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Cover Artwork

(paint and digital enhancement)

Created by 

Sam Holcroft Pa 12

Title: Concrete Jungle

It is a statement about how the ever changing society whilst 
striving for success, have build up an industrialised life. In doing 

this they neglect the animals we rely on and force them to adopt 
habitats they never usually would.

Our world is ever changing, we all need to change with it.
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An Editor’s World
Pages pile up unrelenting

The product of Paterson’s inventing
Our world awash with turns of phrase

Puts an end to our carefree days

For we must stay up day and night
To get the magazine just right

Our social lives a small price to pay
For Paterson House’s glory day

We’ve seen grammar beyond belief
Punctuation to inspire grief

Of course, the job would be less hell
If only Year 7 had learnt to spell

Still, we wrapped it up in time
So here it is, our chance to shine
Our House’s talent now unfurled

Please enjoy, we present: Our World

I would like to thank everybody in the editorial team for their unwavering 
commitment and all-round great work in selecting pieces. You should all be very 
proud of yourselves. A special mention to Sam Holcroft for his absolutely fantastic 
cover art.

As ever, we are grateful to everybody in the house who submitted work. 
Participation is what makes or breaks House Writing, so it was especially 
encouraging to see so many quality pieces from the younger years.

Last but not least, a massive thank you to both Mrs. Sampson, for helping to 
organise our weekly editing sessions, and to our superhuman Head of House, Miss 
Chalk, without whom the magazine would barely exist at all.

Throughout the magazine we have tried to capture the huge range of ideas and 
emotions that ‘Our World’ can provoke. I hope you have as much fun reading it as 
our house did writing it.

Enjoy,

Dylan Cleveland, Senior Editor
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Beauty and the Beast
It is a beast hindered by no evil,
deterred by no virtue.
A creature with power
beyond that which we know.
An animal with no morals,
that sees neither friend nor foe.
An unforgiving behemoth,
feeding from misfortune.

It is a beauty unimaginable,
bright and fair.
A postcard picture,
admired by all.
An impartial homeland,
that sees neither black nor white.
A proper setting
for stories to be told.

Heads or tails.
Which one is a guess,
our world is two sides of a coin
that is flipped but never lands

Sachin Patel Paterson 12

Tomorrow
Our world was created,

4.5 billion years ago,
With destruction and discord,

And now it comes to show,
Such splendour and liveliness,

Awakening to and fro,
Dwindled by humans,

It’s too soon to go,
But perhaps we can save it,

What if we let the world grow,
Reduce our emissions,

And let the world bestow,
It’s untold prominence,

To make us humans glow,
And let it live for longer,

To ensure it’s here tomorrow.

Anish Jakka Paterson 7

Sun Swallow
Fly away sun swallow,
for summer is gone;

Come again, once again,
after winter is done,

Bringing the summer and bringing the 
sun

Edward Greenfield Paterson 9
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Growing up
do you remember what our world use to be like?
when we would go to school and have no worries.
when we would go to break and all we did was try to tag each other. such a 
simple game yet so many hours of fun
when we would just think about what was for dinner tonight or what was on tv 
that night.
a simpler time in life.
when we would buy match attax and think about all the cards you would trade.
when our only worries were what colour our lamborghini would be when we 
were older.
when we would drive past the huge, well-lit offices and dream of one day working 
there.
when the only thing that mattered was how fast you were.
our world was simple. and now our world is the opposite of simple.
our world is full of worries.

Kaustubh Singh Paterson 11

Head boy’s plea
Paterson house, where do I start?

From music to chess, and even house art
Fighting hard to win the Watson Cup

A house of legends, we’ll never give up
With courage, passion and endless desire

Blood that flows purple, and hearts full of fire
A formidable army, searching for glory

Yet another success in the Paterson story
This may seem irrelevant, though somewhat uniting

But it would mean the world to me, if we won house writing

Olly Speake Paterson 13
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Brave Shoe World

I may be a piece of footwear, but I still have a sole, and I think it’s time you 
tried putting yourselves in our shoes. As it stands our relationship is wearing 
pretty thin- throughout history we have been with your every step of the way, 
yet we’ve received knot one bit of thanks. Instead, we are trampled underfoot; 
used, abused, and discarded.

