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Introduction 
During 2015/16 our year 8 students completed an expedition called Keep on moving that 
had the guiding question ….. 

“ 
Do we need language to shape visual art? 

” 
The learning targets for Art were : 

• I can analyse a specific piece of artwork. 
• I can use a range of techniques to record my observations. 
• I can use different media to explore my ideas. 
• I can produce a piece influenced by my artist. 

The learning targets in English were: 

• I can construct a poem using poetic devices and powerful language 
• I can use standard english accurately in my written responses 

As part of the immersion students watched Disney’s Fantasia before looking at the work 
of Kandinsky. They then created their own pieces of artwork listening to various styles of 
music inspired by Kandinsky. 

The first case study was in Art where students chose one of three artists Alasdair Banks, 
Franz Marc, William Turner or John Constable. They analysed their chosen piece of work 
to be able to understand the artist’s style and technique. Students then found an image 
before experimenting with different materials to develop their understanding of the style 
of the artist and form their own ideas.   

In the second case study students studied the work of Ted Hughes analysing the poems 
‘The Horses’ and ‘Wind’. 

Students finally produced a piece of artwork of either an animal or a force of nature in 
the style of their chosen artist. To complement this students also wrote a figurative 
poem, influenced by their study of Ted Hughes, to go alongside their painting. These 
became the main assessed pieces and are the contents of this booklet. 

We hope you enjoy!

https://goo.gl/vhoKpb 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Storm 
by Thomas Austwick 

So calm, so quiet,  
So quiet you could hear the tranquil sea trickle down the side of the boat,  
Water rocking the boat away from the shore. 
This was truly the calm before the storm, 
All of a sudden, a boom came from the heavens as if cannon had been set off… 

A strike of lightning hit the sea, fork like. 
Like a white hot knife through butter, it pierced through the earth. 
The sky went from crimson red to a deathly black, 

The sky bright with darkness,  
All we can do is watch as the sky penned us in as if we were animals; 
We were stuck, nowhere to go but the evil darkness of the storm. 

Lightning was lashing the sea like a master to a slave, 
The once still waves now colliding into our boat with a massive blow. 
We were afraid for our lives as the walls of nature closed us in. 

Evil grumbles come from the sky. 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Wolf 
by Oliver Beard 

For miles and miles visibility was dominated by 
Thick, cold snow and a frozen over river. 
I scurry out of my cave and the cold air hits me. 
As the sun begins to rise, I notice the ice  

Over the river slowly begins to melt.  
In the distance I notice a herd of deer, 
I may not get another opportunity so 
I stealthily go in for the kill.  

As I approach the herd, I am careful to not disturb them. 
I take my chance and pounce onto a deer’s back, 
Bright red blood begins to ooze out of the skin as it is 
Pierced by razor sharp, dagger-like teeth. 
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Stranded 
by Gabriella Bee 

Endless shades of green and brown 
Layering colour in my eyes,  

The brisk air rushing around 
Seemingly innocent, 

I was alone in the vast mountains of Peru.  
Stranded. 

Eerie mist,  
flooding the arduous slope beside me 
As if the sky had burst its banks  

I heard some rocks fall, 
Then land. 

I looked around.  

No one. 
Nothing.  

A crack of thunder  
Broke my concentrating silence.  

Then a flash of lightning  
Killed my confusion;  

A llama appeared from the darkness  
Then disappeared after the next flash.  

The blinding light  
Left me in a daze 

But the llama made me forget 
As if the thought had brainwashed me. 

A drop slithered down my face,  
Not a tear, 
But a drop of rain:  

Each drop made a pathway to freedom 
From the cloudy prison in the sky. 

A third flash swerved my attention  
The mysterious figure appeared again 

But another flash left me feeling paralysed.  
The llama remained. 

The sky turned from grey, 
To pink, 
To blue. 

The rain stopped 
But the fear began.  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A Storm of Feathers 
by Samuel Bentham 

As I lumber through the door of my hut,  
The cold bitter wind whistles and whips around my face. 
Wafting my wings, battling to walk, because of the opposing wind. 

My heart drops as I look up. 
Black clouds fill the sky, threatening to rain. 
Pecking at the ground whilst water droplets plunge and hit me, 
The feathers on my back act like umbrellas.  
  
My fellow mate gives the piercing morning call, 
Awaking all humans that 
live around. 
The houses start to 
become infected by little 
yellow lights.  

Walking through the long 
grass, my feet slightly 
moist,  
I Collect all the dry leaves 
that are like a blanket in 
the grass. 
Again, the cockerel calls 
out. 

I peck at the ground like a 
woodpecker drumming at 
a tree and 
Unexpectedly the rain 
droplets turn to feathers 
that sends a shiver down 
my spine. 
The noise makes me 
megalith still. 

My associates are squawking and chirping as the blood eyed fox is 
Snapping like a crocodile eating its prey. 
Blood covers the pure white feathers. 

After the deep bark of my owner's dog 
The fox stands rigid and proud;  
The dog now runs directly for the fox  
It turns and scarpers like a mouse scared. 

Horrified to see the devastation,   
four of the carcasses laying there 
Like a rock. 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Kingfisher 
by Ethan Booth 

The slumbering sun rising over the awakened clouds, 
Reveals an unreal animal opening its hatch like eyes. 

The nonpareil bird starts an orchestra of cheerful cries, 
Penetrating the sea of green in a light hearted tune. 

