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The Evacuee 0
(7

fl was doing some drawing in my bédroom &%Mum called my little sister Evie and | from
the front room. | collected Evie from her room we went downstairs, Evie bouncing down
the steps in front of me on her bottom! um% ad were in the lounge, listening to the
wireless.

“Ssshhh, listen to this,” she whispered. It w th i Minister, Neville Chamberlain. |

listened so hard that Ia/boughf my eagdgums might po didn’t understand a word. Once
it was over, Dad just t8ld’Evie and | fo,gp to bed. Dater, ame up and told me what was

Mother had
diéssed, then.. aused. “Go and pack your bqgs she saidiguick eo
| did what she scuoéf pqcked my kaed hat, sccﬁ‘f and gloves my favourite art

book? qnd coloured p . | also pucked a packe‘r of fruli' pastels ( ourite sweets).

At se o’ clock f €next morning, | got up and carri downsfqlrs in my arms.
breakfast ‘(scrambled egg ©mtoast) and then e to have a bath, get

Whén it came to choo @'a teddy | struggled - |1aad~ so_many¥avoufit venfually,

\ ( udecided to bring Sugar, my Khitted pink horse. |_helped E‘vle’to pack, which w &y because

/@e took all the same things Gg*me. It was hglf-past eight a:nor\%e had to\go to | where

~

v‘%d been told we would be “organised”. A 3

3 As we walked out of the front door Mum said §he wodld come W|’rh to ’rh%
n

Frownedﬂs Mum tried to _explain to hervwhat was gomg fo happen. | dpmt blame h& - it

all very confu&?g When we got to the schob,l, gates, | wds “holding Evie's hand and

walking behmq{ys We were told t& go into our class lines wﬂ;h me in Class 6 and Evie in

1. All our 1'eachers eﬁeréﬁrhere Mrs Chmbmg and Mrs Marr My 'Frlepd Katy was ”ronf of

in the line. She |ecme€| backwards and’whl§pered Are you excﬂecr?

“No!” | shouted. A blf‘too,loudly becquse everyone h.trnecl round to look at us. Oops";?

“Katy Evans and Lucy Cgmpbel| shoufed Mts Marr. Be quiet!” " v‘”

\

| looked across at Evie whowwas s’rcmclmg wf"f;\‘her friend Grace. Five rﬁmu’res later, | a’r
the front of the line. All the parenfs that ’were c‘émmg on the bus were ‘gf the back, b
realised that Mum was wa|k|ng,§>uf of the scquo* gate until Mrs Cllmblng sfopped her. The‘y

had a conversation and Mum came« Eack to stand W|fh the other’ «pcu%n’rs ., ",
“Yes!” | muttered happily to myself unc{?r\my brea’rFr 2 ‘“, . *,
“Lucy Campbell?” Mrs Marr asked. | sf(}p‘?ed f'orward.cmd sshe tied ' a_label onto my collar. | *s

read | as | walked back to my place. Mur‘h looked at me‘qnd frowned. 2\ few minutes |dker we
were on the bus. Katy was next to me with ‘Evie an Grace on the seats in:front of us. All- sthe
parents sat at the front where | could see 1'|‘1‘e‘ op of Mums hat pzlgmg up..The ride to fhe
station was long and bumpy. | looked at the labe w’c‘:m it said iqu going to Wales | looked *-
at Katy's; she was going to Wales too. We looked at {c}éh other’s 'Iqbefr“and realised we were \“
going to different towns. Katy pulled an atlas out of héubqg Geog*qp’;y was her favourite

subject - and showed me the two towns were next to :3ac'h\ofher AHer ’rha’r the bus ride

seemed to go much more quickly. ‘(,,(' \ ’m'.‘: ¢



ntil 1 ent to platform nine and she went to

chec &r label - thank goodness she was

yvie holding tightly onto my hand.
r ly than | ever had before. Evie

At the station, Katy and | hugge
platform eight. | met up with Evie again an
going to the same place gs me. | climbgdyonto theytrain
| had already said gooﬁ%e to Mum o(n&ugged h

a
b

finally seemed to have realised what wa%ing on béeause on the bus she was chatting away
/‘; to Grace, but ?she just safsilently like a"dollron the s
The rdig’started to meve and | bega

% to Mum and Katy, still
ot the platform, u/%l | could see* nothlng except #hlck white steam.

