinching as the door creaks and heaves open with effort. 

What is revealed to you next may not be what you would be 
expecting. To your left, you would find a great stained glass 
window, depicting what seems to you as a field of flowers. A 
beautiful arrangement of sun kissed rose and fern greens with a 
splash of orange and mustard. The colours, you would realise, 
were much brighter once, but have faded with time in the sun. 
Below the great window would lie a window seat with a deep 
red cushion. The curtains would spill around the curtains and 
around the seat like liquid silk. You would think to yourself, ‘what 
a beautiful place to sit’, beneath the stroking rays of sunshine 
that fill the room.

To your right, you would be fascinated by the intricacy of the 
naturistic carvings in the spruce wood panels along the wall. 
Intrigued, you would make your way towards the wall and feel 
the smooth lines beneath your hand. But there is something 
else, something even more important. I think in this little room, 
so perfectly dismal as it is, you would find yourself amazed. For 
in this little room, your eyes would see an upright piano, right in 
the far corner.  How mysterious. 



There is something about this old piano, covered in dust and 
hiding partly behind a linen cloth. Something that draws you 
towards it. So you would listen to the mysterious feeling in your 
heart and follow it. It looks so sad, this little piano. Its keys all 
faded to a yellow ivory and sticking up or down in all the wrong 
places - pitiful thing really. The cobwebs covering it would seem 
to you as if they were glue, desperately trying to heal and hold 
the poor instrument together. Before you could stop yourself, 
you would realise your hands carefully sliding the cloth away to 
get a better look.

‘What is it about this piano?’ you would think to yourself. 
Perhaps it’s the smooth wood panel, or the carved poppy in the 
middle. Or maybe, it’s the life it wants to live again that would 
swell the tears in your eyes. In emotional desperation, you 
would reach your hand out to touch a white key. To your 
surprise, the sound would pleasantly ring in the room like a 
muffled hum. You would try another note, again shocked - a 
middle ‘c’ perfectly in tune. Excited by this prospect, you would 
place your other hand on the wooden keys, and begin to play. A 
gentle tune, one you knew from years ago. You would smile as 
the whole instrument began to hum with happiness. It is singing 
again.

So in this little room, so perfectly dismal still, a small piano can 
live again - with a future bright and full.

Rebekah Cooper - Year 13



My Future

Will I be tall?
Will I be a tattoo artist?
Will I own a car?
Will I live abroad?
Will I be like my mum or dad?
Will I ever become what I want to be?
Will I be famous?
Or 
Will I be poor?

Alice Bond - Year 8



Tuesday 18 April 3027
Dear Diary, 

  Today I was woken up by the sound of a siren blaring, it took me 
a moment to remember that today was the day we went into war with them. 
They don’t even know it’s happening. But our greed for ruling keeps on 
growing so Earth is next on our list. We already rule most of the galaxy but we 
need more, we are running out of space quickly, Venus is full of silver, Neptune 
is full of Sapphire and Diamond, Mars is home to all our Iron, Saturn is where 
we live and Jupiter has the gold. 

It’s 4:07 am right now and we are ready to invade, we just need to 
wait for the signal in 3 minutes. Every male alien is prepared to be teleported 
down to Earth, we have said goodbye for what could have been the very last 
time ever.
We have arrived, all humans are asleep and they don’t know we’re here yet so 
we can’t make a sound. It’s 4:30 am and we are getting ready to attack, we 
need to make as much progress as we can before the army is alerted. The first 
house is on my left and I can see the living room window is still ajar. Quiet as a 
mouse I slip in through the gap. I told myself to go after the adults first as they 
won’t be able to rush in when the child is screaming. I slip upstairs and destroy 
the first lot of humans. 

All through the night, there were attacks all over the world and 
slowly, scream after scream, the human population was decreasing. The sun is 
almost up though and as soon as it is their armies will be after us and we’ll be 
outnumbered.
Three days have passed and as I predicted, the human armies were after us. 
That was when the war really started. All humans were told to go inside and 
lock all doors and windows so we weren’t able to attack them. They were told 
we wanted to eat them but really we hate the taste of human - it’s overall the 
worst meat. During the war, all you were able to see and hear was bullets and 
blasters firing everywhere around you. But after a few days, we were able to 
defeat the humans with minimum humans surviving. Our invasion was 
successful.

