On the day you read this article
over 1,000 dolphins, porpoises
and small whales will be

slaughtered!

The legacy of the 20th century
will include a damning record of
extermination of the world’s
dolphins,porpoises and
whales,unless we act now to ensure
their survival.

In over three years over 70% of
one species - the Dall’s porpoise -
have been killed off the coast of
Japan. Between 1979-89 21,000
Pilot whales and dolphins were
killed in the Faroe Islands.
Modern fishing techniques,such as
driftnets - the so-called “walls of
death” - are wiping out whole
populations.

Hundreds of thousands are
killed in this way every year and
other threats, such as pollution,
may cause more deaths.

Did you know that up to four
birds die for every one that
reaches the pet shop? The volume
of trade is unmonitored in many
parts of the world. Terrible
suffering and cruelty is inflicted
on the birds leading to high
mortality rates and serious
conservation problems. The trade
in endangered species is also out
of control. Almost one-third of all
parrot species are threatened, and
77 are in grave danger of total
extinction.

Between 1979-89 100,000
elephants were slaughtered every
year in Africa but there is now
mounting political pressure to
overturn the ban and pressure
from traders.to re-open the trade.
Botswana and Zimbabwe have
announced their intention to kill

thousands of elephants. In Japan,

millions of pounds worth of ivory
seals have been seized as they are
smuggled into the country.
Several southern African countries
all maintain reservations to the
ban and insist that they be allowed
to trade their ivory

All this cruelty is unfair and
unnecessary. We must work as a
community to stop this cruelty
which is harming our beautiful
wildlife. We hope to be able to

have an environmental issues
board in the school. Please
support us in this,because it is
important and the wildlife needs
us,NOW!

Ayesha Gilani, Emma Stagg, IVP

Emma John, 1K

Paradise not Pollution

I’m standing by a lake right now, a
shimmering, shiny, silver lake with
beautiful white, snow-white swans
swimming by. The water is crystal
clear, good enough to drink, not
slimy like other lakes nor greenish
brownish colour.

The banks of the lake are
covered with pansies, poppies and
daisies, a colourful combination.
And the grass is a fresh green with
the cows grazing, munching the
flowers. Buzzing, busy bees hum
by, stopping to climb inside and
out of the flowers.

I adore picnics by a lake, with
all the sandwiches, cakes, drinks,
just as it used to be when I'was a
little, little girl. Also, when I was
little, I can remember climbing
trees. The trees here look very
healthy and not like some other
places. You can see the birds
rushing by, nesting in the trees
and from my point of view, trying
to win a medal by bumping into
everything they see, or just
showing off, fluttering, flying
around, but I like the tweet, tweet
song that makes one fall asleep in
a deep, deep, sleep.....

Jennifer Lumb, It
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The country of Ideca was calm
and peaceful with quiet streams
and deciduous woods. Gandalf
had been walking for days, but he
could see no road nor signpost in
front of him.

He had been informed, by a
passing elf, that after twenty years
of travelling he would confront a
great waterfall. It was there that
he was to find his destiny.

His destiny had bothered
Gandalf all his life. Why was he
here? He had no friend who
could inform him; he had no
family, not even a distant cousin.

As Gandalf wandered, avoiding
the mysterious holes that kept on
appearing before him, he came
across a huge pinnacle that rose
too high to be able to see the top.
It seemed to be made of a
crumbly, rocky substance which
was soft to touch. Gandalf circled
the illogical pillar, surprised
because he had not noticed it
before. He had not seen the pillar
from far away, yet it was so tall and
so dignified.

The elf had not told him of any
pillar. Was he on the right path?
Was he on any path? Itwas
doubtful: the grass he trod was
fresh and untouched.

Suddenly a howling wind that
pierced the ears circled the pillar,
descending from higher up-in the
sky. It was quite visible as it was
like a purple gas and as it crashed
to the ground it liquefied and
bubbled; with a sizzle it had
vanished.

Everything was quiet again as
he entered the wood. The light
shifted through the trees, falling
on the over-grown speedwell, like
jewels sparkling on a crown. Itwas
so magnificent that Gandalf was
breathless and stunned.