We had been on, the train-for half an hobr &nd | felt sqytired y came along the
carrld‘ge.s, giving ever)fcgﬁ' rown papﬁer bags. | |ookéd ihside mine! chocolate bar,
cm qu|e and a sandwic heese and-ham, my Favourlha A boy i next to me
%qd already eaten all his foge and then fhl:ew up*all over’.i'h“é floor. Th

|| but | managed to hold n’f‘y}breaqusf |n\| looked across at Evie. Sh
Iﬁ%ﬁng | was cold too, but | took off my jacket. and wrapped it around, her.

4 > ‘ 4

it cmcl slipped into deeper sleep. "« o v, ¥

p S

eel sick as

*.| felt the train grmdmg to a half“! woke Ewe‘up, got our cqses e from
walked down fhe aisle. 1. gof to the door and reahsed' ’rhq’r' Ewe CIICIDJ‘ have her das ma

onto the pla’rfor(ﬁ, people s’rqr’red c})ecklng ourlabe|s and }gllmg us to line up on the grgss.
held Evie's hand" al}/thékway qu"\( cn«.nd |oo|dng lady came éver ;md pointed togu red-hai
girl who stepped ou’r\of' the line and&feh’r with her‘AHér this hqppened with a
realised what was habpgning Lots of peop}e\ kept cbmmg ‘and gomg but none o
me or Evie. | hoped we wou|c| be chosen #ogefh r. | wondere;d if anyone had picked lﬁ&l
Evie and | were ’rhé‘lm’r ones to be, cﬁosén, but at. least we were 'toge’rher A ma e
along, apologising for bemg iéte He looked" as th&agh he nghf live ona Fgrm He pointed at
me and | held onto Evie's hand" évén more flgh*JwHe noticed’ bec&use he then pomfed at EWe

as well. Yes! He told us his name v;as Rl&hard anz:l he had drives doWn to the sfghon in a car"*

&

We jumped in to the back and drove’ b%ck to his home f‘ s, ‘, ",
He did live on a farm and he’ s‘ég{ned very klhd ! desaded fhere and then ﬂ'rgi' | liked s

him, that Evie and | were very lucky and i'haf | was gomg'to enjoy living’ in fhe country. *
L *

*.LUCY CAMPBELL PREP'V]




On the Beach by KG
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Gr.éride‘_]ib_y‘ ﬁrep-l-ll o

As mean as.a devil, meaner than any crea'rure ’rhai‘ once llved on ’rhe world,
L He,gai's like a pig, snorting and smfflmg, '

: e : Grendel that's what he's called, ;

) Whgj: a mischievous and gruesome name,
Anyone who. passed him would die of his decaying smell, -

: He is as quiet as a mouse when he flows sneakily through ’rhe mgh’r
SR ) He is vile, vicious and villainous,

P ] Sl He is unspeakable,

He spits like an evil cobra, he lives in a forgotten treacherous cave,

His boils are green and Ferocioué'bu't he shadows over you like a giant.

ol
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ANNIE JOHNSON

far awely in the misty, mysterious, mythical marsh covered with darkness
AT Aféruesome hideous, collosal beast departed from hell,

. 'h: . - A smelly oozing forest reeking of evil -
From q\hoﬂpw fiendish tree where the dark horrible looking S dB nolifoan
This my’rh|cq| creg.i‘ure has razor sharp disgusting fangs that dig in the decaying flesh of

e unspeakable dead bodies

He has hair as sharp as spikes
. h, terrible icky skin that not even the sharpest sword can cut through

He is as violent as a vulture

_ v he hears the merriment of people his heart burns hotter than the sun.
His angers would rise up when the music tortured his ears.

Grendel was his name.

TANISHA JOSHI

e

hldeous monster .very far away, where no one would dare to go, called Grendel

His hair is as long as a hose

oL e - His disgusting face filled with boils
! He creeps slowly through ’rhe_cﬂ:rk, evil, unspeakable forest
L He despises the tunes of the happy people
L P A A sinister beast on the hunt to kill everything and everyone.
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Letter from Lady Macbeth by Prep V

/D.mw
Glen Risk
Seatfand

12th. Novewnler 1007

My Dear Macleth,

IMWmawo%:mew%ﬁwﬁwp@MI Wﬁﬁ&wawwpﬂaog

thivgs.

Forthe past o digs T Rave G fosing smnge: Wy nsidl W s s T e e
slecpoalling and going s wash wy hands with we witer! S&Lu@wmlw&m%
0L ol gl ol "l 5 wmyl” Ollse oy fac ks agonioed e thongh 3 o
dicam. wa WM Lo that ) Lol Mm@uwo\@’t&l@ M-om, Wkwt,u B ]
WM‘&\&Q@@@ donwice 9@ w 04 kaa/ Wa!

good wan and hethoellhe was safe wnder our wof. (ady MacBud] had theee ittle dilisen
mwﬁmwawﬂw%mu%&au@w4m.

