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Introduction from the Editors:

Welcome to the second edition of 
the Tring Writes magazine! 

This time, we’ve compiled a 
smorgasbord of 

Shakespeare-inspired content, all 
written by Ridgeway Learning 

Partnership students.
The magazine includes a variety 

of creative, analytical and 
experimental pieces, from a range 

of year groups. They cover a 
multitude of Shakespeare's classic 
plays, including Romeo and Juliet, 

Macbeth and Hamlet.

We hope you enjoy reading them!
The Editing Team
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Deceived
The mystical forest started to crumble on 
that day, the day when Titania’s life 
changed forever. It was sunny that day, so 
sunny that even the darkest things seemed 
to shine. Titania was lying down in the piles 
of daisies smiling and thinking about all of 
the fairies that she reigned over, and how 
polite and courteous they were to 
everyone. She longed for a child, a child to 
reign over the fairies and take on the full 
responsibility that a fairy queen should. 
Yes, Titania was the queen of the fairies, but 
little did she realise that her long need for a 
child would become much, much more 
important.
“Ahh!” she exclaimed as a sharp pain darted 
to her heart. She clutched her chest and 
screamed in pain. Nurse Alisha flew over, 
startled by her abnormality.

Tilly R - Year 6



The Refugee’s Tale

I was lost, lost in life, left to wander through 
the world, trying to find home sweet home. 
On the beach, the scorching sun screaming 
at my face - trying to fry me into only 
ashes. I knew why; the world was against 
me and my friend and I were running out 
of time to escape. On the beach, the grains 
of sand sunk into my feet, forcing me to go 
into the sea, where my best friend, Lucy, 
sat calling for me, frantically. It was all too 
familiar: the light, the people, the beach. It 
took me back to my worst nightmare. The 
first time danger truly entered my life. I 
didn’t know it was coming, but it was….

Esme Butler - Year 6



Vision of the Future

Queen Olivia rushed into King Henry’s 
bedroom only to see crimson blood 
seeping through the crisp duvet. A helpless, 
unmoving body lying on top. Fragments of 
shattered glass coated the floor; a knife, 
whose owner was the one that committed 
the crime, lay innocently on the carpet. 

***

Twilight was beginning to take over the 
skies; Olivia couldn’t sleep. In her bed she 
was determined not to fall asleep, but alas, 
the night came and Olivia drifted to sleep 
but was soon woken by a shrill scream. At 
once, she rushed into King Henry’s room. 
Although tears were shining in her eyes, 
Olivia could make out a fuzzy outline of 
crimson blood seeping through the white 
duvet. 



There were fragments of glass on the 
carpet.
“Noooo!” shouted Queen Olivia and several 
maids rushed to her service. They, at the 
sight of Henry, fainted!

Lucy Poulton - Year 6



My brain is telling me to kill,
Yet my instincts say I mustn't do it.
I’m deciding whether to kill him - still,
I need a plan - constructed bit by bit.

I’ll wait ‘til he sleeps, then I'll strike him 
hard
With a knife, straight in that slimy heart.
Instant death, we’ll cover blood on the lazy 
guards
And no one will suspect us - I’m so smart.

Lady Macbeth is encouraging this.
It’s as if she wants me to kill the king.
She calls me a coward if I resist.
Death, she says to me, he won’t feel a thing.

I’ll do it , for riches and power
And any one who meets me will cower! 

Freya Kent - Year 7



Shakespeare Rap
Yo, My Name is William, I’d like to be a 
writer,
I started off poor yeah my life could not get 
brighter.
But then I saw some hope in writin’ plays,
I became a success in a matter of days,
Then I caught the eye of a certain queen
Wrote a couple plays for her, she really was 
mean! 

Ayo, it’s your boy Shakespeare, 
Innovatin’ ma nation, please hear, 
Yeah I wrote my way to global fame 
Changed theatre for the better: it was never 
the same, 
Wrote 37 plays, man I’m proud of it
Hamlet, Macbeth, They all were global hits
154 sonnets, yeah hard work pays off!

