





‘He left as soon as the bell rang. They walked carefully home. “"Zala, one second here
take the notes before going home “Thanks.” Eli froze (shatter) She gasps for air, her low
lip trembling. ‘'DAD!"" Her home looking like a pig's barn, ““Why was it trashed and
where’'s Dad?’" She rushes upstairs to see if her Dad’s upstairs. A file looks out of place,
curiosity had hit her, if it helped find Dad, it was worth it. ““Pure, pure human? What is
this.”” *"Pure human gives eternal life once drinking the blood of one, Sara, Lia, was a
pure human, death caused by a vampire killing her. One teardrop then more followed.
““Mom."”" Footsteps could be heard downstairs to find Ezara and Dad side by side.
“"Ezara, Dad?'’" Ezara drags her arm and injects himself and puts it in her.

““There, now you're not weakened by the venom.”’ | lean over to grab her hand, but she
slaps it away. “"V-vampire.”” Ezara sighs of relief and sadness at the same time. “"Look
I'm not going to be in your life any longer | only came to cure you and fight the men after
your Dad.”” “"Why were they after him-."" He left without a trace, like he always does.

As her head hit her pillow, awaiting another dream to be somewhat familiar. ““Run!”’
““Run!"" “"Keep your purity alive.”” She wakes up angered, ‘"What purity?’* She gets up
and heads to school. She gazes over at Ezara’s seat, He isn't there, Zala and Miaki come
and comfort her. ““"Cheer up Eri it's prom today, let's go in together.” Hours pass and it
was finally time, she put on her dress as pure as white and a rose headpiece. She was
ready! As soon as she stepped foot, the ballroom focussed on her, tonight she was the
star. Miaki with love in his eyes walks up to her, “’Care for a dance?”" They go out
dancing, but stop for some reason. A grin grew on his face. He leans over and whispers
“’Naiive idiot, | don’t want you, your blood is mine.”” He leans over but Ezara tries to stop
him but it was too late , Miaki her own friend was using her. Will she become a vampire
too? Ezara in tears screaming ‘| should have protected you , this is my fault!"" Eni’s
necklace burned the colour scarlet, was she a vampire, her eyes lit red. But strangely, her
eyes lit yellow her necklace grew even brighter. All the memories about what the dreams
were trying to say, ‘"Keep your purity alive.”” She was pure human. Her eyes stayed
yellow. Ezara rushed to Eli with a smile on her face, “'Eri, don’t ever scare me like that!"’
He pulls her into a hug and holds her in his hands. “"Ezara I'm sorry, | should have let you
go.”” "lt's alright, I'm sorry for not telling you | was a vampire.”" ““Where's Miaki, Ezara?"’
“"He’s been locked away.’”” Looking up staring above the sky wondering what life will
throw at her. As she slowly watched the sunset go to sleep.
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| am a liar. One time | was told one of my friends her boyfriend cheated on her just so | could get with him.
Well, | wasn't technically lying, was I? Or that one time | lied to my mum that | went out with my friends just
to go to my boyfriend'’s house. | mean, | was still hanging out with my (boy) FRIEND.. not technically a lie.
“Earth to Vivienne,” my best friend Aisha called.

“Shut up! | was actually having a really nice daydream!” | argue.

The thousands of screams around us amplified. Walking through the corridors, | make eye contact with
many unknown faces, most of which I'll forget in a few minutes. We must stop next to my locker.

“A daydream about Rowan, | bet,” Rowan, my crush.

“l don't like him!” a lie, and she knows it.

“Sure, sure. I'll leave you to your ‘really nice’ daydream,” she smirked, quicky walking away.
“Look behind you,” a too familiar voice whispered in my ear.

As | turn around, | am greeted with a gleaming smile and a pair of dazzling eyes, nobody knowing how many
secrets they're keeping.

“Rowan, you scared me!” | giggled. Another lie.

“How are you?” he asked, initiating a conversation.

We start walking towards the door, neither of us knowing where we'll go next.

“Since when do you engage in such small talk?” | tease.

Silence was my only answer. We keep walking until we're out of the school, heading to the car park. What
is he thinking about? Why is he not saying anything? Usually, we can't stop talking but today, nothing. The
silence isn't awkward however, it just exists there like a whisper in the wind, a never-ending mystery waiting

to be discovered, but not noticeable enough to be distracting.