Its wings tainted in 
water, gathering blue in 
Its gallery of colours, 
Its chest mimics the 
amber sun rising like a 
delirious portrait. 

The furiously 
sympathetic bird lifted 
and vanished, 
Into the opaque 
branches covering the 
surroundings like a 
spiders web.  

Exhilarating, like a bullet, 
into the craven fish 
vividly moving. 
The iron grasping beak 
pouring crimson red 
drowning the chest of 
the bird. 

In its unknowing demise 
of fiery water. Suddenly, 
it vanished,  
like it’s prey just as 
cravenly hiding inside its 
own world that it rules.  

An air piercing silence 
struck the whispering 
wind, 
A megalithic stance of  
fearsome stature  
inhaled the,  

Innocent morsel with a 
sign of indulgence, 
plaguing the mind,   
While the tsunami of glimmering colours played on the nearby wildlife.  

A whimsical gem in a malevolent world in dense sight, 
But an innocently dangerous side to this jewel.  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The Waves 
by Azriel Chan 

They are the waves; frustrated, harming, fluctuating shadows,     
Navigating the yawning, navy sea. The treacherous ocean,    
Tempered-cool, beguiles the night sky, whilst innocent, 
Ships are taken by the waves, lurking, liquid predators. 

Their bodies’ envelop the world with a translucent blue, 
Yet, darker secrets are held within their deep, sapphire prisons. 
Ripped ships and sail boats, mangled corpses line the sand, 
Secrets forgotten, memories fragmented, finally, souls lost. 

Not all is dark and mystifying; as the torch of the sky, 
Emerges above the horizon, the oblivions above transform: 
Vast mixes of colour, crimson and gold, layer the blue, 
The sun lighting a beacon, wielding light around and above. 

At mid-day, aquatic creatures rise above and ride the waves, 
Dancing side-by-side. Beneath the waves’ expanse, 
Flush reds and greens, vibrant glows of moving colour, 
Fins and tails, gills and scales, crustaceans and more. 

Forever bound, the waves are to the sea, puppets of the 
Great bodies of the sun and the moon. A part of nature, 
Destroyers of sailors, guardians of the sea.  
Lest we forget who they are; they are the waves.  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Rabbits and Chicks 
by Bethanie Coates 

One icy cold, dark evening a soft yellow feathered chick 
Stood sheltering in the blowing breeze, 

Stepping carefully through cool blades of grass, as if as light as a 
Feather, no footprints to be seen.  

Approaching slowly, a creamy soft rabbit  
Hopped behind the yellow chick.  
A thumping sound echoes through the ground.  

A sharp, soft edge surrounds the open area  
That is his safety 
When danger is approaching. 

In hot pursuit pads and claws grip the ground  
Charging towards 
The needle like thorns. 

For safety, the chick hides in the needle thorn bush.  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Nothing more than a memory 
by Katie-Rae Duffield 

I stumble, 
Tree roots littering the floor,  
The thick air clinging to me 
And hanging limply in the atmosphere. 

I trip and fall,  
Hundreds of eyes watching, 
Their hot-blue iris’ following me down 
The jungle trail. 

I wander subconsciously down a path of 
brown and green, 
A gentle breeze whispering through the 
Green canopy 
Pulls at me,  
Leading me to an open clearing. 

The air lightens 
And walking across the lime blades is 
painless, 
Like flying. 
My eyes flit from the sapphire above to 
The jade beneath my feet. 

There in the opening  
My eyes spot a flash of royal blue and 
Majestic green. 

The silver-blue feathers 
Crown the top of the regal head,  
An elegantly powerful beast.  

Head held high,  
Leaving an impression of dignity,  
The bird turned and fled.                 
Once again, 
There were a hundred eyes watching me as I turned back through the trees. 

But I’m elegant now, 
Floating, 
Not stumbling, 
Not falling. 
I dance towards the white light, 
Unsure where I’m going, 
Although confidence lightens my fear 
With the knowledge that somehow, 
The light, 
Holds that magnificent animal - 
Now nothing more than a memory. 
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The Tiger 
byTheo Fleetwood 

On the blank plains, the sun glows orange, 
The heat burns intensely like a furnace. 

The dry, brown grass blows in the wind, 
Where the silent killer stalks its prey, 

Moving elegantly and low, 
His stealthy coat camouflaged. 

Nowhere in the eye of sight. 

A lone ranger, hunting solo, 
But with the strength of a hundred.  

Pouncing, taking the advantage from behind, 
Blood runs dark red as his teeth pierce skin.  

Blood drips dry from his stained teeth, 
Now satisfied. 

He now slumps back to the wilderness,  
Forever stalking and killing.  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The Berry Hunter 
by Rory Forester 

I widen my span gaining speed like a plane taking off,  
Vigorously flapping my maroon coloured wings. 
Wind brushes through my feathers like a comb through hair; 
I depart from the ground. 

A canopy envelops me like a sheet of ice on a frozen lake. 
I scavenge the woods searching like a lion hunting it’s prey, 
I distinguished a glimmer of red in a bush, 
I dive. 

Plunging down at rapid speed, into the unknown, I grow smaller. 
Locked onto my destination; 
The berry bush. 

I land onto the blunt, sharp bush at rapid speed, 
Searching once more. 
Struggling to get to the mouthwatering berries, 
Thorns rupture my bantam brown feathers. 

Berries now in my reach, 
I free my beak, 
I seize.   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Tornado 
by Lyle Haines 

I woke up in the late morning mist 
To the startling sound of my alarm. 