Isabelle Sisley and Archie Forde - Year 7



Juliet, you are like the shining sun 
You shine on brightness through the starry 

night
You gaze into my eyes my heart’s been won 

The shine you have - my perfect ray of 
light

Your plumped up lips they shine with gloss 
and glow 

The sparkle in your eyes could melt the 
moon 

Your beauty is exquisite - we all know
That love, my love for you arrived so soon 



Because of you my whole world has now 
crashed

The universe has broken in pieces
Because of you space now suddenly 

smashed
The more it breaks then my love increases 

My love for you will last forever more 
Juliet you’re mine and I am yours 

Lilia Adderley - Year 9



Prospero’s Spell

The sea was resting.
Idle ripples lap the shore 

Where Prospero stood still,
Staff in hand, 

He called for the storm.

It begins with a gust that lifts his silver hair,
His cloak floats in the strengthening wind.

Foaming, white crests appear on the 
darkening water,

The ship begins to rock. 
A determined glint hardens Prospero’s eyes

Mountainous clouds gather heavily
As if night has fallen early.

A foreboding rumble,
Desperate shouts caught on the wind,

A crack of lightning illuminates the danger.



Now the storm is raging.
Angry and merciless, 

Waves whipped into a frenzy
Drive the helpless ship towards the rocks.

Soon the castaways will be his.

Sophia Miles - Year 9



Are you ready for Shakespeare? Rap 

If you find yourself stuck with an English 
task,
You don’t need to worry ‘cause you just 
have to ask,
The very best poet that you’ve ever seen,
 He’ll teach you all he knows, and lots more 
in between!

Are you ready, are you ready, are you ready 
for Shakespeare?
He’s coming back to town from the 
Elizabethan era!
Having trouble starting your writing test?

Well just stop worryin’ and let Shakespeare 
do the rest!

Rockin down the road, come Juliet and 
Romeo,



See look at the ring, they’re clearly in love, 
yo!
Holding hands they’re both disgracing 
their family,
Little do they know they’ll both soon die in 
agony!

Are you ready, are you ready, are you ready 
for Shakespeare?
He’s coming back to town from the 
Elizabethan era!

Roaring round the roundabout, Macbeth 
rocks up, 
His wife is right behind him shouting for 
him to speed-up. 
Her blood-stained hands are gripping him 
tight,
They both look like they’re gonna start a 
fight.



Are you ready, are you ready, are you ready 
for Shakespeare?
He’s coming back to town from the 
Elizabethan era!

Last but not least comes Titania and 
Oberon,
They had an argument, but that’s not 
something to dwell on,

Cause they’re both fairies, magic an’ all,
An’ they might put a spell on you, come 
nightfall. 

Are you ready, are you ready, are you ready 
for Shakespeare?
He’s coming back to town from the 
Elizabethan era!
Having trouble starting your writing test?
Well just stop worrying and let Shakespeare 
do the rest!



Are you ready, are you ready, are you ready 
for Shakespeare?
He’s coming back to town from the 
Elizabethan era!

Fern Asquith - Year 8



My heart pounded frantically; my hair 
stood on end. A blood-curdling shriek like 
blade against rock was swallowed into the 

cold laughter of the raw winter’s night. 
I ran; I ran as fast as I could possibly go. It 
was right behind me. It's blood red smirk 
getting closer and closer. I could feel its 

warm breath lingering adjacent to my neck. 
I didn't dare turn back… 

What used to be the milk-white coated 
walls of the globe theatre were now simply 

ashes blowing away in the wind…

Joe Carr - Year 7



Dear Diary,

Shalt anyone e’er forgive me? I have 
sinned against thy Lord and the guilt 
hath overcome my soul. My deluded wife 
hath got what she desired all along, yet 
‘tis not over yet, and the blood o’ the King 
Duncan and my dearest companion 
Banquo shalt ne’er free itself of our 
hands, and it is proving too much.  

I shalt return to the foreseeing witches 
and enquire as to our future. If we did 
not murder the good king, wouldst we 
e’er had felt this guilt we feel now, even 
after the monarchy hath been dropped in 
our hands? I pray that when dawn rises, 
that I will hast answers and our guilt shalt 
be put to rest, even if it means 
confronting the devil incarnates to free 
us of our sins, 



I shalt do it, I shalt murder the 
scorpions that pierce my mind as the 
dagger stabbed the King. ‘Twill be o’er 
after all and thy guilt ridden souls will 
be cleansed. No more indecisive minds 
going from hither to thither, no more 
guilt and no more sins. Lady Macbeth 
and I shalt finally be left alone to rule 
this kingdom, and no-one shalt e’er 
touch our crowns.