“l-uh-wanted to talk to you about something,” Rowan stuttered, making the hesitancy in his eyes too
obvious to be ignored.

There is so many ways this could go wrong... Or it could go really well, the optimist in me uttered silently.
| gasp. Stopping my thoughts is the most beautiful bouquet of roses | have ever seen.

“We've been talking for a while now-* Rowan interrupts me “and things have been going pretty well so...”
he stops talking, probably deciding what to say next. “Is it okay for me to call you my girlfriend?”




“Yes! Of course,” | go to hug him. His face lights up in the most adorable smile | have ever seen.

Two weeks have passed and I'm sitting in my bed reading a random book | got from the library yesterday.
My phone starts ringing. What? | thought. | don't know the number calling but | answer anyway.

“Vivienne?” A muffled female voice trembled, clearly crying.

“Hello? Who are you? Did something happen?” | ask, not knowing what to think.
“Its-its Rowan" the voice desperate for air. “He was m-murdered last n-night”.

A tear rolls down my left cheek. No, it can’t be. Not now. Not him. Not-

“Vivienne?”

“I'm here. Sorry. C-can | do anything to help?” | ask desperately.

“T-there’s nothing anyone c-can do. T-the funeral is in t-three days” they answered.
‘T-thank you for telling me” | close the call, not being able to resist one second more.

Rowan. My Rowan. Was murdered. Didn’t even live past 18. We could’ve lived a happy life. Together.
Forever. And someone took it from me.

| sit there in my bed, my tears coating my face, my clothes, my whole body until I'm sitting in a pool of
tears.

Did you actually believe that?

You actually thought that's what happened? Oh, how gullible people are these days! Of course I'm the
one who killed him. | mean, what kind of pretty, innocent girl do you think | am? [ told you I'm a liar from
the very start. But why you might ask? Let me tell you a little story. Naomi, 15, was a young girl living her
school life like any normal girl her age, when one day, she died very suddenly. After some tests, it was
found that she killed herself. Her sister was devastated — she cried for days. How could her little sister do
that to herself? Desperate for answers, her sister checked through her diary. There, she found hundreds
of accounts of bullying and the same repeated name: Rowan. Now, if you haven't figured it out yet, | am
Naomi’s sister and | was set out for revenge. So, | tricked him into falling in love with me just to stab him
in the back, literally. Truly, | am so sorry | had to do this to someone.

Oops, | guess | lied again.

Written by Maya Farmos































1dE AELLMAKERS

My legs were aching from all the running. | needed a break to catch my breath butif | do... they
will get me. The fiery red sky peered angrily down at me whilst the burning trees pleaded for
help, but none arrived. People are screaming, dying and sprinting in fear. The hellmakers caused
this and are the only ones who can stop this. My Mother and Father have given their life for me
and | had to make it worth it. | would do anything but for now, | need to stay safe. My shirt clung
to me as | ran through the forest looking for a safe place to hide.

After a while, | reached a cave. | breathed a sigh of relief as | had found temporary safety. It was
dark, rough and dangerous but it will have to do...for now. | sneaked into the cave and | ambled
around searching for something that will cover me from the peering eyes of the Hellmakers.
“Umm, hi”, a quiet, squeaky voice mumbled from behind me. | nearly fell, out of surprise. A boy
around my age was hiding behind a large rock nearby. “H-hello, | am Laura. What is your name?” |
said. He really looked like he needed a friend with that sad look on his face. | decided right there
and then to become his loyal companion. I am John, John Wood” He looked seriously relieved.

‘There is someone here!”, a low voice bellowed from the entrance of the cave. The Hellmakers
had found us! Their blood red eyes scanned the room for our hiding spot whilst they showed
their teeth instantly telling that they are thirsty for blood. | instantly held my breath because |
knew | was doomed. We should run...but if we run we will definitely be found. | glanced at John
but to my surprise, he did not look alarmed at all. In fact, he is smiling. | was creeped out. “Follow
me” he mouthed suddenly. John pointed at a harrow gap next to us that only children small as us
could fit through. Genius! “Here! | found them!!"”” Oh no! One after the other, we rapidly crawled
through the hole like spiders running from the vacuum.