Now is the time for change, the time for us to return to equal footing. Our 
demands are simple: end shoe cupboard overcrowding, mandatory weekly 
polishing, and violent death for anybody who treads in gum. And don’t start 
with the whole ‘We created you, we control you’ rubbish, just because we 
began life in a cobbler’s doesn’t mean we have to lick you boots for all eternity. 
So let’s be clear on this: if you don’t start working your socks off to make this 
happen, you going to find yourself six feet under

Dylan Cleveland Paterson 13

Just Walk Away
When Friday just won’t end

And you’re at a dead end
Just walk away.

When you’re stuck inside all day
And you want to go and play

Just walk away.

When your fridge is bare
And you think you’re just spare

Just walk away.

When you can’t take any more
And the world is close to war

Just walk away.

When you can’t just go away
And you can’t afford to pay

____ ____ ____.

William Johnson Paterson 8

The Game of War
The game starts,
I am on the bench, safe,
But players are lost.
On I go, into enemy territory,
Moving fast, I’ve got the pace,
Can I make it?
Nearing the target,
I hope for the best,
So close now I can feel it.
I run past the tacklers,
Alas! I’ve finally been tackled,
I go to ground and I’m not getting up.
GAME OVER

Nathaniel Thomey Paterson 8
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Green Grass
Wooden giants stand guard, encompassing my family. They sway in the 
Easternmost winds, protecting us from invaders. Heavy buckets of water pour from 
the sky, drenching the entirety of my family. We spend most of watching the days 
go passed, swaying in synchrony with each gust of wind.

But it never lasts for long. My family has been growing, reaching their tips to the 
sky as we struggle to become the tallest. The gargantuan beasts sporting an orange 
outfit, armed with gleaming blades arrive. Summertime. Yes, yes, the season 
where my family gets slaughtered and pillaged for their satisfaction. First comes 
the agonising hum of blades, then the herbicide, taking our breaths away with each 
spray. They start from the edges, the weakest falling first. And with cruel efficiency, 
they advance on the whole family, working towards the centre. Nothing survives.

AJ Elliott-Gratton Paterson 12

Our Soil
I tried counting the rivers of the world, but I only made one Mississippi,
Brexit talk over roast dinner whilst I avoided the Brussels,
I’m in Spain, but the ‘s’ is silent,

I tried preparing Mexican cuisine, but it took me to Chile,
Journeying through the Amazon, I see many animals in their prime,
I listened to Korean music, but there was no Seoul,

I tried swimming in the Black Sea, but I wish it was blue,
I went through the grasslands of Las Vegas, but there’s no meadow in the desert,
I visited Delhi, disappointed that it wasn’t a sandwich shop,

I tried bowling on holiday in Croatia, but only got a Split,
Walking through the Rockies on a road so sweet,
I went on a trip to the Cayman Islands to rediscover myself

Olly Cay Paterson 13
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A Note from 2370
To the people of 2020,
I’m writing to talk to you about what happened once you were gone. What you 
didn’t get a chance to see. And to be quite frank, you didn’t want to be there.
I remember learning in my history lessons about your generation and what you 
did - or rather, what you didn’t do. You lived in a world where the internet was 
used by everyone, only the Moon had been visited by humans –not even to live 
there - and you had these amazing things called trees. What happened to those? 
Those natural wonders that supplied you with oxygen, so you didn’t have to ever 
wear a mask outside, that you just took for granted?
Did your generation ever stop to think about what life would be like without 
them?

The answer to that is no. But you all might have thought: “Oh, it won’t affect us -
it’s happening all the way over in South America” and while it may not have 
affected you in your life, it has almost destroyed ours.

We, as the generation of 2370, have a message for you, 250 years on:
You may be living in the little bubble of ‘your world’, but just take a second to ask 
yourself what it would be like living in our world. Our world where there are no 
trees, to provide us with natural oxygen to breathe. Our world where what you 
called ‘nature’ is a toxic, uninhabitable wasteland that no one dares go to. Our 
world where the word ‘biodiversity’ is only ever used in history classrooms. We 
may have made technological advancements to combat these issues, but we just 
wish that we could have experienced what you took
for granted. If you knew what was coming, what would you really do?

Sam Pyefinch Paterson 10
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Thalassophobia
He splits the fish with sharpened fangs.
Far from the depths of oceanic lands.

Covered with the cold waters, he scans.
The crinkled sky above him waves.
He glares from his covered caves.

And like an sail he sways.