Thy ruler, 

-  Macbeth -

Alice Garton - Year 7



Dear Diary, 

His name is Romeo, and from the moment 
I made eye contact I knew it, knew that he 
was the one. He is ever so handsome and he 
is ever so kind. He is handsome, charming 
and kind. We met at my family’s ball and he 
was with his friends, I had never seen him 
before and didn’t recognize him from 
anywhere. I was instantly attracted to him, 
He was just perfect, so handsome, so kind 
hearted. What more could you want in a 
partner? 

My mother and father want me to marry 
soon but I know that Paris is not the one for 
me, he doesn’t make me smile, but Romeo 
does. I’m scared he doesn’t feel the same.



My cousin Tybalt was also at the ball, I 
pulled him aside and mentioned how I felt 
about Romeo, for some bizarre reason he 
was weirdly shocked, he started to tell me 
about bad things that Romeo had done, 
however nothing bad about Romeo could 
change my mind. Everytime we lock eyes 
or speak, I smile and get a warm and fuzzy 
feeling inside. 

But there's one problem, What if he is a 
Montague? Then there will be no chance of 
marriage between us, my heart will be 
broken - I’ll just have to wait and find out, 
that’s all I can do.
Juliet x

Mia Stevenson - Year 8



I shalt return to the foreseeing witches and 
examine as to our future. If we did not 
murder the real king, wouldst we e’er had 
felt this sin we feel now, even after the 
power hath been dropped in our hands? I 
pray that when dawn rises, that I will hast 
answers and our sin shalt be put to rest, 
even if it means confronting the demon 
incarnates to free us of our sins, I shalt do it 
I shalt murder the scorpions that 
pierce my mind as the dagger stabbed the 
King. ‘Twill be o’er after all and thy 
guilt-ridden souls will be cleansed. No 
more indecisive minds going from hither 
to thither, no more guilt and no more sins. 
Lady Macbeth and I shall finally be left 
alone to rule this country, and no-one shall 
e’er touch our crowns.

Ruqaiya Begum & Caitlin Lindley -  Year 7 



3 witches discuss when they will meet 
again,
“In thunder lightning or in rain”.
They finish the chant with a small little 
spell,
‘Fair is foul’ they sing so well.

‘Hover through the fog and filthy air’,
Then they all disappear with great care.
Macbeth meets with these witches.
They then tell him a prophecy that he 
will have riches.

In the future he was said to be king,
So went to kill the present one with a 
sting,
Macbeth, he wished for victory,
King of the country was who he wanted 
to be.



His wife was eager and confident for 
queen,
But she had to persuade him to make 
Macbeth lean.
Persuaded eventually, they got the knife,
Macbeth killed Duncan with his wife,

Murdered in his sleep,
It was a tragedy that then went deep,
They drugged the guards and framed 
them then,
Covered them with blood like ink leaking 
from a pen.

Lady Macbeth could not handle the 
pressure,
The hurting guilt it could not be any 
fresher.



The blood on her hands wasn’t actually 
there,
She kept on hallucinating and then fell to 
despair..

To Macbeth’s relief he was then crowned 
king
Of the country it was a massive thing,
Macbeth returned to the 3 prophecy 
tellers,
For some other predictions, they were 
sellers.

Isabelle Thomas - Year 7



Trixter trixter he shall overcome him
Thunder and lightning the cauldrons must 

brew
Cackling cackle the lights now must dim

Do not let the footprints trace back to you
Careful and cautious they must do it now
Before the blood makes it to their hands
Struggling guilt when they take the kings 

crown
Could the pair pull out on the master plans
Distraught and upset they must fake there 

griefs
Hide the fake face so the fools can not see

Hide undercover and prey with beliefs
No matter what they say always agree

They may be cunning and they may be 
smart

But do not give them the key to there evil 
heart

Florence Leake - Year 7



In a desert, three witches strode along a 
narrow sandy path. Thunder shook and 
lightning flashed and rain poured down 
into the cacophonic valley of sand with 
nothing else. The three hit the desert floor, 
a magnificent mound of dirt rocketed into 
the bright heavenly abyss that had been lit 
up by the battle of the great skies, thunder 
fighting lightning and both fighting rain. 
The first witch chanted from her silk cloak 
covered mouth.

