nd overgrown, wi-f" tangled clumps of b
eedy. At the bottorﬁ of the garden ther
f pavements like green cathedrals. Unlike th
e were clumps of clover af‘rd bedraggled dais
urned wheelbarrows and cifirty red brick and m
d been there for years. All argfund the garden, there w

covered fence and broken ﬂowg}pots.

: [

The broken flowerpots seemed to be leading to the moti
- the bottom of the garden. She was Iy ing very, very still a
and she was covered in dust and dirt and pollen, so it loo

But there was something very stran ,_éabout the way she y

Her eyes were wide open and she \hfas staring straight up
face was as if she'd been expectin '-Qmething lovely but

Saskia Sullivan, Year 7



During times of
war, respect for
nuMmanity is the

S

first casualty...