Ana Sabido - Year 8



Dear Diary, 

I’ve finished my first day as a Maths primary school teacher! It was tough but I 
accomplished it. Children were screaming and running around in every 
direction; making me feel very dizzy. What tomorrow is going to bring… it’s a 
mystery! Without a doubt, they were lovely children but they were quite hard to 
control but I’m sure I’ll get the hang of it in the end. My job as a primary school 
teacher is to make sure that the children feel safe in this environment. Of 
course, it’s to teach them as well!

All the other teachers seemed really nice and they were very welcoming 
towards me but I still didn’t feel as if I was part of the school; I felt a bit left out 
in a way. There are going to be a few older students, who are training to be 
teachers when they leave school, that are going to be helping out in some of 
my lessons to give me an extra working hand seeing as I am new. 

I never knew that so many students would be so excited and enthusiastic 
about Maths! I was very shocked; it’s a good thing though! The main reason 
that I wanted this job was because I absolutely love working with children. 
Another reason is because you get paid a lot of money! 

When I woke up this morning, I was nervous yet excited. I didn’t really know 
what to expect. I thought the children would be slightly cheeky but the majority 
were actually very well-behaved and polite. I say majority because a few of 
them liked to have a chatter! 

Let’s see how tomorrow goes! 

Elle 

Elle Shearer - Year 9



This morning I awoke to a terrible racket; dogs barking wildly 
like a mad pack of hungry wolves, the boisterous banging of 
gigantic bin lorry seeping out noxious fumes, and the beeping 
sound of my alarm clock ringing in my ears. The noises 
buzzing in my head caused a manipulative pain urging me to 
yell. I couldn’t take it anymore. Beep! Beep! Beep! Instantly, I 
jumped out of bed, panting heavily. It was just a dream. 
Pulling on my clothes, I convinced myself it was nothing and 
hobbled into my kitchen to make myself a spot of breakfast.  
This was a very important day and nothing was going to put 
me off from not succeeding in this project.  Locking up the 
house, I pondered on the thought of what my report would be 
like. “I’m never going to know if I’m late!” I scolded myself. 
Walking through the busy streets of Manchester,  I noticed a 
market selling goods and treats - this was a great opportunity 
to gather some food, candles and bracelets to use as evidence 
for my social aspect of the local area report. I was to write a 
review on how locals make a living and how they interact with 
other humans in a kind, friendly way. Having bought some 
fresh bread, a couple of bracelets and several beautiful 
scented candles, I clambered up the busy steps into the office 
block. Kindly, the receptionist showed me to the meeting room 
and I settled down and waited for the meeting to begin. 
Suddenly a ground-shaking stomping was heard echoing 
around the building sending terror and stress all around the 
room - my boss had entered! 



“Settle down everyone! Assume your seats.” This took a while 
as everyone was so busy staring in fear at how overwhelming 
he was but eventually everyone calmed down and resumed 
their seats and the meeting began. The boss, Mr Jones ranted 
on about how the company was facing bankruptcy and needed 
lots of reports of Manchester. Finally, to my relief, the meeting 
finished and I could get on with my project. Unfortunately, as I 
was exiting the room, Mr Jones called me over.  
“Miss Walters I need you to finish your report. When will you 
have it due?” 
“By Friday, Sir.” I stuttered. 
“That’s not good enough - if I don’t get your report by tomorrow 
- then you are fired. “ 
“Yes, Sir.” I stammered.  

Worrying greatly, I climbed up the tall, marble steps up to my 
small office -  desperate to get started.  But suddenly, out of 
the blue came, Amanda, my very annoying, sometimes mean, 
office neighbour.  
“Hi Maria, What you up to?” 

“I have to finish a report for tonight. Please, can you help me?” 
“Yeah, sure!” 
Soon, we settled down at my desk and got to work on my 
project, hoping to finish before nightfall. 

Sophie O’Neill - Year 8



A diary entry from Boris Johnson after Brexit

Dear diary, 

Brexit has been completed and it was not as successful as 
we hoped it to be, Britain isn’t happy. They have decided to 
rebel, I don't know what to do! We have no control; they 
have everything. Military forces are also against me, my 
own clients and friends are against me. I'm hiding and I 
have been for a while. I don't know where I am; 
somewhere underground. I fear for my life. I am running 
out of food and water. AND HAIR DYE! My roots are going 
grey! 

