Alfred Noyes: The Highwayman
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The wind was a torrent of darkness among the gusty trees.

To the left of her an owl hooted, to the right something groaned.
A tree falling, perhaps, or a trick of the wind whistling through
the moors; whatever it was it didn’t matter, because she wasn't
listening. Her ears were already filled with the pounding of her
heart echoing to her brain. She ran. Kiar didn't know why she
was running, but she knew that something was very wrong. Her
instincts had sensed danger before she even knew it was there.
So she had run.What exactly from she didn't know, but she had
run, and she was still running. She reached the thickest part of
the forest. By now she was almost crawling, harsh branches
scratching against her bare skin, and all the while fear flooding
her head, filling the crevasses of her mind.

It started raining. Kiar was bitterly cold,and every movement she
made seemed to take an age. She struggled against nature, willing
herself on, but eventually she was conquered and fell to the mud,
exhaustion and fear enveloping her. She lay still, silently sobbing,
until the tears stopped falling and her breathing grew deep and
calm. She slept.

Dew from the trees dribbled onto her face, and she awoke. Kiar's
ears were filled with the sound of birds chattering, but her eyes
were filled with piercing sunlight,and she raised a hand to shield
them. She slowly sat up, squinting, and stayed there until her eyes
had adjusted to the light.The girl looked around. She saw that she
was leaning against a small tree,an oak, but there was something
wrong with it. She rubbed her eyes, and realised what was
wrong. Only half of the tree was still attached to the stump.The
rest was lying two feet away from her foot, and she became
aware of the sickening fact that had she gone on further the night
before, and collapsed a little later, she would have been killed in
her sleep.

Kiar was surrounded by branches and dead leaves. Standing up,
all she could see for miles were trees and bushes. She tried to
retrace her steps from last night (or crawls, as was the case), but
the rain had long since washed the tracks away,and spattered the
thick mud into a mottled shape.The girl had no idea how far she
had travelled, or where she was. She didn't know how to find her
way back. An unfamiliar word crossed her thoughts: Lost. She
was lost.

She sat down on a tree stump and contemplated her position.
After much useless thought, she gave up and thought out loud
U"Well, P'll just have to find my way out of this place, look for
someone to help me find my bearings.¥WWho knows, | might even
find my way back to Hampton.” The latter part of the sentence,
though, she said with not even a glimmer of hope, as she was in
the middle of nowhere.And she was alone, though she had not
yet learnt to feel it.

Kiar walked for what seemed like (and probably was) hours, but
she had no way of telling, as curiously her watch had stopped.
Her watch said the time was half-past eleven. That time was
familiar, she knew, but she couldn’t place it. And then she
remembered: it was the exact time she had been born. Strange
- She shook it, and a few drops of water dribbled out from
between the joints. The hands twitched, but she couldn’t get
them to start working again.
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Kiar's feet ached with tiredness, though the rest of her body was
awake and alert. She was determined to find her way out, and
said nothing, thought nothing, just concentrated on a tiny blot on
the horizon, that she could just see between the trees. The girl
moved quickly, mechanically, every limb working like clockwork
(except hers obviously). She walked and walked, and kept going
until something made her stop mid-step. Without even realising
it she was standing at the edge of the forest, and a worn dirt
track lay before her. She followed it,and even before the sign that
read " WELCOMETO HAMPTON’, she knew that she, somehow,
had found her way back.

She broke into a run, screaming and shouting, and didn't stop
running until she had rushed through the village gates and
tripped over a large bucket. "OWW?", she yelled, rubbing her
bleeding knee, “WHERE DID THAT COME FROM?!" She
grabbed it by the handle and leant back to throw it as hard as she
could — when a disturbing thought passed her head. Where had
the bucket come from? She could've sworn it wasn't there
before, else she would have dodged it! She lowered it slowly and
then let it fall. Then something even stranger happened, for when
it hit the cobbled ground, it made no sound. No crashing, no
banging against the ground. And then she heard it, crashing
against the pebbles, but it had already lain there for at least five
seconds. It was almost as if time had been delayed, and the
bucket had fallen before sound and gravity could allow it.“Oh, my
eyes, | must be seeing things. Good thing I'm home!” she said,
shakily, but she couldn’t convince herself.