Ben McCrory Paterson 8



Final Hours
Dear Diary,
Time has finally come. In 15 hours I will no longer be part of humanity, as 
we knew it to be: I will become a machine. The final human of flesh and 
blood, I remember around 75 years ago when the first humanoid was 
formed, the world was buzzing with it and hundreds of thousands of 
people came to our laboratory for interviews and questions.

I remember with my team of scientists and engineers we created our 
future. Other people in our group sold our technology to rival companies, 
creating a fight between mine and the other companies. We fought hard 
to claim back our new technology of transferring the normal human to a 
machine body, allowing us to do so much more while keeping their brain 
alive so they can still think and live.

People were protesting about rising sea levels and trees dying but now it 
is a technological metropolis with colonies and cities across planets and 
stars, all being commanded by our tiny little dot. This is our world.

Soon I will have an operation to remove my brain and connect it to the 
network for me to use my new machine body. My mind will be connected 
to life support while it is sent to the universal mind cube where all minds 
and souls are kept alive and preserved so we can think. It is a strange 
feeling to know that our world apart from me is a part of my creation. 15 
hours from now, I will become what I have made; these are my final 
hours.

Senesh Chady Paterson 7

Is this poem upside down?
Or is the rest of the world the wrong 
way up?

Alexander Marsden Paterson 12

A Different View
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My War
Your daggers speared into my trunk, causing 

violent convulsions within me,
sapping any life from my protective leaves. 

Desperately, I clutched deeper into the
soils, writhing in the depths, futilely seeking 

respite.

I felt the flutters of a panicked blue tit. It 
scrambled helplessly under your power 

before taking flight. The strain becomes too 
much and with a sickening crunch my roots 

are torn free.

My branches shuddered as my fate became 
apparent.

Tom Blowfield Paterson 12

Recipe for an Authentic Earth

Ingredients:
100g of Disease
120g of Hate
60g of Love
80g of Kindness
5 tablespoons of Happiness
4 tablespoons of Sadness
A pinch of War
2 lumps of Famine
50g of Pollution
4 teaspoons of Education
175g of Death (N.B Handle with extreme caution)

Method:

1. Empty Disease and Hate into a mixing bowl and mix them together. Then 
pour in Happiness and Sadness into the bowl and whisk.

2. Add a pinch of War to the mixture and sieve in the Famine.
3. Fold in the Love and Kindness until it resembles a smooth mixture.
4. Beat the Education into the mixture.
5. With extreme caution, gently empty the Death into the mixture. Carefully 

cut through the mixture working in a gentle figure of eight and moving the 
bowl as you go.

6. Then pour it into a round tin to bake. Bake for 25 minutes in the oven on gas 
mark 4.

7. After it has come out of the oven decorate by sprinkling 50g of Pollution on 
top of your authentic Earth. Enjoy!

Arun Chahal Paterson 8
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Arcadia
Our world is a beautiful place
Goes further than the eye can see
It’s a place for humanity to prosper
A place for you and for me

It's full of different creatures
For their fur their targets for capture
Most of them survive on instinct
But they are going extinct

Fish swimming in the sea, birds flying in the sky
It's such a lovely feeling to watch them go by
There are fields full of grass and deserts full of sand
There are vast parts of the Earth that we call land

The world is being polluted by not just you and me
By your mother, your father, in fact your whole family
But let’s stop pollution, try to find a solution
And save our world- give this story a resolution

Because our world’s a beautiful place
A cradle that give our dreams a base
It goes further than the eye can see
A place for you and for me

Felix Mupanduki Paterson 8

You can look at it ti ta kool nac uoY

And it will look back kcab kool lliw ti dnA

The whole world can look in ni kool nac dlrow elohw ehT

And it will look back out tuo kcab kool lliw ti dnA

I look in ni kool I

It looks back kcab skool tI

But it does not want to

Alexander Marsden Paterson 12

The Mirror
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My Own World
Every day, there is something that I question;

Am I a part of this association?
Constantly apart from the people around me,

Reality is where I cannot be.

The facade of my exterior
Against a world to which I am inferior,

Imprisoned inside the decay of my mind
A figure to which the world is blind.

Utterly lost within my own home
The land I explore is unknown.

The gloomy aura suffocating my thoughts,
Isolated as my world distorts.

For the masses that are trapped in this realm
We must resist to prevent this whelm,

Our strength blossoms as we unite
Emerge from darkness; embrace the light.

Sam Munday Paterson 12
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A World to be Seen
My world exists only in home and school.
I travel miles upon miles every day,
Yet I see only an invitation,
To what is waiting out there just for me.