I awoke to see a unhealthy sky,  
Of reds, blues and whites.  

As time passed I started to, 
Ponder from my balcony, 

My world had started to worry. 
The weather, all of a sudden, 

Changed to a gloomy, gelid,  
Cloud covered sky.  

Soon a short grumble of thunder came along, 
Which started to get 
Louder and louder; 

Then came the wind 
Which, 
Became faster and faster  

Aiming for the people 
While they were enjoying 
Their day. 

As the tornado pierced 
Through the 
Life of my world, I 
Scampered for safety. 

People of my town,  
Started to run for their 
Lives 
  
Once the first flash of lightning, 
Came through like a broken light. 

The trees screamed for their lives,  
Knowing one of them would be hit.  

While the trees knew it was coming, some, 
The unlucky ones found that the roots had  

gone and had been ripped out like a house 
Being ripped from its foundations and its life source gone forever. 

The tornado acting like the devil raging to destroy the world. 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The Blue Cave 
by Archie Harris 

Calm blue water exhibiting its turquoise glint,  
  
Rocks above, displaying its imposing danger.  

A gaping dome leads to a dark abyss,   

Liquid blue as sodalite, that glows in the dark 

In the echoing void. No one knows what's inside?    
  
Yet to be explored by the grasp of mankind.  

Aqueous greens and blues fade and 

Show no sign of hope, just desolate space.   
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The Waterfall 
by Dalton Hicks 

Over the green mountain tops the waterfall weeps. 
White clouds lurk high above the peaceful light blue water, 

And splashes gently trying not to wake the world around. 
The fish below shower in the rich water. 

The morning, baby-blue sky gently forms above the waterfall, 
The birds chirp quietly and the grasshoppers hop gently, 

Until the giant, orange volcanic planet rises over the waterfall, 
And the rocks begin to form the dark shadows into its flow. 

Still running as peacefully as a whisper, 
The world around changes, 

Until, finally the sun is high above the waterfall. 
Its torrent is not interrogated by the shadows, 

The waterfall patiently waits for the sun to face it, 
But the sun sits as still as a megalith, 

Now it is dull and dark but the waterfall is still so peaceful, 
There are two lights now, the light of the moon, and the light of the waterfall.  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The Lions 
by Liam Higgs 

I walked to the mountaintop towards my village, 
Unaware I was being pursued. 

The sandy brown figure, 
Lurking in the background, 

Zoned away from the wind, 
The wind that swept his mane back. 

His perspective, 
Focused on me as I carried out my journey. 

It stopped moving but kept its focus on me, 
Hoping for a reaction. 

Eyes followed me, 
Unaware of any other sort of life around him. 

I stand in open land, 
We stare at one another and in his eyes I see no alarm. 

The clatter of the wind, 
Illuminated within my ears. 

A bolt of thunder, 
And the head flicks.  

Startled, 
The majestic creature bolts across.  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Waterfall 
by Jamie Holdridge 

Sprinting and clashing along the halcyon track of rocks and pebbles 
Under the obsidian shadow of the trees,  
I fall through the summer steam,  
accelerating through the gravity, 

And into a tank of crystallised water. I get sparked, 
By the electrifying illuminant orb of fire, 

Reigniting my energy. I furiously free fall down the tremendous slope, 
And rest... to go through the raving rapids once again… 
Floating in the lagoon I stay fixed, in place, as if I was a statue. 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Sunset 
by James Hyde 

The erupting red flames  
settled calmly, innocently,  

Over the dark dawn hills  
of mystery and adventure. 

Slowly burning away  
into the dark maroon 

Of the silent night. 
Whilst you relax,  

Slowly sinking, the light merges  
Into the shimmering darkness.  

The vigorous vanquisher of darkness 
The giver of life vanishes 

Rapidly under the horizon, 
There to be chained for the night. 
Till the next day. 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Sunset 
by Jack Kerry 

The undisturbed, calm water and blended sky are victims of the dying light. 

Huge waves are hushed by the silence of a millennia; 

Whilst the blackening of the peaceful sky, creates endless shade as the  

Natural ocean is attacked by the dark, golden beach surrounded by the deep blue. 

One silver beam of the illuminated alive moon, awakens the night sky. 

The desolate sea is calm but irritated and forever changing its motion. 
  
Very little life the big blue has, and yet it is so vast, 

Like an abandoned, old amusement park awaiting its new owners,  

Ready to be loved.  

As the golden beach rests, surrounded by the deep blue. 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The Eruption 
by Anthony Leigh 

I walk out onto the bridge, 
Which is hovering above the water. 

The metallic floor rattles as I walk over it; 
I stop halfway, lower my head and turn, 
To look, at the stream below. 

I remain still, stood above the water, 
Ice blue, a shattered glass image. 

I detect movement, of an orange and black fish, 
Striped, swimming slowly down the stream. 

The rocky ground, 
Beneath the crystallised blue liquid, 
Has rocks of all sizes, topped with sap green algae, 
Sitting on the water’s surface. 
 
I raise my lowered head, 
As I do, a mouth-shattering 
View is formed. 

An enormous mountain, 
Surrounded, 
By lush green grass fields; 
A light, dark grey smoke, 
Billowing from the peak, of 
The volcanic mountain. 

The sky, a shimmering blue, 
Clear, with white grey clouds 
Floats, 
In the midday sun. 

As the smoke billows out, 
Pluming upwards, 
It forms the shape of a deep, 
Evil mushroom, 
As it rises into the 
atmosphere. 