“Mum! Mu-", she began, but something stopped her from
finishing. Kiar had only just noticed the emptiness and quietness
of Hampton. She realised no-one had come to meet her, ask if
she was alright, no one even appeared to be there.There was no-
one passing through the streets before her, no children
screaming in excited play, no mothers chatting, not even a dog
barking. Kiar got up and crept cautiously to the nearest cottage,
which she recognised to be the village priest’s. The door was
slightly ajar, so the girl pushed it open and went it.

The priest was not there, and neither was his wife. She thought
she could hear the sound of people, two men, talking in a
language she didn't understand. But they stopped before she
could investigate, so finding nothing, she left the house.

It was strange, for though Kiar searched every house in the
village, there was no-one. Her house was empty, as was her
Grandma’s. One thing she did notice, though, was that some of
the fireplaces still had fires going in them, and one house even
had the table laid with steaming potatoes and a fat chicken
gracing it. It was almost as though everyone had just disappeared.
Gone.

She was recovering from this awful thought, when the shining
glint of a sword caught her eye.The girl followed the glare of its
reflection in her eyes, and when she reached it she saw that it
was double-sided, and engraved in the hilt were the words :
Liberté, Egalité, Fraternité. Kiar didn’t know what it meant, but
she knew it was French. Old French.The sword had an amazing
power to draw her to it."How intriguing,” she said in wonder,
almost forgetting her painful, surreal situation. She bent down to
pick it up, and feel its coldness against her skin, when it vanished
in front of her eyes. Kiar gasped, and would have screamed had a
hand not covered her mouth, preventing her. Strong arms
gripped her waist, and the force of a strong body pressed her
down, back arched and helpless. This time Kiar did scream, and
so loudly and piercingly that not even the weight across her
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=Awake to the Cold :,l)z'g/zzf

The sun shone down on the dismembered figures, filling each corner of the
room with a queer sense of uncertainty. The portraits of the countless
sculptures displayed an unrealistic variety of expressions, yet each one
shared the same shrill of horror beyond every extent.The uncanny shade
of auburn rust captured every ounce of energy in my gaze. | lingered there
transfixed into what seemed to be hypnotising my application into a dream
of dunes.

No longer did | realise the morbid creatures stared straight up at me. |
staggered to grasp back my attention from the miniature hypnotists. My
eyes wandered across the many figures, shooting a chill of disbelief through
my body. So sound, so calm, yet all at once slightly more than freaky. A
figment of my imagination saw one of the sculptures blink. But what were
they! Why were they there! Were they real? | felt my body tremble with
fear.As suddenly as my thoughts flashed in my head, | was awake to the cold
light. My questions that | did not really want answers to, were starting to
unveil themselves.

The cold light pierced my brain, | tried to run but my feet stayed firmly
glued to the floor. | could feel burning in my heart, that something was not
right. That's why | wanted to get out of the white room so fast, But my head
forbade my legs to move. | soon lost control aver my brain, and my arms
and my legs did what | did not tell them to do.| felt trapped within my own
body, a prisoner in my own heart.| lost all feeling, the reason to live, for my
life was no longer mine to live. So many ways to describe the burden laid
upon my shoulders as my soul shrank down away from my eyes. Away from
anything | knew, away from my own body. | felt my soul blink and in a flash
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| found myself looking up at my own bady from the small sculptures | once
looked down on in fear and dismemberment. | was trapped, forever in a
place that no-one knows exists. My soul is lost forever in a place where
there is no record of time, no knowledge of space. What is to become of
me! What is to become of my soul?

