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Manipulation

They manipulated her to wear that dress,
Telling her that she’d be the prettiest of them
all.
They told her she needed to wear platform
heals.
They said she needed to be tall.
They told her that if she wanted hot guys
She would need to change her techniques.
They told her to wear makeup
Because without it she would look cheap.

And once she had decided that they
would push her around no more
She fixed the blade to her wrist
And fell to the floor
She never did need the make-up
Being herself would have been fine.
She should have worn whatever she
desired
And not been defined
When they came to realise that she
never knew they cared
They wished they had told her
The world was more beautiful with her
there.

They told her who she should love.
Anything other than a hot guy was wrong.
They always made her feel like she never
Really belonged
She hated wearing dresses
And she couldn’t walk in platform heals.
She couldn’t live up to their standards
And all of their ideals.
They told her that she was a geek,
And that she would never fit in.
Her heart felt heavy
As she held the blade to her skin.
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Sana P04

A Heart of Clay

When I was younger I was given a doll
And a little tea set,
A shadow of who I was to be;
A woman made to bare children
A creature designed for domesticity.
My brother received a toy car,
And a miniature toolkit,
As if he would be the one to drive the
family forward,
To assemble his own future.
Whereas mine was seemingly set in stone.

Walking facades,
Secrets concealed behind carefully
constructed hearts,
The truth caged behind silenced tongues.
I choose to remain an onlooker in this
tragedy.
It’s not easy being a woman in the
performance.
So many expectations to live up to,
Predetermined titles I must adopt.
Their callous words puncture my heart,
And carve my sense of identity.
Don’t they see I am not a person without
feeling?
An entity of just teeth, nail and bone?

Dress a boy in shades of blue
A girl in arrays of pink,
Tell him that he must never cry
Tell her how to think.
They instill it in us when we are young,
When our minds are liable to manipulation. If I am clay then they have set the mould
Whispers sneaking into the crevices of
Of who they think I should be.
consciousness,
But little do they know,
Only I am the sculptor of my destinyOnly to convey what is acceptable or not.
Life is a performance.
Everyone wears the false mask of
perfection;
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Aisha 11S05

Save the Children

I am human
I am a Muslim
I am, who I am
I will save the poor children who need our help
So let’s work together
As a group
The children will be warm-hearted,
If the children’s dreams come true,
So let’s work together,
As a group
So let’s share our ideas
And make up a plan,
So we can help the poor,
So they live a better life,
Now that they are free,
And who they’re meant to be,
We could have a celebration,
And make a pretty decoration!
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Aqsa N09

Let's Do It

If we took away the media
Could life be easier?
No right, wrong or perfect,
Everyone would know they are worth it
If racism didn't exist,
Maybe no more use of fists?
If life is worth living,
Shouldn't we all be forgiving?
Time goes fast,
Why not make here and now last?
Together we can stop reliving the past.
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Daniella 9S01

She Knows Too Much

The black crow waltzing down the lane of doves knows that her feathers are too thick
and dark for the beautiful white doves to glance at. Her brown eyes pierce your mind to
think that she is less domesticated
She knows too much.
She acknowledges that she is an abnormal anomaly that no one in society will ever
understand.
Yes, she knows too much
The doves will only know what they see, which is a black crow with a mind of its own.
I know too much
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Eden N09

First day at secondary school

Ring! Ring! Ring!
My alarm at six am in the morning.
Out my bed I’m yawning,
On the floor I’m crawling.
I put on my school clothes and a shining
blazer,
Not my ordinary navy-blue jumper.
From head to toe I’m dressed in-black,
Looking like an eerie bat.
I munch down my breakfast,
I head outside.
W ith my glimmering black shoes,
A chaos of cars everywhere,
Parents beeping horns here and there.
This was quite a usual,
Start to an academic year.
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Farah K09

Good Bye Despair

Why do you hide yourself under that mask?
All scars can’t be covered
Let's finish this boring see-saw task
I can balance myself
No need to suffer
Our sighs reveal our deepest worries
You cannot make them all disappear
Deserts and seas
They are all some form of fear
Each day
Feelings pouring out like Rain
It's on replay
Sometimes I feel like there will be no
Tomorrow
You wake me up and gone is my sorrow
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You’re the brightest star of my
constellation
Disclosing to me the reasons to love
myself
You have become part of this narration
Beautiful moments flow like a fountain
When hardships form a mountain
At the end of the day
It is natures play.
Don’t be afraid to move on
Say goodbye and just go on
We are fine now.
We lost our wayBut I am relieved
This is the start of a new day.

