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The screams of tyres as the 
taxis drove above the 
speed limit towards the 
fens sent all the wildlife 
bounding away. One cab 
was in the lead, the other 
giving furious chase. The 
driver behind the wheel 
looked increasingly tense 
as the hunt went on. Dust 
swirled and kicked up into 
the air. The first taxi swung 
around, hitting the second 
yellow and black taxi in the 





















I have seen empires rise and fall
I have seen the meek become the mighty
I have seen the leaps of faith, of pioneers
But I have also seen them ridiculed

I have seen righteousness rain
I have seen the good prosper
I have seen great heroes at their peaks
But I must also see them cut down in their 
prime

I have seen small steps revered as giant leaps
I have seen them dream of mars
I have seen them dream of far away
But none of them dream of me

Ever shall I watch over them
And ever shall I wait
For one of them to come to me
For humanity to touch their star.

The Watcher









Thoughts

My mind is full of 
thoughts

Some of them 
surprising

Others that are 
nothing

A few which 
shouldn’t be 

there.

They race around 
my head

Trying to attract 
my attention

If they aren’t 
doing that

Then they’re 
chasing the 
others out.

I sometimes get 
sick of them

I wish they 
weren’t there

I try to chase 
them out

But it just doesn’t 
work.

I come here to 
quieten them

They don’t like it 
much

They run out of 
my head

And I like that, a 
lot.

You are probably 
asking yourself,

“Where does she 
go?”

Well I‘ll tell you
Anywhere, 

everywhere, 
that’s where I go.

















Translation
Semilla de piedra: 46 lines

Latinoamerica/Latin America: 60 lines

1.Me, I am that what’s been left behind 2.I 
am what’s left over from what they stole 3.A hidden 
town nestled on the jagged peak of a mountain 
4.And my skin is made of leather untouched from 
the factory hands of men, that’s why we can 
survive any weather 5.I am a factory, 6.The 
burdening labour of a poverty-stricken farmer, all for 
your ignorant ‘innocent’ consumption 
7.Cool, soothing breeze in the middle of summer 8.I 
am the Sweet true love from the times of Colera, 
my brother (yes) 9. The sun that is born and the 
day that dies 10. With the most exquisite 
sunsets, it’s colours they cry 11. Pain experienced 
not from the tendrils of your imagination, but from 
the daring glare of living it instead 12. 
Political promises given out, but never followed 
through, empty promises, dangerous 
deception, losing their heads 13.The most beautiful 
faces I've ever met, 14. I am the cherished photo of 
those who were never seen again 15.The blood 
churning inside of your veins 

20. The spinal cord that keeps this 
planet steady is the Andes 21.I am what my 
father and his eternal wisdom 
taught me 22.Whomever doesn’t love their 
country, doesn’t love their mother 
23 I am Latin American! 1.Soy, soy lo 
que dejaron 2.Soy toda la sobra de lo 
que se robaron 3.Un pueblo escondido en 
la cima 4.Mi piel es de cuero, por eso aguan
ta cualquier clima 5.Soy 
una fábrica de humo 6.Mano de obra camp
esina para tu consumo 7.Frente de frío en el 
medio del verano 8.El amor en 
los tiempos del cólera, mi hermano (Sí) 
9.El sol que nace y el día que muere 10.Con 
los mejores atardeceres 11.Soy 
el desarrollo en 
carne viva 12.Un discurso político sin saliva

consumo 7.Frente de frío en el 
medio del verano 8.El amor en 
los tiempos del cólera, mi hermano (Sí) 9.El sol 
que nace y el día que muere 10.Con 
los mejores atardeceres 11.Soy el desarrollo en 
carne viva 12.Un discurso político sin saliva







Short Story Extract

It was a cold winter night, with shadows as black as death looming 
over everyone. Not that there was anyone about. A fierce storm 
battered in the Heavens, sending growls of thunder and shards of 
lightning careering over mountaintops. Far below, a single taxi 
stood alone amidst the hurricane. Its driver had long fled. An 
exhausted woman sat in the back seat, eyes closed, listening to the 
howling winds. In her arms lay a tiny baby girl with a tuft of white-
blonde hair, her pink face screwed up and yelling. The taxi’s wheels 
ground into the gravel it rested on as the elements concentrated 
the force of their fury on the tiny black vehicle, baring their teeth 
and screamed their anger. The woman cradled the baby in her 
arms, then flung open the door and strode out into the storm.
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The Blessing, The Curse, and The Gift

It stalked by, red blood dripping from its heart,

through pain’s scarlet fields casting black,

Not a sound, not a whisper, No unearthly growl,

But a silver blade flashes, only lies of hope.