Anyways, if you are reading this it means they have found 
me or I died before they could. I don't know what they will 
do but I fear the time will come very soon. I still think I was 
right in thinking to carry through with Brexit. I am always 
right. I hope I can keep myself alive but I've never taken 
care of myself before, I don't even know how to cook. That 
doesn't matter though because all I've managed to eat 
down here is tinned beans and TAP WATER! I managed to 
fill up a few containers before I left. 



Considering the fact that the military are against me as 
well, I think that they will soon result to a tracking device or 
something like that. I should have just flown to the 
Bahamas and right now I could be relaxing on the beach in 
the simmering heat drinking a cocktail. BUT NO! I was right 
in thinking of staying here. Because, of course I am always 
right. I will now stop writing, it is midday and I am craving 
my fifth tin of beans today, I will have to find a way to get 
more tinned beans, for some reason I am running out quite 
quickly, but that is a matter for another day… 

Bea Bowers - Year 8 



The future

The future is actually not that far away
 With Brexit round the corner
And everywhere looking grey.
People think we don’t need to help
Until that day comes when we can’t turn back
When all of us will yelp
We have ten years
To help our one home
Before our smiles flood into tears.
Climate change is close
And there is no planet B.
Everywhere is going to look gross
Rubbish will be the only tourist attraction
And houseboats will not float.
It will always become a distraction.
The seven seas will be packed of plastic
The clouds will never move.
It certainly will not be fantastic.

Amelie Woodward - Year 8



  The secret mission 

 On the 5th of October 2019, I woke up thinking it would be a 
normal day but it was far from anything of the sort. I had just 
got my degree in English from Cambridge University. I was top 
of my class, getting a first. My professor had told me I had the 
highest grade in the whole of Britain. I was shocked when I 
heard this so my family took me out for dinner after graduation. 
I went to the toilet and this is where they found me. I was 
washing my hands when a man, that looked about fifty, 
dressed in mostly black came up to me and gave me a 
number, an address, a time and a date then he just walked 
out. When I went back to my family they must have thought I 
was ill, it was the quietest I’ve ever been.

I woke up the next day and told myself that I wouldn't go but I 
had to just have a look where the address would lead me. So 
when the time came I got into my car put the address in and 
drove. I got there at exactly half-past three, but when I looked 
up, I couldn’t believe my eyes, it was…

“NASA!!!”
I looked at the person guarding the gate but without a word, he 
pressed a button and the gates swung open to allow me to 
pass. I parked in an empty spot then was met by the same 
man that was in the toilet.



“I'm sorry I didn't have time to explain at the restaurant but we 
didn't know if we could trust you,” the man said, “my name is 
Wilson and I’m going to be your contact at NASA, that is if you 
want to stay.”
“I have so many questions,” I told him, “why am I here for 
starters?”
“Everything will be explained just follow me,” said Wilson.

He led me to a dark room with a bright screen with about ten 
other people waiting anxiously. I sat on a leather seat with my 
name on and glanced around the room. It seemed to be filled 
with people that were from different countries. The screen 
began to play.
“If you are here today,” it said in a formal accent, ”then you 
have been selected by our top recruiters.” I noticed at the 
bottom of the screen that it was being translated into many 
different languages. “A few months ago NASA made a 
discovery of life forms from the planet Reynab located 
in space sector 34. We have tried to make contact with 
them but our language is nothing like theirs. This is 
where you come in;  we need you to fly out to Reynab 
and begin learning their language and introduce some 
of ours to them. 



You have been awarded the highest mark in the 
language you have been studying, so if anyone can 
teach them you can. If you accept our offer we will 
leave you £1,000,000 in any currency you wish. You will 
be frozen whilst the fifty-year journey commences on 
autopilot. Speak to your contact if you accept.”

The lights brightened allowing me to see all of the 
shocked faces in the room. I went home and began 
thinking about the mission.
Before I knew it, I was on a cramped ship with the same 
faces from the darkroom. Before I was frozen for the 
journey I had one last thought,

“Having an English degree leaves you with a lot of 
possibilities!”

Mal Bowyer & Barney Allan - Year 7



2119

In 2119 there was an idea, an idea to change history. To put 
civilization on Mars. There was already a man on the moon but 
no one has ever even thought about a man on Mars, not even 
civilization.  We had ideas for these big steps into history but if 
one little thing goes wrong the whole mission will fail, they will 
be knocking on death's door when they leave earth. In the 
future, we have achieved great things like computers, and 
Human resources robots. In the past, we have failed multiple 
times but we have also succeeded many times.

Five minutes to take off. Everyone around the world was 
watching this live on television or seeing it right in front of 
them. This is going to be another step for mankind to make 
civilization on Mars.      