Huma 11 P07

Dead Girls Don't Die

You trek through this walk of death as if you live,
Mortality stains your fingers black and blue,
Your knuckles are perpetually bruised and scarred,
Yet your eyes burn like wildfires, unforgiving,
You see fantastical faces like raindrops,
They drown you in your sorrows, you can't beat them,
You bleed and you bleed, your head held high no more,
You long for a home that's no longer your own,
You were the queen of your kingdom, how time flies,
Now you're polished bones, another broken soul,
The mayhem of their myths, darling of their dead
The music of their words only inspires dread
Trust me, they said, the stars are aligned for you
I found that the stars had aligned against me
Dead girls may not die, but dead girls always lie.
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Nahar 10P07

Perfect

You crave their skin and desire their fame.
Yet you do not know the truth little one.
The numb lips and their silicon smiles are concealing the true darkness.
Portrayed to be loved by you and your kind To be worshipped.
Your sublime gods are all you need- naive you are little one.
Of the incessant purging and exploitation and muffled up cries They weren't sung any lullabies.
Cruelty whispered into the ears of these infant gods to be perfect, porcelain and known.
And that is what you want little one, I see the envy has grown.

You've blossomed into a woman now.
I see the faint wrinkles but your blurred vision glares at something more.
The withered reflection looking back into your eyes is worthless,
The agitation is something you cannot suppress.
Because you need that flawlessness, their attraction and their finesse.
So you seek refuge in Botox and needles,
Yet you forget you will still grow feeble.
Brittle, old and forgotten.
Your once vibrant petals will eventually fall.
So now you see little one, you see what I have been chosen to show?
No girl was planted to be the perfect woman.Social media just wants you to follow.
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Ramsha 11P08

Life

‘Di dum’ the first heart beat in the mother’s womb
Breathe
Breaths taken
The cry, purely excruciating
‘Di dum, Di dum’ the heart pounding taking the first steps to life
Breathing frantic
In and Out
The smiles sharp, the serpents shrieking
Mocking,
‘Di dum, Di dum, Di dum’ the heart pounding, breaking the cage
Breath lost
Remembering breathing
The truth of life stabbing, twisting, penetrating
Death howling,
‘Di dum –‘last breath.
No warning.
No truth.
Darkness.
‘Di dum’ the first heart beat in the mother’s womb
Breathe
Breaths taken
The cry, purely excruciating
The cycle of lies, starting again

10

Amal 11NO7

Tunneler

Big, black, bloodthirsty beast
it had no name but it brought me shame
we played its game and I went insane
crying "Tell me your name! Tell me your name!"
"Tell me your name before I truly go insane!"
But the sound of my voice was lost in empty space
Drowned in the sound of the world's fast pace
Footsteps echoing and voices belting
My own voice crying "God, please end this"
My feet moving out of my control
One step, two steps, three and four
So much so that I can't count anymore
Did I say four? Where goes five?
In my mind, these numbers thrive
The tears flow and they refuse to stop
One drip, two drips, a drip and a drop
Like cordial dispersing through water
Leaving its stain no matter what it says
No matter how it pleads or how it begs
Engulfing each particle with its bittersweet taste
An impurity that I have no choice but to face
An impurity that will crush my little fort of eroding stone
Even if I lock my doors and barricade the windows it will always find a way in
Seeping through the cracks it worked so hard to create
Hell-bent on being the reason why I truly break
Dragging me back into the darkness and aiming my eyes at the light ahead
Basking in the fact that I don't fight back
Giving me hope, only to remind me that a light only lasts so long
Until it runs out of fuel and returns to being a hungry darkness
It ensures that I'm broken down to something so small it can take over
completely
Wrapping its murky shadow around the flickering light I have left
The light I clutch to desperately because I know that it is my only comfort
In this tunnel of life
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Samina 10N05