In the green fields on either side, 
Grass sways in the smooth breeze. 
Large oak trees are 
Dotted occasionally, 
Over the lush grass. 

The menacing volcano, 
With its bulging orange veins, 
Tears through its rocky skin, 
Showing others, 
It is the master of Nature. 

Page   of  20 52



The Squirrel 
by Cameron Magdziak 

Racing to the towering tree, trying to get home, 
The wind was whistling through my ears. 

At the hour before sunrise, 
My tree looked majestic against the orange backdrop. 

I was moving stealthily, 
So as not to get unwanted attention. 

The sun smiled, and reflected on my slick coat, 
As the wind pushed me back. 

I arrived at the vast tree, 
The branches were waving to me in the wind, going side to side. 

My blade like claws dug into the body of the tree and 
I hauled myself up at immense speed. 

As I jumped through the hole to the core of the tree, 
I took a minute to get my breath back. 

As I sat down I peered out of the tree, 
To make sure I wasn’t in danger of being prey. 

The sky had lightened to a bright blue, 
The sun beams consumed the darkness. 

The clouds had been filled with a golden brilliance, 
Radiant at this time of day. 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Ocean 
by Amaan Malik 

The infinite sky is motionless above. 
Bathed in ritual smoke, 
Ominous waves collide violently like bulls, eventually calming into tranquility. 

A yacht, bewildered amongst the sapphire, tenderly glides across the stillness, 
Enkindled by fiery-cool rays of the orange sphere, 
Floating above like a balloon. 

Restrained from making sound, a cloud of seabirds follow each in harmony, 
As if they were chattering away, only to be ruined by one, 
Constructing a pandemonium. 

An embankment of diminutive creatures travel nonchalantly beneath the sapphire, 
Observing the vast underwater landscape, 
Often hearing the volume of splashes…  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Dachshunds  
by Grace Marshall 

The sky burnt like fire as the sun fell to the floor, 
Emerald green grass layered the landscape. 

Silky, glossy coats shimmered in the sun beams, 
Some as dark as chocolate, bark brown. 

Innocently they scamper past, breathing life, and 
Hurdle over towering grass,  

They race one and other crosswise up the field,  
Ready to pounce on their upcoming companion. 

Tongue and ears flapping behind 
them, 
They pause. 
  
Bouncing eagerly at my feet, 
Their miniature legs push against 
the mud filled land.  

Abruptly, the sun dropped to the 
floor, 
The sky turned as black as ebony. 

The moon’s glow lights up the 
charcoal heavens, 
With a pearly white glow. 

The short hounds hobble along 
the marbled floor,  
Slump down in their dough like 
beds. 

One on top of the other, a tower of delight, 
They close their cinnamon coloured eyes. 

And drift into a deep slumber.  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Storm 
by Iestyn Mawby 

The dawn cracks, overlooking the 
Drawn out, decumbent desolate land. 

The fragments of sand are coated by cacti and  
Barbed by dagger like plants.   

The terrain uncommunicative like silence,  
The heavens as exquisite as rainbow angels, 

As they graciously emerge and transform 
Into poisonous, pernicious devils.  

The menacing sky starts to growl with terror 
And starts to rip the souls from all 

The rumbling sky like a starving lion. 
It then starts to flash like a flickering light   

Then, slowly, the blood curdling thunder fires upon 
The harmless desert freezing all living things. 

The startled wilderness trying to catch its breath 
As if it has just swallowed its heart.  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The Storm 
by Louis Mcfarlane  

I enjoy the luxury of my cabin, 
Listening to the gentle crackle of the log fire,  

Watching the soft patting of rain hit the window, 
As the clouds fill the sky with darkness; a storm is brewing. 

The wind, screeching like a banshee, intimidating the logs, 
Shivering with fear, 

The sand fleeing in terror, 
Of the dark-light evil, 

Soon the predator becomes prey, 
The power of the Gods raining from the sky, 

The dark clouds swirling in 
anger, 
Blue fire, striking the ground, 
mercilessly. 

Trees crash together in the 
darkness,  
As the remaining sunlight 
struggles its way through the 
dark as night clouds. 

My dog, whimpering, jumps on 
my lap in fear of the great 
power, 
As the clouds and rain begin to 
tower, 

The power of nature is at full 
force, 
Rain hammering down on the wooden roof, 

Thunder rolling, and with it brings the fire, 
The spark, the light that paints the dark, 

Strikes, and strikes again, 
To what end?  

It is the storm; the force, the strength, 
Of nature, it is, the storm. 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Rabbits 
by Liam Melville 

During the heat of the warm summer night, 
Calm silence descended over the meadow 

The wind was silent as it brushed across the green carpet, 
Only disturbed by the breath of the rabbits 
That slept in their burrows.  

Rustling of leaves came from the woodland behind  
In the hot night. 

The sun appeared above the meadow 
Red-orange and yellow, covering the sky. 

Now, the feeling of hunger awakes them from their slumber, 
They go out to find leaves.  

They walk along the green grass  
To find some food, to indulge.  

Suddenly, a fox emerges from the woodland  
It starts running towards the rabbits  
With orange and gold fur. 

The rabbits run, like cheetahs, to their burrows. 
The fox gains by every second 

And plunges its sharp fangs into the neck of the rabbit; 
The blood rushes out like a waterfall.  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The Tiger 
by Sabaa Monks 

I wandered through the forest, I looked for a way out, away from the darkness. 

The light came to me as I strolled past the big thick trees, my journey still unclear. 