“Shall we three meet again, in thunder, 
lightning and in rain.”

The desert skies suddenly crashed again 
and lightning radiated into the middle of 
all three as the second witch spoke in a 
croaky voice that resembled the squeak of 
a door opening.



“When the hurlyburly’s done, and the 
battle is lost and one.”

The third witch stepped up to deliver her 
praise and darkness erupted into the 
canyon, like moths around a light, they 
stepped back from the sharp, sheer edge 
into the light and chanted their celestial 
remarks in a hoarse, spiky screech.

“That will be ere the set of sun.”

“Upon the heath.”

As they entered a nearby slime-ridden 
cave the third witch abruptly replied to the 
group’s muttering with a shrill shriek.

“There to meet Macbeth.”



“I come, Graymalkin!.” 

A whisper escaped from the cavity of the 
third witch.

“Paddock calls.”

“Anon!”

The witches disappeared via a large puff of 
stinking smoke that intoxicated all that it 
touched. An echo was heard from the 
distant belly of the cave and it scattered 
around the nooks and crannies that 
littered the wall.

“Fair is foul, and foul is fair: Hover 
through the fog and filthy air.”

Joeri Sisson Year 9



In what ways is Tybalt an important 
character in the play ‘Romeo and Juliet’? 

In Romeo and Juliet, a tragedy written by 
Shakespeare, the character of Tybalt is 

shown as an important character. Despite 
being killed in Act 3, he is responsible for 

much of the tension and death in the play. 
He is a loyal member of the Capulet 

family but is quick to react when it comes 
to the Montague family, especially Romeo. 

If it had not been for Tybalt’s character 
and his actions then the play would have 

ended very differently.

Tybalt is presented as an important 
character and spontaneous in his actions. 

When Romeo attends the masquerade ball 
at the Capulet’s, Tybalt recognises his 

voice and immediately points him out to 
Capulet who then tells Tybalt to leave him 

alone.



Tybalt is annoyed by this and expresses his 
desire to fight Romeo. This is shown in the 

quote “Fetch me my rapier, boy.” This is 
said after Tybalt discovers that Romeo has 
crashed the Capulet’s ball and shows that 

his first response is to get a sword and start 
a fight. 

After Romeo and Juliet are married, 
despite the families being in conflict with 
each other; another argument happens 

between Romeo and Tybalt which turns the 
entire play around and will lead to the 

changing of all the character’s lives. 



In conclusion, Tybalt is an incredibly 
important character because without his 

character and his death the rest of the play 
would never have taken place. After 

Tybalt’s death Romeo is exiled and the two 
lovers are forced to lie to their families and 

this ends up in the deaths of the two 
star-crossed lovers when they take their 

own lives.

Anas Raja - Year 11



Two star-crossed lovers born with a 
doomed fate;
Destined to fall in love but then to die.
For they have both been taught that they 
must hate
Each other, but no one really knows why. 

The two lovers will meet at a masked ball,
They will fall in love and marry next day;
Their families won’t be happy at all,
So they will both decide to run away.

Juliet’s told to marry some other man,
Refusing, takes a potion to look dead.
Poor Romeo does not hear of the plan,
Sees Juliet, and becomes full of dread.

He drinks a poison, taking his own life,
She wakes up, stabs herself, now his dead 
wife.
Amaya Stephenson - Year 9





Shakespeare was born in 1564, over 450 
years ago. Times were very different then, 
and this is displayed in a lot of 
Shakespeare’s plays. The way people 
dressed, spoke and lived were dissimilar 
beyond belief and most of us wouldn’t 
manage to live in the world that 
Shakespeare did. There was no technology, 
inadequate healthcare and many children 
didn’t go to school (although many of the 
students today could probably live with the 
last of these three things). Despite all of 
these variations to today’s world, there is 
one topic that is one of the most significant 
variations of all.

Gender roles in society have changed 
enormously since the Elizabethan era. 
Laws have changed, roles have reversed 
and the perspective of most people have 
progressed since the 1500s. 