Kindness

Kindness, kindness is a word not many understand.
If shown and gifted to you,
It’s a word that melts your heart
If they use it to tease you and create chaos,
Then it’s a word that makes you break apart.
It is something many need strength for,
So you need confidence and more
To be able to spread and share,
Therefore the love we need is quite rare.
But kindness is not a simple word,
I’m sure that you must’ve heard
That…
“Kindness is the language which the deaf can hear and the blind can see”,
And that it’s not wrong to eventually turn into who you’re meant to be.
I personally know it’s easy to hate
But it takes resilience to be gentle and kind
I’m a person who believes in fate,
But when I do something wrong, oh how I wish I could turn back time.
When you’re showing kindness, don’t expect something back.
Do things for people not because of who they are or what they do in return,
But because of who you are and the respect and honour you want to earn.
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Silica 10S09

Homelessness

Do you ever see him sitting alone?
Do you ever see him cry?
Do you ever feel the pain?
Do you ever ask him why?
Do you ever give him money?
Do you ever give him a drink?
Do you ever give him food?
Do you ever rethink?
Do you ever see him sleeping on the floor?
Do you ever feel the cold that he goes through?
Do you ever check your garbage for food?
Do you ever find this an issue?
Do you ever have a good sleep?
Because I never do.
Please help me and the world who needs you.
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Saleha 7N06

Honour

I try to get my voice to scream
Smuggled by the hands of the devil
But trying was pointless it seemed
As no one was in sight to break the shackles
A bright summer’s day fades
As the door shuts from behind
But I could see a familiar face
That caught me by surprise
It slowly crept towards me
Although I didn’t know what was to come
And it gave the smile of an angel
So I welcomed it home.
I could feel the hate fuel his punch
The heat of it releasing through the collision of his fists against my teeth
And it continued to boil and divulge through his loathsome words
As I scramble across the floor to break free.
Finally I am put to rest. No longer having to live the long day
My last tear drops, down the side of the corner of my eye
Through the cracks of the wooden floor board whereupon I lay
And the only thing that I let out was a fearful sigh.
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Sumayyah 11P05

What A Thing Are The Seasons
Mu m and Sadia were passin g through a garden

  

Seeing the falling leaves, Sadia asked:

    
  

 

      



     

 
   

  

     


    
 
 
   

   


  
   

      


  
   

  

    

     

   
 
   


 
      


      


 
 
 

   
 
  
   
  
 
 


      



      
     

   
    
     
     


     


  
   

  
    


   
    

       

“M um look! Wh y are the leaves falling?”
Mu m said this the season, autumn
Sadi a asked, “W hat is this season?”
After hearing this mu m said:
“Allah has mad e 4 seasons: summer, autum n, winter and spring.”
Besides this is the rainy season
Rainfall has its own joy
In sum mer people turn on fans
Eat and drink cold th ings
W ear light clothes and go outside
But the they protect themselves from the sun
In the rainy seasons hail stones fall
There is heat, and rain
Rain drops go chum chum
W e have much fun
Clouds thunder, and lightning strikes
Then comes autumn
The leaves start falling
This is why it’s called the season of leaves falling
Empty are the plants and tress
Then comes the season of winter
Now people wear heavy and warm clothes
The months of winter are December and January
Now com e cold wind s and snow
Now sneakily comes in spring
The beauty of the ground is great
Extremely beautiful scenes of spring
Everywh ere is a cool shade and greenery.
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Jalwa 9K02

The Bird's Heart

I sat down viewing birds
And looking at that route of departure
Time had stopped; wished it never did
I wonder: Have you forgotten
Those moments we shared?
Has your heart lost feeling?
My face is showing happiness no more
Will we have back those memories
Of Jumping over the fences?
Will all that happiness return?
I wish our houses were neighbours again
We spent every night together and talked
About us falling in love
Your face is like the moon shinning
Your laughter fills my heart with pleasure
and joy
You are emperor
Why has your heart turned to stone?
I fear that time will end
Before all this is changed
What is this arrogance for?
You are not that jealous lover any more
I will love you for ever
Please come back to me
To be together again
And fly high like birds