I made my way to the heavenly waterfall, the droplets made their way into my wild eyes. 

I gazed over the lake top, suddenly ,light became dark, ice became fire;  

Positive developed into negative. 

I raced through the thick leaves of terror, causing me to stumble with fear. 

I peered into his eyes, the eyes of horror and greed. 

I knew what he desired, my sunset fur coat streaked with black for his own.    

I hid in the rocks, hoping evil would not find me, my journey was threatened. 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Monkey 
by Jasmine Pollard 

The eyes of dazzled black, 
Cushioned with warm, subtle pink, 
Are emphasised with vibrant crystal white. 

The murky orange soaked within, 
The fur of the intrigued creature. 

Alone, yet with company of many, 
Admiring the view. 

Eyes scored, 
With the expression of distress, 

Scanning the treetops, 
For the next vegetation. 

Shaded with canopies, 
Bursting with green,. 
Serpents wind around the branches below, 
Waiting for that satisfying crunch of the debris  

When the jungle, once again, awakes. 

Life begins to unwind across the jungle,  
As the core of the macaws cry, 
Screeches in the ears of the now awakened animals. 

Disturbed, the jungle explodes with colour, 
Erupting from the burrows and trees. 

The monkey hangs from a tree, 
Holding to the bark crumbling under his soft pink fingertips. 

Life pursues its journey, 
As the monkey keeps its stance, 
Unaware of the predators just below. 

Wind swirls around the ears, 
Of the calm animal.  

Swinging from branch to branch, 
Indulging in delicacies. 

By the evening, 
Fear rises. 
Dark creeps in, 
Upon the harmless creature. 

Unnecessary lightning strikes, 
Illuminating the sky in shadowed magenta. 

Forks of silver, 
Crossing the sky. 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Sunrise 
by Emily Poncia 

A looming emptiness hung in the sky, 
As darkness consumed even the vastness of oceans,  
Abyssal and unfathomable, 
Concealed with a lurking darkness, 

The ominous charcoal clouds were on the 
Brink of consuming the land’s entirety.  
A soft amber glow began to flicker, 
Forcing darkness to slowly creep away in a silent retreat, 

Spreading into the desolate sea. 
The fiery glow danced around the sky, 
Leaving its delicate primrose and vermillion footprints.  
The sun emerged from its hiding, creating a beacon of hazy light.  

A luminous explosion of colours broke through the bleak sky,  
Creating columns of blinding light, 
Exiling the darkness of the heavy sky.  

It was as if a volcano had erupted in the sky, 
Camouflaging it in molten red and fiery 
Yellow, 
Dispelling the ash like clouds.  

The sublime sight devoured the night, 
Cloaking the last dregs of darkness, 
In a wash of glowing colours, 
Creating a feeling of nostalgic 
Serenity. 

As the day began to emerge, 
So did the alluring creatures of 
The sea, 
A gust of life filled the sky, 
While all marine lifeforms timidly 
Began to materialise.  

Birds swooped down from the 
Sky, 
Snapping at the craven fish, 
Who swam with their dazzling 
Colours reflected off crystal blue 
Water.  

All at once a sense of tranquility 
Returned, 
The sun shone a pure yellow,  
The sea sparkled in a mystical 
Fashion, 
And the world was at peace. 
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The Lion 
by Asten Quinton 

A violent, red sky lightened the world as 
The peacefully-ferocious creature roamed through the land. 

I walked on the rough ground, 
Waiting for time to pass. 

The rough mountain range 
Blocked the sun's glare from view. 

The trees shook with fear 
Of the great beast that graced through their midst 

Unaware, I kept on walking in the moonlit sky; 
A shout, scream and roar and 

Nature trembled in 
Anticipation. 
Eye to eye with the 
Beast 

I could see the whites of 
Its great razors 
Its teeth were grinding 
Against each other, 
Prepared to kill 

The blood thirsty killer 
Stood there, 
Teeth dripping with 
Remains from previous 
Victims.  

Something was strange 
About the lion as 
There was no attack. 

A motionless figure, 
I crept away into the safety of the mountains. 

Rocks crumbling under pressure and anxiety, the lion scaled the mountain, 
Approaching the forest the leaves fell off in terror, 
And all the vastness of the mountain turned grey and colourless 

Like a cursed aurora-surrounding the lion  
Draining the life out of plants 

Causing endless fear, 
The perplexing creature roamed the land 
Not stopping for anything, not waiting for anybody.  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The Angel Beast 
by Junior Rennie 

I am an evil creature;  
I kill for pleasure.  

I am as silent as the wind, 
when I assassinate my unsuspecting prey. 

I am as light as dark;  
And dark as light 

Showing no mercy, 
Feeling no remorse.  

It is too late for me, 
It is too late for 
redemption. 

Or is it? 
Can I be saved from the 
pain which is my life? 

I do not kill for 
pleasure; 
I am not malicious; 

For years I have been 
moulded into a shape  
Which has been 
selected for me. 

A mass is removed from 
my back like a boulder, 
That I have carried all my life. 

I am like the rest of my pack 
A misunderstood creature; 

A wolf. 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Haunted 
by Kelsea Roper 

Silent. 
Except for the gushing of the river, 
Which sits below the hanging canopy. 
No sound. No movement. Nothing. 

The silence unbearable. 
The stillness unnatural. 
The canopy shelter, 
To the now hidden creatures.  

The wind whips the trees, 
Breaking the silence. 
Tearing the silence. 
The canopy explodes.  