Ten … nine … eight … seven … six … five … four … three … 
two … one 
TAKE OFF! The whole of NASA was cheering but they all 
knew that the mission was far from complete. 

Twenty-seven days later and the astronauts landed on Mars. 
When the astronauts landed they got ready to check if there 
were any signs of life. Then they would have to send all the 
materials up; 



but everyone was wondering, how will the gravitational pull 
affect the building and how will people breath when there is no 
air up there? Scientists are working on a prototype that will 
store air in a house for the next month and around the new 
civilization that we are working on.

Next, they had to start building houses so the people can live 
there. Finally, then they would start sending up people for this 
experience of a lifetime. The phenomenal idea to make land 
will take a colossal amount of time but they estimate that the 
building would be finished by 2129. 

We have created the impossible.

In our world, “can’t” is never a word. You can always achieve 
great things. So dream big and then you will always succeed.  

Noah Mayes & Charlie Cunningham - Year 7  



How can we protect our planet’s FUTURE?

Climate change and global warming pose potentially the most 
certain threat to our planet, and therefore our society’s future. 
Though businesses insist they are reigning in their damage to 
the environment, and climate advocates are speaking loud, 
marches and speeches only go so far.

It is understandable that changes can only be made gradually, 
so in order for the common person to make a difference, small 
actions can often produce a surprisingly large dent if they are 
carried out consistently, and by a large enough number of 
people.
Small gestures are still valuable, and should not be disparaged 
by greater ones; it’s not fair for someone who brings a 
reusable bottle to work every day but frequently eats meat to 
be derided by another who does more. Both are making an 
effort, and both deserve to be commended. 

On a smaller scale, we can aid the environment by using 
greener energy providers, changing what we eat and using 
transport that is more environmentally friendly, such as trains 
or simply walking. Apparently, the most significant change the 
world can make in the next few years is cutting down on 
unsustainable fossil fuels, and replacing them with more 
renewable resources. 



While these actions may not seem like much on a day-to-day 
basis, if everyone in the UK installed a smart meter (the goal 
for 2020), for example, it would reduce the greenhouse gas 
reduction targets by 34%.
Public transport is another sustainable option that is incredibly 
easy to utilize, particularly here in the UK. In America, it is 
suggested that individuals would save more than $9,738 per 
year by taking public transport instead of driving - benefitting 
our own finances, as well as limiting carbon emissions.
Studies have also shown that if cattle were their own nation, 
they would be the world’s third-largest emitter of greenhouse 
gases (after China and the US). By cutting down the amount of 
red meat we eat, the population of cows bred for consumption 
could be allowed to decrease; therefore reducing the amount 
of methane and other gases that are produced by cattle.
Other ways, such as limiting our purchase of so-called ‘fast’ 
fashion from unsustainable brands, can also benefit the 
environment and climate. For example, by buying clothes from 
such retailers, we are risking the pollution of water from toxic 
chemicals and increasing the levels of textile waste. The 
secretion of microfibres from polyester fabrics can also cause 
issues, but chiefly endanger aquatic life when they are passed 
from washing machines to waterways.
 



With our planet’s future hanging in a tumultuous balance, there 
is no better time than now for individuals to make a difference 
with smaller actions; waiting around for corporations to carry 
out their promises will not aid the problem of climate change, 
and neither will idleness.

Aysha Watkins - Year 13



Like a Kite in a Hurricane

Floating in the wind, where will it take me
Uncertain in my place, unlike a plane.
Gliding in the gale, no control of me

Like a kite dancing in a hurricane

In the tempest a vision starts to form
Unclear and hidden, concealed from light.

You know there’s something braced to start a storm
Where you have no control, just like a kite

You may hold onto your credulity,
But in the air, your control is lost.
To come to nothing, your sedulity;

Like a kite in the wind, no purpose; tossed

Whatever the path, elation or pain;
Like a kite dancing in a hurricane

Harry Saxon - Year 13



The Future

Present time.
Trees, leaves and bees.
Clean air,nutrition and sweeteners.
Honey drizzle delights on top of fruity favours.
Presents from mother nature, grown with love and care.
Who could ever choose to poison our clean air?

Pollution,deforestation and land fires.
Greenhouse gas levels over doubled.
Destruction from humans, impulsive and self inflicted 
Where’s our sense to to stop this twisted business?