ﻛﻨﺖ ﺟﺎﻟﺴﻪ ﺃﺗﺄﻣﻞ ﺍﻟﻄﻴﻮر
ﺇﻧﻈﺮ ﺍ ﻃﺮ ﻖرﺣﻴﻠﻚ و ﺃﺩور
ﺍﻟﺴﺎﻋﻪ وﺍﻗﻔﻪ ﺃﻧﺘﻈﺮ ﺎ ﺗﻠﻒ و ﺗﺪور
ﺃ ﺴﺎﺋﻞ ﻞ ﺴ ﺖ ﺫﻛﺮ ﺎﺕ ﺃﻳﺎﻣﻨﺎ وﺍﻟﺸ ﻮر
ﻞ ﺍﻧﻤ ﻣﻦ ﻗﻠﺒﻚ ﺫﻟﻚ ﺍﻟﺸﻌﻮر
رﻣﻼﻣﺢ ﻓﺮ ﻟﻢ ﻌﺪ ﻟ ﺎ ﻇ ﻮر
ﻳﺎ ﺗﺮﻯ ﻞ ﺗﺮﺩ ﺃﻳﺎم ﻗﻔﺰ ﺍﻟﺴﻮر
روو ﺗﺮﺍ ﻲ ﳌﺤﺔ ﻋﻨﺪ ﺍﳌﺮور
و ﻌﻮﺩ ﻞ ﺫﻟﻚ ﺍﻟﺴﺮور
ﻳﺎﻟﻴﺖ ﻟﻮ ﺑﻴﻮﺗﻨﺎ ﺗﺘﺠﺎور
ﺣ ﻞ ﻟﻴﻠﻪ ﻧﺘﺤﺎور
و ﺍﻟﻐﺰل ﺑﻴ ﻨﺎ ﻳﺘﺪﺍور
وﺟ ﻚ ﺎﻟﻘﻤﺮ ﻳﻨﻮر
ﻣﻦ ﻜﺘﻚ ﻗﻠ ﻳﻔﻮر
رﺃﻧﺖ ﺑﺎﻟ ﺴﺒﻪ ﺎﻹﻣ ﺍﻃﻮر
رﻮﳌﺎ ﻗﻠﺒﻚ ﺍﻻَﻥ ﺎﻟ ﻮر
ﺃﺧ ﺃﻥ ﺗﻤﺮ ﺍﻟﺪ ﻮر
و ﻣﺎﺯﻟﻨﺎ ﻟﻢ ﻧﻄﻮر
ﻣﺎ ﻞ ﺬﺍ ﺍﻟﻐﺮور
ﺗﺨﻠﻴﺖ وﻟﻢ ﻌﺪ ﺫﺍك ﺍﻟﻐﻴﻮر
ﺳﺄﺣﺒﻚ ﻋ ﻣﺮ ﺍﻟﻌﺼﻮر
رﻋ ﺃﻥ ﺗﺤﻞ ﺍﻻﻣﻮر
رو ﺃرﱡﺩ ﺃﻧﺎ ﺍﻟﻌﺼﻔﻮرﺓ وﺃﻧﺖ ﺍﻟﻌﺼﻔﻮر
ﻟﻨﺤﻠﻖ ﻟﻌﺎﻟﻢ ﺍﻟﻄﻴﻮر
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Shawq 11P03