Past screams and blue, already slaughtered, grief is 
silenced,

blade to flesh. It enjoys the despair, fingers the blood,

And silently moves on, spreading hate,

With a sinister smile, black fire burning.

But like a dove, fragile and beautiful, a face is hidden 
within,

Graceful and mistaken, a soul hated and misjudged,

A life full of regrets and mistakes,

But the prospect of a second chance rings; from mistakes 
you learn.

And while true is the sadness that 
drowns like a sea,

Droplets of hope emerge,

Black is white, up is down, and hate 
seems truer than love,

A feel for things never felt before, 
Unknown is a friend, not a foe.

And so through the crowd, their faces 
drawn, the tears mingle with ice 
touched rain,

And only a shadow, a darkened angel, 
hooks arm in arm with the deceased,

But the dead is happy, like old friends 
they go.

The gift of death, because only an angel 
is left.





Dear Mr. Philip,

I come to speak with you again.

Today has been a miracle; I am free. I have been accepted 
into the Cotton Mill! No more pain and tiresome burden. I 
can walk away from it all. Stepmother can abandon me like 
she has dreamt of since I was born, no longer do I have to 
support her screams that drill into my body. I can leave, 
leave from this hell that I call home, from the clutches of this 
demon that is my flesh and blood, my mother. I can be 
happy now, Mr. Philip. Truly happy.













































One Way To hell

You’d think being the grim reaper would be such a blast, and it was! But then 
they decided to make me a ‘taxi driver’ instead of a wandering giant skeleton with 
a scythe and a hood because apparently ‘You going all over the world has really cut 
our budgets.’ Also, I may have stood out from the crowd slightly. So here I am. Stuck 
in a flimsy rundown taxi with no air conditioning. But I guess there’s only one way 
to hell.





















Leslie got off her crowded 
train and stepped on the 
platform on Kings Cross. 

She looked around and let 
out a sigh. The job 

interview had gone well. It 
was all professional and 

nothing went wrong. She 
didn't stutter, she 

answered all questions 
thrown at her similar to 

how a highly professional 
person would do.



























































SHORT STORY: Cigam – School of Magic

Extract

As I walked to the office I wondered why the headmaster had called for 
me so urgently. Well, to my abject dismay, I soon found out. He had 
horrific news for me. My father had died in a bus crash that morning 
travelling to work after having dropped me at school.

I got a sick feeling in my stomach as I stood there in the rain, 
remembering it all. My mother had died from cancer when I was just 
six months old. I had no memory of her; all my knowledge about her 
came from my father. Now I would be haunted by the memory of him 
for the rest of my life.

That was all one month ago.





Black lives matter, this has taken too long to say

Our path to justice once again has gone astray

I understand I’ll never know what it’s like

But I will use my privilege to stay and fight

Black lives matter, this phrase does not deceive

Neither were the people as he shouted, I can't breathe













• Forever song
By Alice Kirker

Every now and then,

My Grandpa would sing me a song.

I can’t remember much of it,

As I was very young.

The song was from a movie,

And about a lovely bluebird.

I vaguely remember the tune,

But I couldn’t tell you a word.

His voice still rings out,

Loud in my heart,

Even though,

We are a lifetime apart.





















































































































• This story is based on the evacuees in the 
second world war, 1939.

Worse than normal

I was the first one there sitting on a wall outside 
the school with nothing to call my own.

As the other girls and boys showed up the nerves 
and anxiety kicked in it was like I was drowning. 
They all had their best if not new clothes on. They 
had teddy bears and parcels tied with string 
containing everything they may need for the 
journey. They all had tags with their names on 
them around their necks. I had nothing.



























It’s a rainy day I clutch onto my umbrella and walk to the nearest coffee shop. I have 
a cappuccino and watch the rain fall down the window it's all steamy. I pay for the 
coffee and the I wave a cab down 3 cabs came by and got me completely wet! But all 
the cabs that came to pick me up didn’t seem right the 4th cab came by and it 
was shiny black and had no raindrops on it at all it was so weird I couldn't believe my 
eyes.