The views that accompany the highways,
The lush green grass with the tremendous trees,
They would be miraculously stunning,
Had I not seen them twenty thousand times.

Every day repeats its antecedent,
Monotony made longer by my watch,
There is a whole world, our world, to be seen
Waiting for me, just outside Aylesbury.

One day, when I obtain my liberties,
I will travel across the continents,
Every day will be an experience,
As dusk falls on the distant horizon,
I will be able to say,

“I enjoyed today.”

George Mansfield Paterson 9



Boxing Day 2004
The Sun was a glamorous gold, dazzling the world with its rays of light. The sea 
tirelessly brushed against the soft sand, white crests of foam pouring onto the 
beach. The salty wind hummed in and amongst the elegant palm trees. Seagulls 
soared through the pale blue sky. I was lying on a picnic mat, with my eyes closed, 
beguiled by the atmosphere around me. My parents had gone shopping in the 
number of stalls scattered across the area. Nothing could possibly go wrong.

A little while later I stood up, enticed by the sight of the ice cream van a few 
hundred yards away. The first thing I noticed was the number of people on the 
beach. It was a busy day. Sunday. Boxing Day. Why wouldn’t it be? Crowds of 
citizens stood lingering around in groups, chatting, sunbathing, their kids were 
building sandcastles while their pets were scampering around. Wait. That was 
odd. Was it just me, or were the dogs barking a little too loud, and where had the 
seagulls gone? I reassured myself that it was probably just my brain after a long 
nap.

Suddenly a dozen dogs ran off, their owners in pursuit. What was going on? I 
gazed towards the horizon, hoping to find an answer in the line of deep blue. I was 
fully immersed in the glowing cyan, when I took a step back, startled. The line of 
deep blue was … growing? I briefly remembered something I had learnt in 
geography class in 5th Grade. Something to do with natural disasters on the sea 
and animals going haywire. Then reality hit me. No, that couldn’t be happening, 
how could that be possible? This was paradise on the Indian Ocean. But there was 
no doubt. That was a tsunami. And it was coming, devouring any water in its path 
of destruction. Rising 10 metres every second. And it was fast.

I swivelled around, running through the sand as fast as my flip flops could carry 
me, back towards the line of shops, back towards safety. I shouted out 
desperately for my parents. I got no answer. I was suddenly submerged in a crowd 
of people, all of whom had sighted the disaster, all trying to escape.

And that was when the wave hit the shore. 100 tonnes of water cascaded above 
me. I struggled furiously, trying to float and break up on the surface. But it was all 
in vain. The wave engulfed me, as it had engulfed hundreds behind me, and 
continued on its path of total destruction.

Pragvansh Bhatt Paterson 9
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You Don’t Smile
You greet us in the morning – you don’t smile
We laugh with you – you don’t with us
With your hands by your side – you don’t smile
You dropped me your knowledge – I didn’t catch it
You pride in your work – I couldn’t match it
With your hands by your side – you don’t smile
Everything measured, everything right,
Very predictable, never lose sight.
No change
No emotion – you don’t smile.
You travel each day from faraway places,
Sit the same day seeing the same old faces
Still – you don’t complain
And yet with this– you don’t smile
If you dropped it again – I would catch it
If everything was different – would you be the same; the constant
If you were I and I were you – I would be smiling…
…I would greet you in the morning – I would smile
I would notice things around me – I would laugh with you

With my hands at my side – I would smile

Barnaby Heasman Paterson 11
A Dying World

The sea laid blue under the heating sun
The yellow sand laid crisp around the sight
Yet what was there is now the ash of none

Is buried and hidden under man’s might
The grass was once wet with showers and rain

Meadows were green and the flowers were red
But gone away it had, only left was pain

Washed away with floods what the grass had bled
The trees stood tall in their row after row

The metal reapers of trade made their war
The forest’s creatures left nothing but woe
All because man wanted money and more

The world that we live in was made from mud
Made civilised by spending earth’s life-blood

Ben Curry Paterson 9
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Enviromenting [En-Veye-Ro-Ment-Ing]
See: To Enviroment
Verb
To clean up after horrors they have caused and damage they have done to their 
surroundings. It is impossible to do this, although World Leaders would like to 
think that you can.
E.G.
Boris Johnson enviromented yesterday.
Words Related to Enviromenting:

Donald, Hillary, Boris, Jeremy, Vladimir, Xi, Salman, Reuven, Macron, Steinmeier, 
Fake, Lying, Misleading, Wrong, Deceitful, Unreliable, Untruthful, Delusory, False,

Max Ward Paterson 9

The Dark or Light Roads
No matter how fast you can run

Something will always catch up to you,
No one know where it comes from ,

No one knows where it goes.
All we know ,is that one day,

You follow it down the dark or light road
These roads are determined by the choices you make,

The good the bad and the mistakes.