As he gazed, a beautiful girl
appeared before him, dancing and
singing. She was dressed in a
long, flowing, blue dress. She was
centred in a clearing and had an
expression of sheer happiness and
delight.

Gandalf blinked and she had
gone. He could still hear the
singing and the music though.

Entranced as he was, he fell
asleep, a sleep filled with dancing
and happiness.

He woke to screams of torture,
and everything about him was
dark and spinning around. He
tried to get up, but with no
success; he was tied down.

The wood was chanting, “You
have seen the girl; you have heard
the girl; now you must pay.”
Gandalf was held down by roots,
roots that had grown when he had
fallen asleep.

“I saw nothing; I heard
nothing,” Gandalf cried, in doubt
that the trees would believe him,
but the spinning ceased and the
screaming ceased. The roots
broke and the dark wood became
light again.

Gandalf could only hear a
distant voice whispering, “Thank
you, you have broken the curse,
thank you.” The voice died away
and Gandalf sat down on the leafy
floor and pondered. He
pondered for five hours before he
gave up and continued his
journey.

Gandalf was used to many
strange events happening: stones
falling from the sky, books
exploding after being looked at,
but never had he broken a spell
for the good of someone else. He
felt proud and triumphant.

Now, on the horizon he saw a
cliff - a drop higher and steeper
than any he had seen before. Far
below there were more green hills,
more trees, but also more
civilisation.

There was only a winding path
as narrow as the width of his foot
to reach this landscape. He felt
solitary and confined; his
determination rose within him
and he carefully made his way
down, hugging the cliff face. All
that was in his mind was the huge
waterfall; a haven and a place of
rest.

He stepped on to the springy
turf and looked about him. Here
was a brook with leaping fish
dressed in red and blue feathers
with long fins and tails. They were
spectacular but they were not the
goal he had in mind. He crossed
the footbridge and stepped onto

the bare rock path, advancing
towards the cottage, with a timber
wall and a turf roof.

Inside the cottage Gandalf saw
anote. Itread: “So you are here at
last, Gandalf; at the next ravine
you will find your destiny, as well
as who you are.”

Gandalf’s heart soared. He was
near, very near; he could almost
hear the rush of water, so close to
his heart.

Up the next flight of stone
steps, wider this time, but more
treacherous, easier to fall from
than the cliff and Gandalf was
feeling careless. He checked
himself and continued past fires
which lit up the now dusky sky;
spears fell from the sky like stars,
like deadly stars.

He passed tiny hamlets and
villages with no more than ten
houses per group.

The next ravine was in sight; he
was running to the edge. As he
reached the edge he noticed the
ground was crumbly and insecure.
There were no steps, just a rope
tied to a small shrub about as high
as Gandalf’s waist.

“T’hat will not hold me,” he
said aloud.

“Trust me,” replied the plant.
“You must trust me.”

Precariously Gandalf took the
rope and, taking a deep breath,
slipped over the edge. Down and
down, further and further until he
touched the bottom of the ravine.
The brown water soaked through
his leather shoes immediately; he
knew the way would be
treacherous. He looked about
him and saw black stones four feet
apart. It was hopeless, but he
could still hear the rushing water
on the shingle that he had
imagined, after he had read the
note.

For some strange reason he
risked his life and jumped to the
next stone. He should not have
made it but, somehow, he did; he
flew from one to another as if a
new life had entered his spirit.

He had made it, despite the
goblins with their sticks and the
daglalites armed with many stones;
these were creatures of the devil,
creatures to avoid.



He entered a dark wood with
low hanging branches. Butterflies
swarmed around him, leading the
way.

An amazing light filled the
trees. The thunder of water was
near now; he could feel it; he
could sense it.

He stepped into a clearing and
there was the magnificent
waterfall. Tears sprang to
Gandalf’s eyes but he brushed
them away quickly for the scene
was being ruined. All creatures he

had ever seen, and many more,
surrounded the water, dancing.

The water glistened and shone.
The noise was deafening but the
creatures were not disturbed.

In the midst of the group was
the girl dressed in blue; just as
happy, just as beautiful. Her eyes
were loving and Gandalf instantly
recognised her.