Meaclethy, plecse end yowr reigu of Gy before tiatoo late. (e can dothe slitthing and
confess o eximmes beforthe battle. T beg you please do tbecamno afttrthe battle we wigkt wit le
alete dothis. This to our Last chameete do tand stop cvergtling. Even tf wre gt sl e prison
or exserdlid e buows we did the gkt tinng,

T,
([Cady Maclethh

ABDULLAH FARHAN



Pointillism Rockets by Prep I
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The Highwayman by Prep V

"The wind was a torrent of darkness among the gusty trees.

The moon was a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas."

Alfred Noyes

ABDULLAH FARHAN
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Independent Writing by Reception
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If | Were King or Queen For a Day by Prep |
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On The Beach by Prep |
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Letter from Lady Macbeth by Prep V e Rk
Seatland
18th Noveruaber 1007

My Rear Maclietl,

Torthe padt feur davgo, L have beews exmstfonslly wastible. Our wesid Todotills we T lave losun
WMWWoMMumeWIMﬁw'awouWW& I
e aloo been saging, "Oy dammed!" sowtling b can't semmsmber. Iwm,ffwml
smremoned esil spisils e wesy body. L amn scased of wsjod]. "M;@wﬁ.w&“ﬁm
WM"@WWTMMo{ZﬂLaw." Machet, slease help we becamse L ame

Qowwmlw&.

M%mwtamm?MdmﬂmemmMaw&m&ow. @ﬂvmww
billed Lion. MACBETI (Ocke wp! T st Lol tiwstioitla, gold heastid Wachetl,, wit

1 M,memﬁmog%% wam&’awiwwmwmigmmgcﬂ
Mcﬁm&appmm’&t&m&aﬂmawoﬁtﬁff Wl'm’fﬂﬁwum#wm
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What will | find on the beach? by KG
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Independent Writing by Reception
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Fear by Prep llI

| am frightened of the wobbly legs
Their tiny eyes that are barely visible
| wish that they didn’t exist

| am afraid

Yes, very afraid

own my spine when | think about
’ S\

e me get sweaty palms.

ing what could happ N

GET OUT! ,‘
GO OUTSIDE NOW!

| am frightened of the evil characters who some people believe come out at night
Like Titanic sized monsters and ghosts

Looking to eat you greedily

| am frightened of the grizzly bears stom'n.
Looking for you sleeping happily, disturbing yoyfsleep
When they all come together
They gang up on you slyly, very slyly
They are creeping acrosswour floorboards

Trying to punch openourbedroomdoer to eat yu Gfiaight

| am afraid

Yes, very afraid

| feel | look up from my comfortable bed
ghtened of them all

.

Wondering what will happen..

are waiting for like they want me

WAIKE UP! OPEN YOU EYES!




Collage Picasso by Prep Il
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The Lighthouse Keeper's Lunch by Prep Il
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PATRICK ZHAO
Cherry Blossom by Prep IV
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Jack and the Beanstalk by Prep I}

JOE MANDEL
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NICK ROWLAND STYLE ART - 4
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Above me, the skyﬁj%%&%ﬂ%%ﬁdﬂﬁ_i

e most peaceful place is. ﬁ

The loneliest place is_Ak

[
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But the thing T will remember most about the island is ﬁL L /Jaf :.JWL[Lu'u:

MAIA BVUMA

Look! On the island you can see %MM@A}@U&_MMAL
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Look! On the island you can see

Listen! On the island the only sounds ure_&h_wbbwmmmm
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As I move through the island, I smell

In the heart of the island I feel _&ﬂﬂ@—ind%
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Above me, the sky.
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A Witch's Spell by Prep V

Double double, toil and trouble
Fire burn and cauldron bubble
Tooth of bull and tongue of cat
Hump of camel and chins of bat
Nape of tiger and magpie’s cry
Rage of boar and the blackened sky
Tear of bliss and tired yawn
Screech of kitten and infinite storm
Soul of dragon and flaming sword
Tree of growth and apple cored
Gliding kite and bloody tail
Rotten tooth and poisoned ale
Tornado of steam and the sting of nettle
Slither of snake and the steam from a kettle

ALEX MUCHARWA

;

Double double, toil and trouble

Fire burn and cauldron bubble
Tooth of lion and leg of cat

A hump of a camel and a wing of bat

ﬂose of pig and magpie’s M

ead of

Eye from ’ of
Hair from a har® g Tr

Head from a dog, ear fron i



Wanted: The Giant by Prep Il
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The Air Raid

Mum'’s dead; Dad’s gone to fight. Just me and my sister.
All our stuff was ready in case the air raid sirens went
off. They went off sooner than | expected. A jolt of fear
ran down my spine. Even my little sister Penny knew what
was happening.

| grabbed our blankets and pillows while Penny grabbed
Mr Bun-Bun (her favourite teddy).