This has affected both the society we live in 
today and the lives we all lead across the 
country. 

For example, 73.7% of mothers in the UK 
have full time or part time jobs, as opposed 
to only a  small fraction of the lower-class 
women in England in Elizabethan times. 
Women were expected to be housewives 
and mothers, and didn’t get a say in 
whether they were allowed to do anything 
else. Although many women took pride in 
being mothers, as they do today, women 
then weren’t given the opportunity to work 
or to do anything that would have been 
deemed inappropriate for a woman to do.

Women were considered to be the weaker 
sex, both physically and emotionally. It was 
thought that women needed a man to look 
after them, so they either got married or 
lived with their fathers or brothers. 



Although this may sound safe, it may have 
been not nearly as beneficial as it sounds; 
women were often beaten by the men they 
lived with, and they could not obtain a 
court order against an abusive husband. 
This also meant that rape was common and 
most wives couldn’t escape because they 
weren’t legally allowed to own property! 
“Primogeniture” was a rule that the eldest 
son in the family inherits everything, even 
if the eldest child is a girl. This was 
additional pressure for girls to marry 
quickly, because they would be left 
penniless if they’re parents died; all the 
money in the family would go straight to 
the eldest son. Also, women could not be 
members of parliament, open a bank 
account or vote until 1918, only 100 years 
ago. And on top of all that, women could be 
refused service for spending their own 
money in a pub!



In Elizabethan times women belonged to 
their fathers (or their brothers if their 
father died), and then to their husbands 
once they married. Women also weren’t 
permitted to own property of their own. 
This is one of the reasons Queen Elizabeth 
I never married – she did not want to give 
up her power to a man. Girls could marry 
from the age of 12 but often only women 
from wealthy families would marry so 
young. In Romeo and Juliet, Juliet is 13, but 
her mother says by that age she was already 
married with a child. Many marriages were 
arranged for girls to provide them with 
wealthy husbands and to ensure that family 
status was honourable. Young children 
were even sometimes betrothed to each 
other in order to join the families together 
before they were old enough to get 
married. Very few couples married for love, 



but Shakespeare himself did in fact marry 
for love and this is why true love is such a 
strong theme in the majority of his plays.

The only exceptions to these societal laws 
were widows. A widow was in charge of her 
own life and property, but would be likely 
to marry again to find someone to protect 
her and to be the legal guardian to her 
children. Women who were not married or 
in a relationship were thought to be 
witches. 

Abbey Hayden - Year 9



Today for the first time my heart has felt 
completely empty due to this I have no 
reason to live, the love of my life has been 
taken away from me by the devil. 

After I got myself exiled from Verona I am 
unable to return to see my love as I risk 
being killed by the Prince. I miss the world 
I have exited, freedom, happiness, friends 
and family are now a mere memory in my 
lonesome brain. I would have expected 
Juliet or Friar Lawrence to have hatched a 
plan to unite me and my love.

I went about my day like any other, without 
my Juliet, wandering aimlessly throughout 
the countryside. Then all of a sudden 
Balthasar shows up and breaks me the news 
that no human would want to here and that 
was their lover was dead. Juliet my 
sweetheart had died only a couple of days 
after we had tied the knot. 



We were meant to live happily ever after 
but no, misery consumed me as I broke 
down in sadness.

No man, no woman would be able to 
explain the thoughts running through my 
head. What do I do? Who do I see? How do 
I see her? Yes that was it how was I going to 
see her? I had too see her no matter what 
the cost even if it meant commiting a 
crime. As I stumbled out into the cold night 
, I could see the town of Verona in the 
distance. Now it was just a matter of time…

My fallen friend Mercutio is now a mere 
speck in my brain as all I can think about is 
my stone cold wife. I should have known 
that no stories ever end happy ever after. 
The poor Paris who loved her so much, but 
was unable to see that she belongs with me. 



By this point destiny had shown the way 
and no one, no one could stop me now. My 
parents will suffer greatly from my absence 
but they will get over it. I can’t comprehend 
the grief flowing through the capulet 
family at this moment in time. There may 
be the slightest chance that us dying hand 
in hand will end the feud once and for all.