The toucan’s song,  
Illuminates. 
Creatures of blue and red,  
Are seen everywhere. 

Up in the trees he sits. 
Alone.  
Watching the life below... 
Fish leaping from the water. 

He swoops down. 
The fish lifeless in his clutches, 
And life in the canopy splits. 
It falls to a dull, dark silence. 

The red and blue is lost, 
The toucan’s song gone. 
An apex predator.  
Deadly as day, mysterious as night. 

He is alone. 
As dark as white, 
As light as black. 
A mysterious creature. 

The eagle 
Haunts the canopy. 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Ants 
by Holly Scott 

When the sun’s at its peak they start to emerge. 
Scuttling, exploding out of the ground, like lava from a volcano. 

An army of soldiers, marching one by one, 
Carrying the leaves as the wind whistles. 
The trees sway side to side.  

Tiny creatures in a gigantic world. 
Their royal blue bodies, 
Scuttling across the thick green branch.  

They are the farmers of the insect world, marching all day and all night.  
The way they move in single file is magnificent.  
I’ve never seen anything like it before. 

Cutting down the yolk-like yellow leaves for their nests ready for the winter storms.  
The bright beaming sun is no longer upon them.  
With no light in sight they march one by one,  
Silently back to their nest.  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House of Memories 
by Grace Sellers 

I lay in silence. 
Soft ripples contort the water's edge, 
A gentle calming breeze 

Carrying red, orange, brown 
Petals turning to darkness 

Slowly lulling me 
Into the midst of a half forgotten dream. 
 
When all at once, 

Swift and agile, 
They came. 
Unreal- like a 
dream, 
Thick and fast. 

Six, 
Eight, 
Ten at once. 

Flashes of  
turquoise and 
violet, 
Frenzied in a still 
world, 
Disturbing the 
peace 
Yet oddly calming. 

This day, 
This time, 
This memory, 
Remains with me  
                                      
In that part of your memory 
In hiding 
Where you can't quite reach it. 

But if I try, I can recall 
The memory of that evening 

The flutter of soft wings 
The glow of beady eyes 
And feathers that danced in the moonlight. 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Wolf 
by Benjamin Smith 

The sun glistens through the pin-poked tree canopy, 
Gracing our immaculate fur, 
The warm breeze sweeps our faces. 

Our pelt, a flood of colour. 
An arrangement of the brightest yellows and the darkest browns. 

The forest, vibrant and green, 
A sanctuary of life. 

Our hunting ground. 

A buffet of the weak. 
 
We hunt together, as one, 
Running with the wind, a family. 

Our acute eyes scour the area like 
a heat-seeking radar, 
Scanning for an easy meal. 

A helpless elk, 
Separated from the herd, 

Instantly, we begin to surround 
our dumbfounded prey, 
As we stealthily but swiftly creep 
towards it, 

Managing to only slightly tear the 
elegant animal, 
We chase through the undergrowth. 

Dodging the vein-like tree roots, 
Our instinctive eyes focused on the target. 

The smell of the wounded flesh fills our senses, 
Spurring us onwards. 

The torn prey becomes sluggish, weak. 
Taking the opportunity, we attack with all our numbers. 
No mercy. 

The decomposing corpse casts evil shadows in the thicket of the wood, 
Marking our dominance upon unforgiving forest. 

As we howl under the moonlight.  

Page   of  35 52



Storm 
by Rhys Smith 

As the day disappears into the horizon, the clouds form a structure.    
The rain begins to plunge, assaulting the desolate landscape.  
Clouds tear open as the lightning bursts through. 
Howling like wolves, thunder crashing, the light fades beyond the storm,  
Dark as a void. 

The spiral in the sky drains existence of life. 
The grey, dull monster kills everything in its path. 
The clouds create a wall being defensive, 
The thunder rumbled like a percussion instrument 
Banging and crashing. 

The ship rocking and docking,  
Smashing into the waves, 
The monster attacking for one more round, 
The howling wind strikes upon the boat.  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Cursed Call 
by Alex Steele 

I was strolling across a frosty realm,  
On a night of winter’s fall,  
When I heard  
The cursed call of a small, orange beast. 

I’m now cemented to the stone cold, iced land  
I’m stunned by this malevolent phantom  
Towering over it's unfortunate prey. 
Within the speed of a click, 
Our eyes were linked.  

Then,  

It provides one more torturous moan before sprinting off into the haze,  
Leaving minute tracks in the ferocious blizzard.  
But a shadow remains of this chilling mammal.  

In the cold distance of my mind, 
I can still hear the echoing call of the supernatural beast;  
I wander the land on a quest to have a second encounter  
With this intimidating marvel of nature.  

Page   of  37 52



The Field Devourer 
by Sonny Sykes 

An orange sky aggressively tries to envelop the landscape of trees, 
Creating silence throughout this world I occupied. 

I walked through the vast green field that added moisture  
to the tips of my boots. Entering the tree line I crouched, 
Cautiously hiding behind a small oak wood tree.  

A snap could be heard in the distance. 
Two horns raised above a bush. 
Seconds later, a white speckled beast, housing a  

comic like beard, appeared. 
It galloped through the shimmering ferns making its way to the field. 

Its orange eyes illuminated the dark undergrowth, 
Giving hope to the resident insects 
and birds. 

Its coat was a shimmering marvel 
with water droplets at the end of 
its tail. 
Its mouth was perfected for 
devouring entire fields in a matter 
of days. 
Its horns perfected for self 
defence. 