Chloe Farkas, Year 9

oIt was émpossszle lo leave lown

| was just a traveller who saw a huge sign advertising free pie. Being the
hungry man that | am | could not resist. As | walked through the wooden
saloon doors everyone turned around and stared. For a broken down Texas
bar it sure was busy. An old man sitting in the corner beckoned me over
with his finger.

“You come for the pie, you stay for the soup’ said the old man.'Get on your
way or you'll end up staying, he said. Hey, maybe | should have taken his
advice but it was free pie, any flavour; turning away free pie is easier said
than done.What could pie hurt anyway, | thought. So [ chose blueberry and
apple pie with a small splodge of cream. It was freshly made and steamy hot:
I sunk my teeth into the freshly made pastry with a little sugar sprinkled on
top.As my teeth hit the hot sweet apple, my blood started to rush straight
to my head. | felt giddy with the taste of blueberry. It tasted so good | just
wanted more. ‘Soup darling, to help you wash down that pie!’ said the
waitress. All | could do was mumble a reply that sounded mildly like yes. So
the waitress filled an eggeup full of steamy hot soup and | poured it into my
mouth. As soon as it hit my tongue all the different flavours overwhelmed
me.As | swallowed it | felt sad that the taste was over. Just remembering the
chicken, tomato, vegetable soup like taste put a smile on my face, and a
shiver down my back. Just then | knew | would never leave town.

Kirsty Annets-Gledhill, Year 10
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I wouldn't trade it
for the worl?)

My name is Sophie Bowles and | live in Cornwall. |
moved to Cornwall when my aunt met a flower
farmer named Reuben and he farms about 100 acres
of mainly flowers. Nanfan Farm is situated about two
miles from a little cove called Mullion and is on the
Lizard Peninsular. It is the most southerly part of the
UK and has an excellent climate for growing flowers!

The main crop is daffodils (narcissus) which bloom at
the beginning of the year until the early spring. The
sweet williams then start in early summer followed by
pinks (dianthus) which flower from May right up until
early December.

Daffodil bulbs are planted in August/September and
are left in the ground for three years. They are then
taken out of the ground, graded, cleaned and sterilised
at 112 degrees to kill bulb fly and other pests, they are
then replanted.The sterilising is done in huge tanks on
the farm.

The flowers are picked by hand and Reuben can
employ twenty pickers at his busy times.The daffedils
are sold to a huge company called Winchester
Growers. The pinks are sold to a supermarket chain
called Morrisons. The sweet williams are then sold to
local florists. There is much more to growing flowers
than you think!

Also on the farm are lots of animals! We have a back
yard where we keep all the animals. We have got
forty-six geese, forty ducks, forty-six chickens and
horses. Every day | go and feed the animals except the
horses (because in the riding stable workers do that)
because | love working with the animals. There is a
family of geese who roam around the farm (who are
normally quite smelly because they sleep on the muck
pile).And | have had a few unhappy experiences when
| got too close to them and they charged at me! They
are brilliant guard dogs! We also have two dogs and
two cats which are very very greedy, seeing as we get
through twelve tins of cat food in five days. | go riding
quite a lot and afterwards | tack up all the other
horses. We normally have visitors down in the
summer because my Grandma does Bed and
Breakfast. My room is on the south side of the house.
It faces the garden which is very big. My house is quite
big,and quite in the wilderness (| think) because if you
look out of the window at night in Brighton you
would see lots of other lights in the distance. But if
you look out of a window from my house you would
only see about two other lights! But | love my house
and | wouldn't trade it for the world.

Sophie Bowles, Year 8
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One day Lucas was told by his mum to go to the supermarket to
get her shopping. He didn’t want to as he thought that it was too
girly for him. His mum said that all he had to do was go around the
supermarket, get the food and bring it back home. Lucas had no
choice but to do it. So he went to the supermarket to get the
food.