We left the house, locked the door then turned around.
Nothing. | saw nothing. Everything was pitch-black but |
could hear people making their way to the public air raid
shelters. Grabbing Penny’s hand, | had to drag her to the
shelters because she was so terrified of being killed on
the way. She did not want to leave the house.

People were already queueing and shoving each other to
get into the shelter when we arrived. As time passed, we
slowly made our way to the front of the queue. | have to
say that the ARP wardens were helping a lot. Down the
steps we went. We scoured the tunnels for an empty bunk
bed, or at least a spot to sit. Since Penny was a child, she
slept on the bottom bunks whilst | slept on the benches
opposite. To be honest, | didn't want to sleep on the
bunks. They were made of metal mesh which looked very
uncomfortable, but her blanket, pillow and Mr Bun-Bun
made it look quite cosy, | must admit.

“Penny, come here,” | said, beckoning for her to come and
sit with me. | could hear the bombs doing their job in the
streets above us. Penny came over, squeezing my arm as
she buried her head in my lap. The bombs were taking
their time, making their way towards us slowly but surely.
Thump...thump...thump. Then..silence. A couple of minutes
passed. We all thought the “all-clear” siren was going to
sound when - BUMPH! The whole shelter shook, dust
started falling from the ceiling and all the lights went
out. Just as | thought things could not get any worse, the
ARP warden came running down the tunnel waving his
rattle as loudly as his arms would let him. Gas attack! |
put my gas mask on just in time to see that Penny had
not.

“Penny! Get your gas mask on, quickly!”
“Why?"



“Just do what | tell you!” | shouted. | had never shouted at
her before. The lights came back on with a flicker. | saw
Penny under her blanket with Mr Bun-Bun by her side.

“I'm sorry, | didn't mean to upset you. | just wanted you to
be safe,” | explained.

“It's alright, just don't shout at me again,” answered Penny.
“Ok, | promise | won't.”

The warden came bCICl( CII‘ICI SCIiCI we COUICI ’rake O'F'F our gas

5
i % W@ masks. Penny was more than happy to take off hers.

& " W ‘Tea or coffee, luv?” asked a friendly WVS lady.
N
L

“I'll have a coffee, please,” | replied gratefully.

“And what about you, Munchkin? What would you like?” she

asked, turning to Penny.

“Water pwease,” smiled Penny.

Off went the lady to get the drinks, returning a few minutes

later. “"Here ya go, luv,” she said.

“Tank youuuu,” replied Penny with another big-eyed smile.

She chugged down her water pretty quickly so she could join

in with singing, “"Run, Rabbit’, doing all the actions as she

sang, making me join in too. A little while later, Penny

whispered in my ear that she needed a wee, so we climbed

off the benches and stumbled our way to the toilets. When

we reached them, | could hear someone still humming “Run,

Rabbit” so | just waited. Eventually the humming stopped

and out came an elderly woman with a gas mask box in one

hand and a walking cane in the other. | told Penny | would

wait outside for her. In went Penny, and soon | heard “Run,

Rabbit” again, this time in her funny, high-pitched voice,

which made me laugh. She came out jumping for joy which

seemed very strange.

“What's got you so happy?” | asked with a smile.

“The toilets FLUSH!" she squeaked, jumping up and down

with delight.

“Well that's very nice and all, but we need to get back to

our seats, it's getting late.”

We made our way back down the tunnels as people were
etting ready to sleep whilst others were already sleeping

soundly.
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We all woke to the welcome sound of the “all-clear”.

“Everyone is free to leave!” shouted the wardens as they
walked along the tunnels.

It was morning. As we went outside, | could barely open my
eyes it was that bright. We made our way home, looking at 1
all the destroyed buildings and families crying. When Penny
and | got to where our house was supposed to be, we saw
nothing. Nothing but glass, brick and metal. Our home was = @
gone.

ELISSA MAHJOUB PREP VI F™




The Blitz by Prep VI

ELISSA MAHJOUB LIBBY CHAN

MAYA ABOU-RAGHEB

—

AVA GERRARD ADAM BOYES

ENI ADEDEJI
ZARA ANIMASAUN