The Necklace of lLoyalty

The sun blazed beneath the clouds in a golden haze and as the patches of the misty light
shone through the gaps in the trees, we realised that we were in thejungle. I could hear
the golden, crisped dry leaves that crunched beneath my feet like ancient twigs and
bones. I was with my companion, Veronica, but I had to drag her forward because she
wastoo busy playing around with her new mobile phone
Hidden beneath the overgrown, malodorous grass was a beautiful plant: It was as red as
the reddest roseand it had sharp spikes sticking out like bloody daggers. I wastempted to
pull it out from the ground. Just as I was about to to touch it, Veronica slapped my hand
so hard that it started to sting.
“What the flipping hell are you doing Veronica?”I shouted.
“If you had touched that for even a second you would have been dead by now.” she
screeched
“Oh stop exaggerating Veronica.”
“Well excuse me for trying to save your life Vanessa, but or your information this is the
most pestilential flower in the whole of the universe!”
“Umm...Then thank you for saving my life” I said sheepishly
Having walked for such a long time, we decided to stop and eat. We tucked into fruit,
dried nuts and left over strawberry cake. We could hear the sounds of thunder and
lightning coming from the top of the mountains. There were vexed crimson lines like
wounds in the sky spitting their gloomy rain on top of us as if warning us to go away.
The wind whistled; the trees swayed, and that’s when we saw the cave. As the shivers of
excitement ran down my spine, I bravely started to march towards it. Suddenly, Veronica
pulled me by my collar and hauled me behind an impressivelooking creature. My green
eyes could not stop staring at this demonic and menacing looking dragon: It had hard,
jagged textured skin and jet black eyes. I put on my armour like Vanessa had advised and
slowly crept in to the extraordinary looking cave.
Eager, but cautious,I got on my back and started to slide across the floor like a snake. I
carefully avoidedthe snoring dragon and tried to reach the precious necklace that lay
right between its wings.
I felt something cold and icy; it was the necklace. I held it in my right hand proudly
showing it to Veronica. The necklace was gloriously surrounded with shimmering gems
that glistened like icicles. Carefully, I tiptoed back as quietly as I could so as not to wake
the sleeping dragon.I huggedVeronica tight and jumped gleefully towards the sky.
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Zainb 7N05

The Wind and The Water
The wind and the water sprinkle and splash all over the side of me. It was slightly
refreshing, but at times it would get very irritating; I couldn’t see and it wasn’t even
raining and half of the time, I had to use my windshield wipers to clean my face.
I like the people, in the town, some of them are: short ones, tall ones, fat, skinny, black,
white. Some live in houses, and others in very tall beautiful buildings, as many others do.
They love the sound of the not-so-gentle waves, crashing and colliding into its barrier,
and me. I go along my track, electricity flowing through my metallic veins. The wind
changed, and grew harder, and a lot more forceful. A large gust of wind, bombarded
ferociously into the side of me. I could feel myself losing my balance as the wind
pounded into me. The buttery yellow sun began to shoot its warmth upon me as I made
my way to my destination. The sprinkles of water had evaporated and I can feel myself
becoming warmer.
I can now hear the sounds of the sweet birds chirping and tweeting away their beautiful
harmonies. The sound was like heaven on earth. You are only able to get this a few times
in your lifetime, if you listen carefully. They tell a story with their delicate hums and
whistles that are too precious to be imitated. There was one bird in particular that had
the most gracious sound you’ll ever hear. It had a daunting hint of red to it that no other
bird had, almost like small phoenix. The amazing melody it would sing had no words to
describe it.
I could still feel a salty sensation in my mouth from
when the river water had previously hit me. This
taste lingered on my lifeless tongue for a while. I
could feel the salt almost evaporating the moisture
from it. The bitter taste slowly crept down my
metallic throat leaving a piercing kind of pain as it
went.
Here we are again. The river water spat its salty poison on me as I scurried by it. Before I
knew, it had consumed me for what had already felt like an eternity. The river was more
obstinate than any other creature around and it doesn’t even live, so how does that
work? There doesn’t need to be much wind for it to throw its physical insults at me. All
of a sudden, I can feel more liquid coming from the sky only less salt has been formed in
it. Now I have two kinds of the same substance being dashed at me.
The huffing wind, pushed back at me as it did before only this time it felt like it did it for
a purpose. The air blew and roared for attention, and it made sure it was too consistent
to ignore. This was a daily routine for me. I know I’ll do this again, tomorrow anyway.
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