As I wandered onto the familiar streets of 
the place that I once loved a sense of 
completion came over me as now I had 
come to the place where my love lay. 
BAlthasar and I parted ways after I told him 
that I would lay with Juliet that night. 
However before I made my way to her 
family tomb there was one thing I was 
required to go and  do and that was to find 
an apothecary.



In Verona it is prohibited for an 
apothecarist to sell poison top anyone but 
it was a necessity to my plan. I begged and 
pleaded with the man and eventually, in 
order for a large sum of money, I had 
acquired the item.

I made my last walk to the tomb where she 
lay as I entered the Graveyard I saw the 
man who loved Juliet, Paris, had come with 
flowers to lay by Juliet as a sign of affection 
for her. He turned and saw me 
approaching, he withdrew his sword and 
Bellowed “stay back, you shall not harm 
her”. I replied “please Paris I don’t want to 
fight you”. He shouts “ Yes you will”. With 
one clean stba i plunged my sword deep 
into his beating heart.



He crumbles to the ground in agony. His 
last words were “lay me by Juliet”. I made 
my way into the tomb dragging Paris and 
then lay him by her. Her warmth had 
evaporated, her happiness was a thing of 
the past. She had reached the Gods in 
Heaven and I would join her. I lay by her, 
kissed her lifeless body and then consumed 
the poison. Hand in hand with my Juliet. 
Death consumed me.

Angus Hardy - Year 9



The play starts off with a family fight   
Then the Prince calls it off and said no 
more 
Suddenly there came a massive great fright
Romeo walked in fast and spoke and swore 
Romeo always thought he had the girl 
Tybalt got an invite, Romeo went 
Romeo saw Rosaline she looked swirl 
Romeo went, as he thought he was sent    
Romeo found Juliet and seeks LOVE 
It made Romeo’s heart so full of lust
They ran away together like a dove 
Until it faded away like some dust
Juliet faked the death Romeo came  
They died, this meant that they ended the 
game.

Reuben Grout - Year 9



Anger. Hatred. Their eyes. Their mouths. 
Coming out with most vicious of things. All 
the ill educated blacksmiths chanting to 
me. I was innocent. 
2 days earlier:
I knew it was bad, but I hadn't anticipated it 
to be this bad. I was going for my daily walk 
when I noticed this strange scratching 
noise coming from the bush. I went over to 
investigate and a cat was there, all alone. 
With a scar all across his eyes. I knew I 
shouldn't just leave him. So I took him. 

I took him. My biggest mistake. His 
hair was wiry, I knew this was a red flag but 
I didn't think much more of it.  His eyes 
were like telescopes, they had an 
unforgiving sense to them.



Now, this leaves you wondering, 
What has a cat got to do with this? In this 
day, a black cat is a symbol of death and 
witchcraft. I wish I had left that cat there. 

I went to my medicine cabinet to 
see if there was anything to help me heal 
the wounds on this lost creature. As I 
walked in, I grabbed a bottle of liquid 
medicine and poured it on this cat. It 
hesitated at first, but it seemed to soothe 
him. 
I heard a loud bang on the door; it spooked 
the cat causing him to knock over the 
bottle. I ran to the door before it seemed 
odd and it was my neighbour. He was 
probably coming to brag that he was Thane 
of Glamis.  



I asked him what was the matter and he 
told me that they had found me out for 
being an evil woman and that they were 
taking me away at last. I should have asked 
him who? Or what? But I just froze. I could 
tell he was glad that they would take me. 
But when they realize I'm a normal person, 
I will show him.
12 hours later…

So...now that you are all caught up, 
back to the current day. They would put 
me in a straight jacket and throw me in the 
river. If I were to drown. I was guilty. If I 
were to float, I was to be innocent. I stood 
on this wooden plank and the bodyguard 
pushed me. I plunged into the water and I 
felt the rocks hit my face. I could hear the 
crowd cheer as I hit the water surface. I bet 
my neighbour is happy now. 



That was a funny story that I like to tell my 
enemies. They really thought that I would 
just die that easily? Chucking a witch into 
water doesn't mean they will drown. 
You're probably thinking what happened to 
your neighbour? Well in the future, he will 
be a great success. Thane of Cawdor. And 
King if I have anything to do with it.