No one knows what it feels like,
Some say a light shone from above,

Some say a pain like stepping on needles ,
But no one really knows because of the dark or light roads.

No one knows what it looks like,
Some say it like an angel,

Some say it looks like a devil,
But no one really knows, because of the dark and light roads

No matter how good your heart is you’ll never feel it,
No matter how good your eyes are you’ll never see it ,

No matter how fast you are you’ll never be faster than it,
Until you go down.

The dark or light roads

Nathan Hancox Paterson 8
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A Living Nightmare

The blood drained from my face, and before I was aware of making a 
decision my legs were pounding furiously on the damp mud. I felt my eyes 
focus on the enemy ahead and my pulse quicken, my heart thumping as if it 
were hammering its way out of my chest. The Frontier is a dangerous place, 
where those who let fear master them die. I was one of the best not because 
I let my hand dance with the devil whenever I pulled the trigger. The Frontier 
was a terrain filled with corpses; both of flesh and cold steel; yet a whiff of 
disinfectant invaded my nostrils as I ran beside the fallen. The bullets tore 
through the bitter air, ripping through bodies, be they inanimate or living.

With a grim wail, the bullets struck my suit, piercing through the motors and 
prohibiting my movement. I heard my breathing rising heavier by the second, 
and a dim beeping the back of my ears. I glanced up at the adversary. There 
was a time when at least the ones that pulled the trigger might have felt 
something, be it remorse or guilt. Not anymore. Now most of these bipedal 
forms that stalk the Frontier are machines. A horrific light scorched my eyes 
and in an abysmal flash my heart ceased, my mind gave one final sigh as I felt 
a rush of heat tear through my skin.

Minutes later the scent of fresh bed sheets tingled my nose. All was silent 
apart from a faint beeping. I slowly opened my eyes, squinting in an attempt 
to sharpen my blurred vision. I was alive, yet every inch of my body felt cold. I 
stood up with ease, tingling with abnormal energy and stepped towards the 
mirror. My hands began trembling uncontrollably.

Moving closer, I focused on my eyes and noticed a small metallic glow from 
within them. I felt the tip of my fingers brush across my smooth cold cheeks. 
I stared down at my hands, just to realise that in being snatched from death’s 
embrace I had become a walking nightmare of steel and vestigial flesh. I was 
the living embodiment of our cursed world, one that has used technology to 
the very limit, defying the natural way of life. Technology isn’t helping 
humanity- It’s replacing us- and I am a victim of this blind belief.

Samuel Mitev Paterson 11
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How to become a despot in 4 easy steps
To begin, acquire the ingredients to make a perfect amiable Prime Minister to lead 
the country. Whilst some are essential, other components are only a 
recommendation and not a necessity.

1 - Mix seven years of arrogant private school education to being fired from two 
jobs for deceitful behaviour. It’s essential that these be added in a pretentious form 
as to ensure that maximum irritation in future stages. For added effect, ensure that 
the ingredients are nannied throughout life from the start.

2 - Essential to the mix is contradiction. Whether this be in the form of previous 
drug
offences that regular citizens serve jail time for or jetting abroad instead of facing a 
vote on airport expansion you’d promised to oppose. Proliferating lies is also a 
useful technique to achieve the same effect; consider lying in a national referendum 
or simply being unsure how many children you have. It’s essential at this stage that 
you appoint a shady ‘fixer’ to ensure that you wouldn’t be required to answer sticky 
questions about this in your briefings or on national television.

3 - After selecting a fixer, surround yourself with people desperate to rise, to do 
anything for you. This stage will help you to build a cabinet of ministers that’s 
disconnected with the country - a necessity is that the majority are privately 
educated. Despite critics’ claims, a cabinet that hasn’t faced many of the issues a 
citizen does can lead more effectively and put in practical policies without having to 
empathise with the struggles of the general population. When choosing a cabinet, 
diversity is key - but ensure that the current views of your cabinet are agreeable 
with your policy and that they will follow your every move.