“Gandalf,” she called, “Gandalf,
I have a message for you, from the
kingdom of Ideca.”

Gandalf knelt beside her but

instead of speaking she raised him
and she herself knelt. With so
much grace she recited the well-
rehearsed message.

“You are the greatest wizard in
the world, the oldest and wisest
man alive; you are our long-
awaited ruler of Ideca; you are our
king and shall be for many more
years to come.”

Then there was more singing
and dancing; Gandalf was the
happiest man alive.

Isabel Walker, IVY




A Distant
{=roup of Trees

Iwas in the remote countryside.

The simplicity of the landscape
was ominous.

In the far distance I could see a
small shape which looked like a
cluster of trees.

A cloud in the sky made a shadow
like a hand which crept over the
sun.

For a few minutes my
surroundings were dark and eerie.

The sun pushed its way through
and I could now see the trees in
greater detail.

I could hear whispers from the
weeping willow, and through the
leaves I could see a lake, with the
stillness of a sleeping child,
breathing softly, softly, softly,

SSHH, SSHH, SSHH.
Naomi Usher, IlIG
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Sarah Bridgewood, VS




“Best wishes, Great Aunt Hilda,”
read the card attached to the large
rug that somehow appeared under
the Smiths’ Christmas tree.

“Who is great aunt Hilda?”
asked a child, lost in the mass of
wrapping paper, toys and pairs of
socks.

“Do we have a great aunt
Hilda?” asked Mr Smith.

“Yes, we do,” said Mrs Smith. “I
stayed with her once when I was
eight. She had a lot of sheep.”

Mrs Smith was very attached to
what she could remember of great
aunt Hilda, and the rug was
positioned in front of the
fireplace. Strict rules about
muddy feet, Ribena and ice cream
were laid down but were less easy
to obey. The three children, aged
eight, five and four seemed to be
drawn towards it whenever they
were in contact with any dirt.
Glasses slid out of hands and dirty
feet were tripped up. It was not

intentional; it just seemed to
happen. All the time. Mrs Smith
was upset but she knew they didn’t
mean it and she couldn’t blame
them.

Just after New Year, when the
rug had lost its shine and had, in
places, gone some very strange
colours, the Smiths received a
crackly phonecall from great aunt
Hilda. She would be there in
three hours, coming to visit the
great-nieces and nephews she had
never seen. And the rug.

Mrs Smith marched into the
sitting room and looked down at
three small chocolate-covered
faces. “Right,” she said, “your
great aunt Hilda will be here in
three hours. We are going to
clean up this carpet if it kills us.”

Three mouths fell open. Three
hands dropped three chocolate
bars on the rug.

For an hour the children
scrubbed at the rug. Then Mr
Smith tried, but it just would not
come clean.

When great aunt Hilda arrived,

Sophie Wimbush, IIZ

Mrs Smith had her plan all worked
out. On every major stain she had
placed a child. It seemed
foolproof.

The doorbell rang. Hilda was
shown into the sitting room where
three angelic children were
strategically placed on the rug.

“My back’s not what it used to
be,” Hilda said, “come here and
give your auntie Hilda a hug.”

191 nFe no, we can’t.”

“Why not, chicken?”

“We are ..... we’ve all got
cramp.”

Aunt Hilda waddled over to the
rug and swept up the nearest child
in her arms. A large patch of
orange squash was revealed. The
whole family waited for her
reaction. Then she spoke.

“You didn’t really think I would
be angry did you? You don’t know.
how relieved I am to see it being
used instead of sitting in the attic
until I came to stay. For the first
time in my life, someone is
actually using one of my presents!”
Clover Arnold, IIIF
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In the days far beyond the Permian and Triassic
ages lived dinosaurs like the great Tyrannosaurus
Rex; early reptiles inhabited the green land and the
whole scenery was wonderful. Suddenly, towards
the end of that period, the landscape began to
change dramatically. The climate, all at once,
began to get unbearably hot. Most of the dinosaurs,
like Tyrannosaurus himself, were slowly but surely
becoming extinct. All the land creatures, terrified,
began running to different areas to try and escape
the heat, but they failed. Sky creatures, like
Pterodactyls, were learning to adapt to the heat, but
occasionally scorched their wings and feet, at
landing and flying too high. Nevertheless, they
managed to survive quite well.