The future 
Flying cars, floating houses and teleportation.
Money and gold, power and positions,
our only aims at the end of our missions.
Will we care for those who suffer or leave them in the dust?
Will our humanity be destroyed,who will we trust?



Icecaps non existent, forcing islands to be submerged.
Underwater creatures washed up on foreign shores.
Where is our love for the animals we once adored?
Orangutans and inhabitants of the amazon, burnt and killed
All in our selfish greed to retain profit from what we can’t 
rebuild.

Stealing from our future will leave us unstable,
Our future generations life finished with a fable,
showing us the issues we should have placed upon our 
governments table.
Yet it will be too late, the damage will be done.
Let's Make them proud of what we did, not dead for what we 
should have done.

Holly Williams - Year 13



“Future”

A poem, using the works of Shakespeare. 

May we see connections between the grievances of today and 
the past?

(1) O Heaven! That one might read the book of fate, and see 
the revolution of the times. 

If it is preventable, why is one so reluctant to avert?
(2) If you can look into the seeds of time, and say which grain 

will grow and which will not, speak them unto me. 
Is it for self satisfaction; are you hindering mankind?

(3) Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer The slings and 
arrows of outrageous fortune, Or to take arms against a sea of 

troubles.
Do you revel in it? 

(4)“Let life be short: else shame will be too long!” you say. 
(5) But here, upon this bank and shoal of time,

We'ld jump the life to come.
If we carry on this way, we will leave the world, 
(6) So weary with disasters, tugg'd with fortune,

That we would set our lives on any chance,
To mend, or be rid on't.



What we all hear; the news that we are all continuously told,
(7) it is a tale told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, signifying 

nothing.
What exactly do you have to offer us that it is good?

(8) When we are born, we cry, that we are come
To this great stage of fools.

I see no hope for the future, when you are so consistent with 
your behaviour, 

(9) So farewell to the little good you bear me.
Farewell! a long farewell, to all my greatness!
This is the state of man...Never to hope again.

1) Henry IV, Part 2  - (1597) - Act 3, scene 1, line 45
2) Macbeth  - (1606) - Act 1, scene 3, line 58

3) Hamlet  - (1600–01) - Act I, scene 4, line 66
4) Henry IV, Part I  - (c. 1597) - Act V, scene 2, line 82.

5) Julius Cæsar  - (1599) - Act I, scene 3, line 93
6) Macbeth  - (1605) - Act II, scene 3, line 96.
7) Macbeth  - (1605) - Act III, scene I, line 113.
8) King Lear  - (1608) - Act IV, scene 6, line 55

9) Henry VI, Part III  - (c. 1591) - Act I, scene 4, line 25

Elspeth Barron - Year 13



Monday 12th November 2019
Lady Lopez. The silhouette of her loomed in the 
window. Just the sight of her shadow was enough 
to make all the animals shudder. Suddenly, the 
figure disappeared; the animals let out a large sigh 
of relief. 
“Oy!” 
A loud voice rushed through the farm, making the 
animals freeze in their tracks. 
“Whad’ya think ya doin’?”
The animals looked up. It was Lady Lopez. 
Towering over the shivering animals with hands on 
her hips, she snarled at them. 
“I ain’t jokin’. I wanna reply.”
There was a deathly silence. Then, she pulled the 
whip out of her pocket. The animals jaws dropped. 
Then slowly, they began backing themselves into 
the corner. Then, the sound of slaps and whines 
echoed around the farm. 

 I read this passage from my book as a million 
thoughts rushed through my head. What could the 
future be like? If humans are as powerful as they 
were in my book, will they stay like that?



Or will animals build up the courage to overthrow 
humans? Will humans even exist then? I sighed and 
closed my book. If only there was a way to know. 

Thursday 12th November 3019
I can’t believe it. Yesterday, I closed my diary and 
went to bed, and now I’m 1000 years ahead of time. 
At first, I was horrified, trapped where no-one knew 
where I was. But then I thought, I wanted to know 
what it would be like. Now I can! 

Isabelle Sisley - Year 8



Wednesday 14th June 2019

Dear diary,     

Today me and the team are going on a road trip to 
Sydney. We are visiting a kangaroo rehabilitation 
center. This summer we are on a mission to raise 
money for endangered species and the Great Barrier 
reef. 

Thursday 15th June 2019

Dear diary,

Today we finally arrived at Sydney, it was a very dull 
journey, but I am glad to be here. We have just met the 
owners of the place and are about to meet the animals.  
The team have said there are about 50 animals that are 
currently being nursed back to health, so they can go 
back into the wild. They are constantly finding more and 
more kangaroos who are in danger of poachers that 
hunt them for money; this is why we are trying to help.