But somehow, when he looked up from his mobile, he saw a whole
load of trees. He said to himself “Where am |, it looks like a wood,
but how did | get here | thought | was supposed to go to the
supermarket to get mum’s food? He stood still looking around
but all he could see were trees.They were so big that they shaded
the ground where Lucas was standing except one ray of sun that
somehow found its way into the woods. Lucas saw through the
tree trunks a much brighter place, with more sun, so he walked
over to the brighter part of the woods.As he was walking he saw
two small round green glows. He was wondering what it could be,
until he saw a few more that popped up around the first one. He
got scared as he didn’t know what he was in for. Lucas turned
slowly around in a circle. The whole place was covered with green
glowing things. He was more terrified than he had ever been in his
life before, but then he actually saw what the green glowing things
were. They were millions of different owls and they all came
towards him, closer and closer, then suddenly they started to
attack him. He got scared and he didn't know what to do, so he
screamed and then he started to shout ‘HELP. SOMEBODY
PLEASE HELP ME!" He knew it was the most stupid thing to do
because he thought no-one would live or even be in the woods,
but he was wrong. Out of the air came a man with a green raggy
top and beige trousers, tucked into black boots. On his back he
was carrying a long, thin hunting gun. He made a grand entrance
by swinging on a rope and then he jumped off the rope. Whilst
doing so he squashed a few owls landing with the blood splatting
on Lucas’ face.As it splatted on his face he pulled the weirdest but
cutest face ever. Then very stylishly the man swung the gun off his
shoulders and started shooting the rest of the owls as they were
still kind of attacking Lucas. After a while they had all died.

As the man introduced himself, he asked ‘Are you ok and then
just after he had said it,"Oh by the way, | am Ethan John'. Lucas
replied ‘Oh, I'm fine just got a bit scared, I'm Lucas Egan.' Ethan
asked him if he wanted to go to the village to his house for a drink.
Lucas thought for a bit then replied, Yes please, if it’s not too much
trouble’. Ethan said very coolly, ‘Follow me, so Lucas followed
Ethan to the village and just as they were outside Ethan’s house
Lucas noticed that there were a few logs of wood. He wondered
whose it could be but then it hit him, they were obviously Ethan’s
as it was a cold, snowy winter and it was outside his house. After
a while they started to talk about a ot of stuff, but strangely Ethan
said to Lucas,'You don’t know how you got here do you? Lucas
replied stuttering'H ... H ... how do ... how do you know that?’
Ethan said‘ Don’t worry, | know this because this has happened to
lots of people before’. Lucas said happily,‘Really, how did they get
back?” Ethan replied, "Well Lucas, you see its different for
everyone. Lucas said sharply "Why?" Ethan answered ‘Because you
all come here differently so you get back differently’. Ethan asked
Lucas ‘Do you trust me?’ Lucas said tearfully ‘Yes, of course, | do’
Ethan said proudly.'Good because if you didn't you probably won't
get back, some people before you didn't trust me so it was really
hard for them to get back’. Lucas asked Ethan ‘Why was it hard?’
Ethan said sadly “Well unfortunately you have to do very
dangerous things to get back. Ethan and Lucas tried to figure out
how to get back and it took them forever to figure it out.

After a few hours Ethan finally figured it out. Ethan asked Lucas
if he did really trust him just to make sure because this one
was really really terrifying. Lucas obviously said that he trusted
Ethan totally; that was until they got to the place. It was a cliff.
Lucas looked at Ethan and said “You are joking aren't you?'
Ethan said. ‘No Lucas I'm not. Now remember when you get
back it will be the exact same time as it was when you left, 0.k
Lucas said ‘Ol | better get it over and done with, so he
jumped.As he was on his way down he screamed so high it was
higher than Justin Timberlake singing. Lucas fell from the sky,
everyone looked at him whispering ‘Oh my God it a sign,
thank you God for sending an ANGEL!", but Lucas chuckled
then carried on walking to the supermarket. He got the food
then went straight home taking a different route just in case it
would happen again. When he got home his mum kissed him
on the forehead and said “You're an angel Lucas chuckled then
said, | know mum, | know.