°It’s...beautiful” | stared at the mysterious room in awe. Crystals were embedded into every wall
of all colours. It was the most beautiful thing that | have seen since, well, before the Hellmakers
came. Even John was speechless. Oh | am so glad | met him or | would have been Hellmaker’s
lunch, plus some company brightened my mood to know that | would not be alone. Alas, no
matter how much we wanted to stay for the day, we needed to move because, knowing the
Hellmakers, they will come soon enough...

“WAKE UP! WAKE UP!” shouted John, looking panicked. When did | fall asleep? No time for that
for when | looked around, all | saw was blackness. “Where are we?” | asked sleepily yet scared.
“Everything was fine before but whilst we were in the crystal room, the Hellmakers swapped
souls with a miniature boy and managed to get in. Though instead of killing us, they trapped us in
this place and made us go to sleep. | don’t know what this room is called but they referred to it as
the hall of ghouls.” he replied in an incredibly fast and alarmed manner. “woah, slow down and
how do you know all this since you were put to sleep too?” He held up a letter written in the
messy writing of the Hellmakers. They always wrote letters before killing the person it was for. As
| scanned the letter, | spotted the part where they referred to this place as the ‘hall of ghouls’. |
shuddered. | looked around once more but this time, | noticed white spirits with red eyes circling
us. They must have been the spirits of dead Hellmakers!!!

Written by Sanjot Puaar


















History of Somalia

Somalia’s history contain ancient civilisations,
trade routes, and colonial influences.

Starting off with Adal (a historical region in the
Horn of Africa) and Ajuran (a medieval Muslim
Empire in the Horn of Africa), these were civilian
rulers in the history of Somalia.

The Ajurans were also the most historical
sultanate in Somalia who had power over the
politics and culture of Somalia. This went on from
the 13th century to the 17th century.

The Adal and Ajuran kingdoms were one of the
foundations of Somalia’s history, and they directly
benefited the country.

In the late 19th century, Somalia was colonised by
European powers, mainly ltaly and Britain, leading
to a period of colonial rule and eventual
independence in 1960, which we will be going into
more in the Somaliland section.






/AT ent Somaliland deci (]‘ cd to

return to their own independent country.

The reason for this is that they have different cultures and
traditions, so they decided to leave Somalia to find an agreement
between the government of Somalia.

Fast forward to today, Somaliland is doing better than ever, than
it was in the aftermath of the war. The country is as safe as it
can be, with many tourists coming in to see the history of
Somaliland and how they run the country.
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In year 9, Mrs. Clarke, you were there,
With kindness and help, beyond compare.

You guided us through words and prose,
A teacher who truly knows.

oy Your support and care, like a guiding light,
-t Made learning English feel so bright.

T With patience and grace, you showed the way,
Ao Inspiring us each and every day.

Ms. Borota, our science guide,
Through years of learning side by side. @
From year 8 to 11, you've been there, D
With knowledge and support to share.

You want us all to reach our best,
To pass the tests and meet the quest.
Your dedication shines so bright,
Helping us soar to new heights.

Ms. Borota, for your care,
For showing us that we can dare.
With your guidance, we'll surely find,
Alove for science that's one of a kind.

@ Mr. Boateng, the coolest teacher around,
RE classes with him were never aletdown.
He brought the party vibes, full of fun,
%» Making RE lessons second to none.




In every year, his popularity grew,

Students loved his energy, that's true. *
Mr. Boateng, the life of the school,
Making RE lessons cool, breaking the rules.

Ms. Yearwood, the teacher so kind,
Hospitality lessons, a joy to find.
With laughter and fun, she'd always strive,
To make learning an adventure, and keep us alive.

w "Beth, you got grey hair," she exclaimed,

In front of the class, a moment untamed.
We all shared a laugh, so pure and bright,
Creating memories that shine day and night.

Ms. Yearwood, a teacher like no other,
Her spirit and humor, we'll always remember.
In the world of hospitality, she's the star,
Guiding us with love, no matter how far.

With every experiment, she sparks our curiosity, \ﬂ

Ms. Jayaraj's passion for science, a true rarity.
Patiently explaining, she helps us understand,
The wonders of the universe, held in her hands.

Her classroom, a haven, where knowledge takes flight,
<> Mrs. Jayaraj's caring presence, a guiding light.
Qg Through her dedication, we're inspired to explore,

The endless possibilities that science has in store.
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