Behind this fierce, friendly beast 
was a row of white, furry 
disorderly, inattentive blobs. 
Prancing through the grass.  

As I approached them, the sky 
exploded into shades of blue, orange and white. 
The goats unaffected by this wonder of nature carried about their daily duties, 
returning to the small pen that they were imprisoned in. 

Day in, 
Day out. 

An unfair enclosure for a majestic beast, with so much potential. 
An inadequate place of slumber for such an affectionate, graceful animal. 

The Field Devourer. 
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Puma 
by Cole Thompson-Dunn 

The one of speed,  
the one that's a machine. 

He slumbers on his rock,  
while looking at a flock.  

He stares into your soul  
eating it whole,  
as you watch in fear   
you shed a tear.  

With a beige skin colour  
this beast begins to 
mutter, 
he’s known as a big time 
hunter. 
You best not try 
To move or stare 
Your heart beats so rapid  
you can't breathe the air. 

He spots his prey,  
You best hope and pray, 
That this beast does not 
eat you, 
Or comes to meet you!  
He brushes you by 
A glint in his eye. 

He rips into a deer  
While you inhale the deer’s fear 
this machine is a puma  
as fast as a bazooka. 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Fins 
By Berke Toprak 

A beautiful sunny day,  
reflecting from the mirror  
of the ocean. 

Diving in the 
Clear, blue water. 

Seeing a large figure 
Swimming 
Around the shining light 
Rising to the surface. 

It shows its great grey fin, up 
And above the watery surface 
For a little time settling 
Then back down to the deep… 

Going back... roaming into the depths 
Of the ocean.  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Brown Bear 
by Ethan Turton-Mason 

I am a four legged monster that attacks any thing in its path. 
I have three inch claws that can rip off parts of your body. 
I am definitely not silent but can run and roar at  
The scent of blood and honey.   
   
We fight for our territories, we fight for what we believe.  
I am, who I am. The grizzly brown bear. 
We stop, watch our prey, then the battle begins. 
We stealth around finding our dinner as a few twigs snap 
Along the way.  

We get closer and closer and then 
Our prey sees us but it is too late, 
It tries to escape the clamp hold around its neck 
My teeth sawing through its helpless body. 
My hunger is satisfied. 
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The Lion 
by Georgia Waite 

The sun scorched the earth. 
I walked silently, 
Through the desolate desert. 

No sound, no movement, 
I listened carefully, 
For a branch breaking or twigs snapping. 

But nothing, 
The wind rustling through the leaves, 
Then snap. 

I turned around, 
There it was, 
A large, lone, lion. 

Through the trees, 
Waiting, 
Prowling,  

So quiet, 
No movement, 
The power, of the pride, 

I know the king is near. 
When I hear the lions roar. 
The king of the jungle is here.  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Pink Tiger 
by Mary Waring 

Auroral light controlled the morning sky. 
A tiger, sleeping on a cold, dense rock,  
Slowly lifted its head, piercing the morning sky, 
Emerging from the safe land of dreaming. 

Pinked fur, black stripes, captured in the sway of the tender wind, 
A desolate place, with only the whistle of the wind and dance  
Of the orange grass, to fill the empty, blue background. 
Silence echoed around. 

He forced his legs straight, 
Exposing his majestic stripes more clearly, 
Glaring at the horizon, 
Where the plain sky and fiery landscape appeared to meet. 

Suddenly, he crouched down, 
And within a second he pounced into the morning sky, 
Jumping with pride, 
Jumping with power. 

The wind slicing through his fur, 
Diving across the warm, blue sky, 
An energetic rush glazed over him, 
As he received the power of flight. 

But all that came to a halt, 
As his body started falling, 
Back into the hole of nothingness, 
And his feet hit the ground with a thud. 

The cool, green grass crawled through his paws once again, 
He gave a muffled growl, 
And elegantly tiptoed through the grass and weeds, 
Looking for his prey. 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The Sun 
by Olivia Watson 

The sun smothered the sea with an orange glow,  
The darkness slowly fading away. 

The illuminating yellow brightening the dull sky, 
Black violently erupting into pink filling the emptiness. 

Clouds disappearing as the sun emerged through,  
Moving away as if pushed by the brightness. 
  
The sun blended in with the pink canvas sky, creating  
A bold orange that stood out against the purple sea. 

The bright colours smashed together as the sun rises,  
Leaving a mix of pale pinks and oranges. 

The fire like glow shines through the attracting colours,  
Taking all attention for itself. 

This is the sunrise. 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Squirrels 
by Chloe Welch 

 Tranquil and calm, I sat in the distance 
 As the sun rises to greet the new dawn,  

The sky slowly turned from dismal dark  
To a red roaring glow in the sky. 
This is when I knew it was time to emerge, 

The weather changed in an instant, 
Rain pouring as fast as windy flames devour, 
I scurried to the leaves for safety.  

My tail as soft as the mummers of Spring, 
Like a blanket keeping me snug,  
I hear the sound of the rain clattering like 
The bashing of a drum.  

The long, verdant grass drowns me, 
The memory damp scent of the forest comforts me, 
Until the rain ceases. 

And I can gather again. 
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Eye for an Eye 
by Benjamin Whittaker 

The tree canopies overhead block out the sun 
In the Sinharaja Forest. 
Evergreen plants, of bright and vibrant colours surround me, 

It is nature versus man.  

I swiftly chop my way through the overgrown leaves and plants 
Using my shining blade; 

The metal slices through the stem of the branches 
With such a force that no living creature could survive. 