Evie Johnston - Year 7



I'm slowly walking, sweat dribbling down 
my cheek, I kept saying to myself I won't 
get seen over and over again, but I just 
don’t believe myself. I can see my small 
cottage ahead in the distance. I hear, “You! 
Come here now!”I swing my head but my 
hood flipped off, It was the only thing 
covering my face! And to make things 
worse it was a police officer. He exclaimed, 
”Woah yo..you're...you're a witch!” 
I run, run harder then I have ever before 
because I know my life depended on it but 
I feel a thud against my arm and I know 
this is it for me.

The jail cell is 6 slabbed pieces of ancient 
stone, I ‘m half expecting it to fall to pieces. 
Now and again a man comes to deliver my 
meal (if you can call it that) and some water 
that has more dirt and mud than water.   



Every day when a guard approaches me he 
looks like I'm going to make him disappear 
from the universe. It's been about 10 days 
since I was pulled into this wicked place 
and I’ve learnt that there are a lot more 
people who have been chucked in the dirty 
cells; people who look just like me. Whilst 
I'm being lost further and further into my 
thoughts I hear a rattling at the door, I see a 
guard who seems like he's done this speech 
before, “Right, it's time for you to come to 
the stake…”

George Foster - Year 7



Hi my name is Shakespeare, born near 
1500
I never knew what I wanted ‘til I wondered,
What if I write a play, about this age in 
time,
And maybe if I think quite hard I might 
just make it rhyme.

His plays were great, really well known,
And after a few years his mind had really 
grown,
People from across the world paid to come 
and see,
And now he had decided what he wanted to 
be. 

King James the 1st was very rich,
But in the story Macbeth there was a witch. 
This scared the king as he didn't like them,
As they showed threat to him and his men.



Then it was time for Shakespeare to die,
But how it really happened always is a lie,
No-one will ever know the reason why he 
passed,
But as some people said he was DEAD AT 
LAST!!!

Isaac Atkins - Year 7



Looking for a new play to write, I suddenly 
remembered an ancient tale I had heard 
before about two fateful lovers. These 
would be Lord’s and Lady's children in 
high society, but would high society be the 
ones to visit my globe theater? I decided 
that no - the rich are rarely the ones 
enjoying my performances, and do not 
tend to come, (excluding Her Majesty who 
has been known to make an appearance in 
her special seat above the stage; but even 
she does not come to see the play - only to 
be seen).  

I wondered how I could make this storyline 
popular with my audiences. I knew that 
they loved plays that entertain, plays that 
are humorous, plays that are meaningful; 
but how could I incorporate this into my 
writing? 



The servants and peddlers may not 
understand the underlying concepts of my 
my plays and sonnets, but I knew that the 
modern audience needed stimulating; they 
come for entertainment - a distraction 
from their daily lives, but how could I write 
a play which they could relate to? I needed 
to create characters for comedic value, 
people who speak in prose -something 
easier for them to understand- so that they 
may be able to relate and converse with the 
characters onstage. 
I considered servants or helpers - people to 
provide humour - but would this distract 
from the tragedy?
I concluded that humour would serve as 
effective relief from the sadness and death 
onstage. This would help to balance out the 
play and make it into something people 
would understand. 



For the Lords and Ladies who come to my 
theater, I believed that the humour would 
help to increase and elevate the feeling of 
sadness come the tragic ending of my play.

Jasmine Watkins - Year 11



‘Hamlet is a play about indecision’. How 
far do you agree with this view of the play?

Hamlet at the beginning of the play is 
fundamentally indecisive. Many critics 
argue that the indecision is a direct result 
of the turmoil Hamlet is surrounded by 
before the play even begins. By Act 1 scene 
2, Hamlet’s father has died and his mother 
has remarried his uncle, all in under two 
weeks. This can be seen in Act 1 scene 3 
when Hamlet states to Horatio, “Thrift - 
thrift” when it comes to saving money by 
combining elements of the funeral and 
wedding. This is dark humour from 
Hamlet and he uses it throughout the play. 
These dramatic life events present a 
character who is unfit to make any 
decisions and explains his lack of action as 
they have clouded his judgement.