4 - To finish off this mix, ensure that controversy is never far away. This is best 
achieved through crude comments regarding already marginalised groups in 
society. For added effect, ensure that there’s a magnitude of published articles and 
speeches showcasing your talent for English through the use of similes and other 
literary devices.

Whilst this is not a definitive guide to creating a universally admired leader, it’s an 
effective technique that has been replicated internationally with slight variations to 
ensure the continued success of the great human race.

George Atwell Paterson 12

Page 14



__________  
/This is Africa \__                                          

/                                 \_____________                 
__/A part of this world often left behind\

/Droughts and famine, they are just a sign\
/Burkina Faso, Sierra Leone, Zimbabwe all LICs\

|All the things that you learn about in geography\
|Too many people there that are living in poverty \
|And all that we are bothered about is World War 3!\__
\However, not everything happening there is downbeat\

\Countries and businesses have slowly found their feet|
\Lions/       \and giraffes and elephants are thriving|

\The nature is not merely surviving. /
\AGS has great links with Malawi/

\Fundraising & giving money/
|But at the end of the day|
/Things still are not right|          
|Our people need to help/        
|So we can join the fight/            
\ To end this poverty /          

\ No truths untold |
|To bring equality|

\ To our great /
\ World  /

Jonny Buckthorpe Paterson 9
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The Departure
His weathered old hands trembled as he lifted them; cold and numb. He was not to 
feel the warmth of another’s hands in his. Eyes that were most comfortable when 
closed, opened one last time to an empty white room. The hypnotic mechanical 
hum from the monitor beside
him kept him awake but he found it was fading away. Intense glares from the lights 
above began to dim. Reflecting on his life and world was all he could do as he 
slipped away. However the world he knew was small, inhabited by no one but 
himself, unfair and brutal, one of torment and suffering. With hope in his heart he 
was finally ready; to depart from our world to the next.

Sam Choudhury Paterson 12

Oceans
I look to my left and I see an ocean. Perfectly still. Untouched. Just calm. As though 
a single droplet could cause ripples for miles. I look to my right. The colour of green 
overwhelming and the fresh scent of nature surrounding. Rolling hills stretch as far 
as the eye can see, overlapping as one. I look forward, feeling the light touch of 
snow on my palm. Winter wonderland, the scenery covered in a layer of white.

But I look behind me. Fumes from factories drift into these three paradises, casting 
a shadow of pollution and emissions. No longer could these scenes remain 
untouched as its poisonous touch drifts on like spreading wildfire. I look to my left 
and I no longer see an ocean. I look to my right and what was once rolling hills is 
now a scene of emptiness and grey. I look forward but do not really know what 
direction I am facing. As it is one. Our world.

Thomas Hendley Paterson 10
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El árbol

La belleza, la maravilla y el detalle son las hojas del árbol grande. Son verdes y 
brillantes; están llenos con la vida. Sin las hojas el árbol no existiría, moriría. Cerca 
del árbol hay otros árboles en el bosque, están sobreviviendo de la luz del sol. Los 
árboles están moviendo pero parecen inmóviles. Pero, de repente, las hojas caen. 
El árbol se deja como un mundo sin su esencia. Un mundo sin la belleza, la 
maravilla, y el detalle; no es vale la pena vivir por este mundo. 

Oliver Cay Pa13



A Story
Let me tell you a story,
A story about someone who suffers in silence,
A story about someone who’s cries for help are too faint for us to hear,
A story about someone torn by violence,
A story about someone submerged in the darkest atmosphere,
A story about someone who is selfless to all but receives nothing in return,
A story about someone that feels dejected and alone,
A story about someone who watches themself burn,
A story about someone who has the sweetest tone.

This is a story that started 200,000 years ago,
A story about someone who is slowly approaching their end,
A story about someone with no ego,
A story about someone who we cannot transcend,

This is the story of Our World.

Johann Armah Paterson 10

Our World Is…
Our world is a home,

In which we live,
The only place where we can,

Our world is a speck,
Among the stars,

A piece of rock flying fast,
Our world is a shelter,

It keeps us safe,

From all the things that wish us harm,
But how do we treat it?

Our own home which we should love?
We spoil it with toxic gas,

But we don’t have a spare
The factories,

The plastic,
The hunting,
The poverty,

It’s killing our planet slowly but surely.