Friday 16th June 2019

Dear Diary,

Today as we were whale watching from our yacht, we 
spotted a baby seal. At first, we thought it was ok, but 
then we realised it was trapped in plastic and it was 
struggling to breathe. It was heartbreaking and we 
immediately tried to help it. After scanning the beach for 
a suitable transport to reach the pup we set off in the 
lifeguards’ boat. As we got closer we realised that it had 
swallowed some plastic and had some in its mouth.

This was an amazing trip, but we realised that if we 
don’t stop polluting the world with plastic, the future of 
all these animals will be in danger. 

Lily Winton, Jess Cottle and Anya Caple - Year 7 



Not so happy… 

Floating house, flying cars
Taxis that take you to Mars 
Food that you can eat forever 
No need to endeavor.

Good, it sounds, no need to worry 
But what is climate change continues to hurry? 
What about Antarctica? the snow, the ice
There’s no longer paradise 

With all the carbon in the air 
We might not have much life to spare
In a few years time we could be dead  
Humans, forever gone to bed. 

We are destroying the plants 
If the world's existence was twenty-four hours
Humanity would be three seconds 
So let's make it to the fourth!    

Alfie Thompson - Year 9



The stars winked back at the old woman as they laid like glitter 
on the black velvet sky. The drained blue swam around in her 
eyes. She slid back into the pool and beside her sat her 
granddaughter, Malika.

“Don’t you want to go home?” asked the elderly woman.

“No,” snapped the teenager. “Our world is ruined.”

“But you must go back,” she cried. “Your mother must be very 
worried.” Her wrinkly hands moved her ancient iphone towards 
her and checked the time.

“She won’t care. I have enough pills and water to last me. That 
woman you call my mother can’t see how awful our world is 
and how the government shows little to no respect for us.” 

The old woman watched on as the adolescent was on the 
verge of tears. Her wrinkly hands moved her ancient iphone 
towards her and checked the time. 

“You still have that damn phone. Just get a new one.” 

“Please dear. Go back to 2070 just so you can be safe. You 
know how strict that mad man of yours is!” she cried once 
again.



Malika’s frown formed into a scowl and then reality hit her. She 
could never have her way. The child wasn’t wrong though, for 
the world had been turned upside down in the year she was 
meant to be living in. Poverty had rapidly increased, so had 
violence, which was all due to the strict laws of their new 
leader that controlled ⅓ of the planet.

Malika’s frown formed into a scowl and then reality hit her. She 
could never have her way. The child wasn’t wrong though, for 
the world had been turned upside down in the year she was 
meant to be living in. Poverty had rapidly increased, so had 
violence, which was all due to the strict laws of their new 
leader that controlled ⅓ of the planet.

Marci Matawaza - Year 9



The future of climate change-
Diary entry.

A long time has passed now. My parents always tell me about 
the stories our ancestors told - The time of the trees. I thought 
it was a myth, a legend to keep the last bit of faith and courage 
in the depleting survivors. 

Until now…

I have what I think is the last tree. It meets the expectations of 
the tall tails I was told as a boy; The tall tower like ‘stalk’, the 
leaning ‘branches’ and the colourful ‘leaves’ that change in the 
seasons - Well, if there were seasons any more. It’s a lot 
smaller than I thought but I think I need to do something called 
nurturing for the tree. If the stories were correct, it needs 
water, light and soil.

A week has passed since I found it and I have to admit, it is 
growing, just soooo slowly. One day, when the tree has grown. 
I can see myself living in a house within the huge, towering 
branches of the beautiful tree. If only are ancestors hadn’t 
been so unconscious and selfish to what might have happened 
if they kept leaking dangerous chemicals into the atmosphere. 



I mean it wasn’t like there weren’t any warnings like the 
melting ice caps, the rise in temperatures, or the hole in the 
ozone. Then there would be trees littered across the planet 
rather than this silly non-degradable plastics instead. Or clean 
oxygen and fresh water or even fish. I’ve always wanted to see 
one of those.

Anyway, for me to get this portable plant into a magnificent 
beast of a tree I'll need to put a lot of work into nurturing the 
tree for my dreams to one day come true. If i’m lucky we might 
even be friends and it’ll build my house for me. One day.

Riley McCorkell - Year 9
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