Then, suddenly, I break free into a land with no harm 
It was as if I walked into a different dimension. 

Something isn’t right, I am not alone, 
Scanning the area I see it, 
Hiding in the undergrowth, 

Two dull hazel eyes piercing my vision  
A king cobra. 

The pure length of the snake makes my 
bones shiver. 
Not including the things I have heard 
about this beast 

I stare into the deadly eyes of this 
menacing monster, 
Any sudden movements and it would 
attack. 

Moments later we still glare, with 
uncertainty, 
The only thing rushing through my mind is, will I survive? 

Then I see another snake, this snake I had never seen before 
Finally, the valiant snake attention has been pulled away, 

The cobra raises its head and at the speed of sound 
The King cobra dashed for the snake.  

The deadly snake captures this innocent slithering serpent and curls around it 
Slowly the king of snakes consumes the head of its enemy; 

Then the body, then the tail, gone. 
As the king has eaten its prey he eloquently slithers away 
Disappearing into the undergrowth. 

Standing still I feel paralysed because of what I have witnessed  
The deadly King Cobra. 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Elephant 
by Abbie Williams 

The fiery brightness erupted from the ground. 
I watched it rise, 
It sounded like my surroundings were too. 

I stood, 
There was no sound, no wind, no leaves crunching. 
I started to walk.  
 
All alone, 
Nothing to be seen. 
I heard a bang, 

Was it a gunshot?  
I do not know! 
Then, 

I saw it, 
The megalith, fluid-stone 
elephant. 
It stood like a sculpture 

Still with no feelings.  
I was still. 

Its feet pounded the earth. 
I stood in awe. 

I stayed still. 
It’s pearl white tusks shone 
in the sun rise. 
It’s blue body brushing against the dense bushes.  

An inch away from my face, 
I didn't know what to do.  
I stared. 

The elephant's strength remained.  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Fading Light 
by Toby Williamson 

I crest the high hill 
In the fast-fading light, 

Ancient trees 
Shade the ancient path. 

Bird song on the air, 
Carried from afar 

In the silent dusk. 
And the sun: 

Great ball of fire 
Hanging in the sky 

Giver of all life, 
Vanquisher of darkness, 

But now sinking 
Rapidly below the horizon. 

Great streaks of colour 
Illuminate the sky: 

Red, orange, yellow, 
Merging into darkness 

As the skyline consumes 
The mighty star. 

Taken by the darkness, 
There to be chained for the night.  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Sunset 
by Alexandra Witton 

The sky; 
Only the sun and clouds dared to join, in fear of being chased. 

The clouds loitered, 
Moving only for the slight breeze that had infiltrated the air. 

The blazing sun lowered in retreat. 
A majestic crown jewel in the sky. 

The soft clouds hovered, 
The blue sky followed behind. 

Half the sun hid behind the black sea, 
Then the yellow ring eloped with the sun. 
 
It ringed around the fireball, 
Making a beautiful sight. 

The orange wrapped around 
the yellow, 
Its blanket for sleep. 

The sea became vermillion, 
The darkness becoming a black 
frame on the edges of the 
water. 

The carmine red then drifted 
from the top, 
And devoured the colours as 
the sun hid away. 

Dark blue then chased the red, 
Caught up and slid down past 
the water. 

The dark ebony, overthrowing anything in its path, 
A mysterious black darkness. 

The only movement now was the sea, 
The water gushing back and forth. 

The sky, 
An empty blackness. 

Not a single star dared to join the dark, 
In fear of being lost in the almost infinite darkness. 

Black chased but then lingered in the sky 
Until the sun came again. 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Walking On The Hilltops 
by Noah Wood 

The morning mist arrived and sheltered the forest like a blanket, 
Covering the floor like a floating ghost, 
Showing a new aspect to the forest of mystery and wonder. 

Out of nowhere the wind whips the trees, 
The forest shakes, 
The leaves draining from the trees like rain from a cloud. 
Each tree grumbling and moving together like a wave, 
The wind pounding its way through the forest. 

Birds calling at the break of dawn, flying in and out of the mist, 
Squirrels leaping from tree to tree.  
But the wind still whirls, 

Abruptly, the whistling of the wind ended, 
Like a caesura, 
And then, 
As morning broke from the mist, 

The orange sun broke out of hiding. 
From the darkness. 
The forest’s true colours were shown. 

In every direction, animals awoke from their slumber,  
Heading out to search for food. 
Serpents slithering out of their hides.  
Awoken by the shining sun. 
And now the life of the forest has awoken from its rest. 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Sea and Boat 
by Zara Yamani 

A churning sea awash with colour 
Each wave another work of art 

Wicked amethyst black clouds 
Rolling over the blue black waves 
A great army prepares for war 

The boat 
Dwarfed by the vast monstrosity of 
the ocean 

Her hull cracking  
Cruelly mirroring the broken spirits 
of her crew 

So close 
So close to sinking into the soft 
sands of the seabed 
The soft sands of death 

And all the while the waves- 
The waves! 
Unmerciless in their anger 

Without warning 
The clouds are consumed by the 
endless sky 
Melting into the ether  

Revealing the cyan blue sea 
Once a ravaging beast of the night 
Now a tame creature of the day 

The sky 
Merged with the water 
Painting a picture entirely in blue 

The boat 
Breathes a gentle sigh  
Then retreats like a wounded soldier 

Into the mist 
Into the eternal seas of time.  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