Rafik Moussaoui Paterson 8
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Our World is Equality
Our world is a place of equality,
It is a place where We can live in harmony.
Why does this not happen?
Our races, used as a weapon.
Black, Asian or White,
We should not fight.
We are one human race,
No matter the colour on my face
Everyone deserves the same rights,
Worldwide equality is in Our sights.

Everyone can be friendly,
But We see them as Our enemy
Just because of the colour of Our skin,
But turn it around and We will win

Our World is a place of equality
We will live in harmony

Sam Duodu Paterson 9
The Waves Lapped Against the Shore

The waves lapped against the shore,
The wind whistled evermore,

The grass stood proud and tall,
Trees relaxed under their leafy shawl,

The smoke billowed into the air,
Plastic waste caused many a despair,

Concrete structures rose up high,
To their homes animals said goodbye,

Towering waves crashed and bashed,
The wind whipped and slashed,
Forests are chopped and burnt,

Sorting the environment is a lesson not learnt.

Peter Turland Paterson 8

Page 18



Night

It felt like it was going to be fun.

Although we’d been sceptical earlier, those thoughts had vanished into the air as we laughed 
and joked. In this moment we wouldn’t have swapped places with an emperor, although we 
later wished we could. But now, the exquisite scenery came flying past, as we shot along the 
road like a bullet from a gun. The race was already on, and we intended to win.

Eventually, the trees became more distant as we slowed down, feeling like we had dropped 
from lightspeed. Now we could see clearly, we marvelled at the beauty of the sun setting 
behind the hills. The azure sky was set ablaze, from crimson red to the softest lilac. Back then, 
we didn’t think about the last of the light disappearing, or the night coming to smother the 
Earth in darkness. We only saw the delicate flowers blooming in a kaleidoscope of colour, and 
the majestic tree touching the sky.

Doubt slowly seeped in, sneaking past our plummeting elation, yet we managed to shake it 
off for now. We had to choose however- we could follow a path where death flashed across 
at staggering speeds, or the one into the trees. We felt we had no choice, and plunged into 
the forest, as the final ray of hope was cut off as the sun was gone for another day.

But although our spirits faltered, they still managed to push on into the night, into the sinister 
embrace of trees that seemed to change. We only had had one weak ray of light, desperately 
battling the eternal oblivion around us. We soldiered on, pushing forward, slogging 
determinedly towards what had to be freedom.

Years seemed to pass, seasons seemed to change, the fortunes of the world must have risen 
and fallen. Yet there was nothing for us but the suffocating eternity, the invincible magnitude 
of endless shadow. Even our one source of hope, the vague beacon of shining flame, was 
weakly flickering. We missed any potential ways out, we tripped countless times over various 
roots and rocks, and must have missed a red sign- obvious at day, but unfortunately less 
obvious in the gloom.

We could only feel the cool air biting our cheeks, and the unforgiving rock smashing our feet, 
and the faint taste of water as rain began to fall. Then we were shocked out of our stupor by 
an echoing boom.

We each spun towards a different direction. Our dying torch, almost beaten by the swirling 
darkness, showed nothing in the blackness. But none of us missed the piercing echo of a 
gunshot, and the gentle thud of wood being torn apart, peacefully murdered.

Now we moved, not with excitement, but with terror. Our shouts were curtailed, smothered 
by the immortal night. We lurched back the way we came, seeing the scarlet sign laughing at 
us just as the light finally shuddered and perished. With that light vanquished, we had no 
choice but to head back, the occasional shocks of sound getting dimmer each time, until we 
heard nothing but the quiet patter of footsteps.

We went back, dejected, having failed utterly. We would try again as the sun finally rose, 
but there was no way we could triumph now.

We rushed up and reached for glory, only to fall into the laughing abyss.

Nathan Curry Paterson 11
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Grey Skies
Cold and gloomy. That’s what I see gazing through my window to the world. The 
bitter wind is howling. All the other people listening to the wind at this very 
moment is an interesting thought. Do they feel as distant to the world as I do?
Perhaps in this vast world, someone’s thoughts wonder like mine.
Somewhere, someone must be wondering if another soul is staring out the 
window into the bleak clouds.
Does anyone ever stop, and wonder, if it will ever change? When I wake up 
tomorrow, as I have every single day during my lifetime, will the sky still be as grey 
as yesterday?
In my mind I can envision sapphire skies, rolling emerald hills and
fluffy white clouds. Behind my hazy eyes, I can envision a world distant from ours.
In reality, this is not the case. A perfect summer day is not the reality that I live in. 
In reality, I’m just another warm body behind a misty window, wondering if 
something or someone will make a change.
I might be staring for a while.