The people in the village of Valétudin were
getting rather concerned. They could easily survive
the heat but were worried for the dinosaurs.
Although the dinosaurs were savage, bitter, cruel
and liked eating most of the people in the village,
they still felt some sympathy for them.

All the Valéts were gathered at the Great Hall,
for they had decided to hold a meeting there. They
all filled the seats and began to mutter to each
other why they had been assembled; then, all of a
sudden, all of the people were quiet. Everybody saw
a very old man approaching the platform and
standing up to speak. This was his speech:

“Hail my people. We are gathered here to
assemble on a very serious matter. During these
times, we have all noticed a change in the weather
and climate. The landscape keeps moving and
causing the ground to shake. The days are getting
longer. Our friends, and sometimes enemies, the
dinosaurs, are running away, trying to hide from
the climate and are dying. We have go to help
them.”

At this point, the silence was broken by the
sound of people crying out “Hear, hear,” and
encouraging whistles. The old man, called Senex,
raised his hands to quieten down the audience;
then he carried on with his speech:

“There is only one creature capable of helping
our friends, and it is the Archaeopetrix.”

At this statement, every single person that was in
the room gasped. The Archaeopetrix was a very
dangerous mammal. It had a beak that was like a
modern bird: it was covered in feathers, a pair of
wings, and a very long tail; but it had animal
features. Inside its beak was a full length of teeth,
spread about its jaw. It had wings to fly, with finger-
like tips on them. It could also talk like you and
me, in the human language. It was considered to
be the most dangerous animal that anyone could
ever see.

The whole of the audience remained speechless

for approximately half a minute, until one Valét
inquired why the Archex (short for Archaeopetrix)
was needed. Confidently, Senex replied:

“Apart from being different from both birds and
animals, its knowledge is far better than that of any
living thing. It has the power to stop this earth
from crumbling below us, and knows how to save it.
Therefore, I would like two volunteers to come
forward, and go and look for the Archex.”

There was a deathly silence that floated around
the hall. No-one dared to volunteer, because they
knew Archex. Archex lived in a desert where even
an ant dared not lurk. Archex was a very sensitive
creature who reacted to light, heat and any
movement. If he caught a glimpse of you in one
second, you were dead within the next. Everybody
was scared of it, and none thought about coming
forward.

The, Senex caught a faint glimpse of a hand
rising slowly above the heads of the audience. Then
a clear view of the man came to sight. He wasa
short man (about six feet and eight inches), and he
had long flowing hair and was fairly young. He said:

“I, Jair, nominate myself to go to Archex and save
the dinosaurs.”

Everybody gasped at this; they all thought that
Jair was the bravest of all the Valéts. Suddenly,
another voice also spoke out. It was Jair’s sister.

“If my brother goes, I go too,” shouted his twin
sister Brin. “I will not leave without him.”

To this Senex replied:

“Very well, you two young ones, go forth and
bring us Archex. If you believe you can do it, I
believe you too. The shortest route to find Archex
is by Eastland, past the Maelmord and into the
Desert of the Dead. I bid you farewell, and as we
always say, “fortuna fortibus favet!’” (which means
“fortune favours the brave’).

So, the two young people went on their journey.
They took with them some provisions, like food,
weapons and fresh horses. They also brought along
a special box. Itwas a gift to Archex to try and
“soften him up’ a little, and it was also to protect
them at all times. If they were in a lot of danger, all
they had to do was open it up and it would reveal all
its magical powers to protect them.

Brin and Jair had travelled for thirteen days to
reach the Eastlands, and at the border-line, they
were confronted by a group of thugs. They tried to
steal all of their provisions and even the box, but
Brin and Jair bravely fought and overpowered them.
As they were both skilled warriors they easily
overcame whatever problem that had arisen before
them.

As they were approaching the Maelmard, they
befriended a very great warrior called Garet Jax.

He was the most skilled swordsman in all of the four
lands and he had decided to help them. This was a
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