Indecision continues with the new element 
of the supernatural. In the Elizabethan era, 
the supernatural was blamed for causing 
madness in the human mind. Hamlet’s 
father’s ghost causes much indecision as 
Hamlet, Horatio and the guards try to 
decipher its intentions. This idea can also 
be seen in other Shakespeare plays, for 
example the cliff edge and supernatural 
links directly with ‘King Lear’. Additionally 
in ‘Macbeth’ the three witches predict 
Macbeth’s future, leading him to commit 
evil deeds and eventually leading to his 
demise. In ‘Hamlet’ the audience doesn’t 
know whether the ghost is evil like the 
‘Macbeth’ witches, or whether it is simply 
seeking revenge in order to move through 
purgatory.



In conclusion, indecision does dominate 
the character of Hamlet during the 
majority of the play, as many critics believe 
he has been driven into some sort of 
turmoil, or even madness, thus making 
him unable to act decisively. However it 
would be wrong to say that the whole play 
is about indecision as many other 
characters such as Claudius and Fortinbras 
show clear decision-making traits 
throughout. Furthermore, even Hamlet 
appears decisive by the end of the play 
when killing the king.

Isabel Turner - Year 13



Hamlet’s character is immediately 
established as having the ability to 
rationally think independently; however, as 
the events unfold it is revealed that this is 
actually Hamlet’s hamartia, since his 
inability to act without thinking ultimately 
leads to his death. Hamlet’s indecisiveness 
can be seen in his hesitation to kill the king 
whilst he is praying, resulting in his escape. 
Hamlet’s character is juxtaposed with 
Laertes’, whose fatal flaw is his ability to act 
without thinking, which results in 
impulsive behaviour. Hamlet’s indecision is 
in contrast to this, seen in the duel scene at 
the end of the play in which Hamlet is 
much more strategic whilst Laertes 
impulsively cuts him with his poisoned 
sword in an illegal move and ultimately 
gets hits back, killing him. 



Both characters are extreme embodiments 
of these traits and their inability to find 
balance is what eventually kills them. Thus 
the statement that ‘Hamlet is a play about 
indecision’ cannot be applied to Laertes. 
Fortinbras, however, reflects the ideal 
human condition, acting both quickly and 
thoughtfully. His ability to find balance is 
what lead to his survival and his acquisition 
of the crown at the end of the play.

Ruby Hackett - Year 13



‘Hamlet’ is without a doubt a play about 
indecision, as the concept of action and 
inaction pervades the entirety of the play 
and all of its pivotal moments, and 
Shakespeare purposefully loads the play 
with an uncharacteristic ambiguity for this 
reason. This indecision extends to critical 
and contemporary readings of the play, 
which are often at odds or contain 
contrasting views.

Hamlet himself laments the indecision that 
comes with the ambiguity and lack of 
certainty inherent to life and considers 
suicide in the most famous and important 
section of the play, the “to be or not to be” 
soliloquy. 



Again, the enduring central question once 
more reflects indecision, and Hamlet only 
resolves that living is better once he 
considers that nobody knows what lies in 
wait once man has “shuffled off this mortal 
coil”. The ambiguity is tangible in the 
soliloquy, with uncertain interjections such 
as “perchance”, “may” and “perhaps” 
characterising the tone of the text. 

It is telling that due to Shakespeare’s 
deliberate manufacturing of a play that 
contains such a volume of indecision and 
ambiguity, critical interpretations have, if 
not directly referenced the indecision in 
Hamlet, differed hugely, and shown the 
lack of certainty about the play. Harold 
Bloom calls Hamlet a “hero-villain”, 
highlighting the duality of Hamlet as a 
result of his campaign of indecision. 



Claudius is described by Clara Stockton as 
the “clear antagonist”, but by G Wilson 
Knight as a “good and gentle king”. This 
uncertainty may result from the central 
scene in the play, where Claudius attempts 
to pray but cannot due to his “stronger 
guilt” and throughout his soliloquy seems 
undecided about forgiveness, exclaiming at 
times for God to do so, but at others 
accepting that the “profits” of his “foul 
murder” are still wanted by him and so he 
cannot ask for forgiveness. This 
disagreement between critics regarding the 
portrayal of certain characters is therefore 
a clear effect of Shakespeare’s deliberate 
choice to proliferate the play with a great 
amount of ambiguity and indecision, as a 
result showing just how important the 
theme of indecision is to ‘Hamlet’ as a 
whole. 

Finlay Miles - Year 12 
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