Emily Ip, Year 8

SOhe Darkness

Have you ever had a nightmare, ever wondered what it meant?
You can try to explain them, but you will never really know
what they actually mean. Do you really want to know? This is
a story of a girl who is about to find out.

“Ahhh!” screamed Sarah."“¥What’s wrong, another nightmare?”
said Sarah's room-mate, Anne."Yeah it was weird, there was a
door and | opened it,and inside there was a sweet little dog. Ic
was so sweet and it was rummaging through the trash. As |
walked up to it, to touch it, it changed into a face, just a face
sitting there. Then it started to get bigger and bigger, so big all
| could see was the left eye, it was as if it was about to swallow
me up.Then | ran and ran. | found a door and | opened it and
it was just darkness, silent, yet deafening. | started falling and
falling. My eardrums burst, my eyes started watering. The air
began to get so thick | couldn’t breathe,” said Sarah starting to
sweat."“You will never guess what?” said Anne."What?"

“Come with me!” said Anne. Then Anne brought her to a
room."Dreams really do come true!” She burst out laughing,
ran out and pulled a lever. Sarah was in shock, the chair
disappeared and she began to fall and fall into the darkness.

Sinead Barnes, Year 9
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The ski trip to Alpe d'Huez over the
Christmas holidays was a great success.
There was plenty of snow and Miss
Whittaker reported that the girls were a
credit to their parents, the School and
themselves.As a result staff were

\ also able to enjoy the holiday!
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We had to arrive at school for 3.30 in the marning,
Much to Whittaker's disappointment everyone was yawning.
Eventually we arrived at Gatwick.
Surprisingly Big Gubbins wasn't sick.
At Grenoble, we began our two-hour journey,
To be welcomed at the resort by the Beau Soleil family.
With our boots and skis fitted as soon as we got there,
There was no time at all to despair.
The next morning brought an early start,
Bed and student had to be pulled apart.
Free skiing in the morning and afternoon,
Made us ski down the slopes singing a Christmas tune.
The teachers won the quiz to everyone's surprise.
Much to the student's demise.
The second day began with heaps of snow,
When a snowball fight arose, Emma hit Whittaker with such a blow.
For dinner we were served pea and ham soup as a starter,
Could have been regurgitated on the trampolines — a bit of a startler!
After third skiing everyone was wiped,
All the teachers singing Frank Sinatra at karaoke gave us a fright.
Along with Larry and Ash free styling,
They kept all of us smiling.
On the fourth day, Abigail and Saphy practised their French techniques,
However the locals all thought we were freaks.
'Hurry up, slow Emma' Ashley begs,
But first we see Peta and her banana legs.
At bum-boarding Ruth,Abbey and Laura sliding on their bum,
Shooting down the slope yelling 'Here we come!'
On the fifth day the top group had fun,
Going down a scary black run!
Later that evening we went to the ice rink,
Whittaker was a pro (at least that's what she can think!)
Vanessa had talent she wasn't lacking,
Chris and Miss Miles on the other hand were slacking,
Some adolescent boys started on us — it wasn't right,
So it all amounted to a massive snowball fight (AGAIN!)
The sixth and final day, which was a big disappointment,
But it was fancy dress much to our excitement.
We had a clan of mini St Nicks,
Amadea and Natalie up to their usual tricks.
We also had girls from St Trinians and a Christmas tree,
And we all skied down the final slope proudly.
Our last night, we were drinking Perfect Sunshine,
A cocktail that allowed you to walk in a line.
There was also a disco for the SMH crew,
Dance all night, that's what we do!
The next morning was home time, as sad as can be,
A long journey home, to our family.
So that concluded the SMH ski trip 2002,
Hopefully next year we will be seeing you!

& . Saphy Ali, Emma Watkins, Year |3
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