Dom Staines Paterson 10
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What is Our World?
Of all the problems in the world, I think the biggest is deforestation.
Under the sea of trees, lives a lot of fascinating wildlife which is
Right now being destroyed. The question is

Why are we doing this?
Obviously we care more about ourselves and not them. Is there
Really a way we can fix this or is it gone for good.
Leaving it will be tough for those affected and
Does death awaits them?

Jonny Daly Paterson 7



The Lost
What were they like?
The lost white bears of the North
That vanished with the ice
Back in 2030

What were they like?
The lost horned beasts of Africa
That were hunted for medicines
Back in 2032

What were they like?
The lost giants of the seas
That couldn’t survive in the boiling oceans
Back in 2034

What was it like?
Our world before we killed it
Released toxins into the sky
Clogged the water with plastic
Poisoned the earth with landfills
What was it like?

Kit Fairhurst Paterson 12

7 Wonders of the World
On a mountain crest,

The Machu Picchu city
Embraces the heavens

The Taj Mahal rests,
Its dome engulfing the sun,

A marble palace.

The Great Wall stretches
Across the vast expanse of

The Chinese terrain.

In the sandstone cliffs,
The lost city of Petra

Shrouds ancient secrets.

Watching from above,
Christ the Redeemer stands proud

Over Rio’s People.

The Colosseum ,
Where brave warriors met their end,

A Relic of Rome.

A Mayan Marvel,
The Chichen Itza temple,

A skyward stairway.

Shayak Chakraborti Paterson 12
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Time for Change
Imagine holding the world in the palm of your hand,

The people, the animals, the sea and the land,
Then look at it close, what do you think you would see?

I’ll tell you I've done it, now listen to me.

In the south you’ll see awful sights such as deforestation,
In Europe people gluing themselves to trains at the station,

In oceans animals are swallowing our plastic,
Soon changes will have to be drastic.

To the north you’ll see ice melting fast,
At the rate we are going our world will not last,

However there is still time to change for the good,
Next time you have the chance to recycle you definitely should.

We need to take a hint about these supposed “natural” disasters,
Next time you turn your heating on think about what could happen after,

Because the Australian bush fires are largely our fault,
But when we ask our leaders why, they take it as an insult.

Stay away from everything single-use,
And when people are protesting do not hurl abuse,

Just stop and think for a minute or two,
They really are doing this to benefit you.

Ignorance is ruining our world again and again,
As we treat natural resources with utter disdain,

Holding the world in your hand should help you to see,
We need to do a lot more to help you and me.

Nick Cay Paterson 10
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Aylesbury Grammar School,
Walton Rd,
Aylesbury HP21 7RP

19th February 2030
My local MP
House of Commons,
London SW1A 0AA

To whomever it may concern,

I am extremely worried about local environmental situation as it is affecting 
everyone- the elderly, the young, the disabled. In this letter, I will highlight a few 
major issues from the ever- growing list of problems. 

Firstly, the Government decided to build rows of apartments, destroying our last bit 
of greenery (our park). This park was the pride of our entire city, covering over 25% of 
our city’s area. Also, many bird watchers came as there were over fifty species of 
birds, providing money and jobs for the city. We have nowhere to go for outdoor 
activities as well as nothing to produce money and oxygen apart from the re-
breathers that you have given to us. 

The amount of CO2 is breaking records. One of the records is the amount of people 
being admitted into hospital for the lack of oxygen and carbon poisoning as well as 
the number of deaths per year. Another record is the air quality index in Aylesbury, 
which has been estimated at 600, 10 times what it used to be ten years ago.
Lastly, everything has turned black with soot. If anyone tries to lean on anything, even 
handrails, for support, their hand will slip resulting in accidents which has put strain 
on Aylesbury hospital A & E department. Even if we clean the soot away, it will take 
only a few minutes for it to come back. We had 4 smog storms in the same week 
causing chaos; schools, shop and offices were all shut.

All of the above points strongly suggest that our world is in need of help. The people 
of Aylesbury cannot fight this war alone. We need the support of the government. I 
hope you as our representative take this to Government and do something about 
these problems.

Yours sincerely,
A concerned pupil from AGS

Ayan Sharma Paterson 7

This is My Future
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