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Antoni Kocan – 2021 House Writing 

A brisk Tuesday morn. Winter was ending now, the cold withdrawing. Spring was showing 
its face now, bright splashes of colour and life between the drab concrete and bullet holes. 
This was a run-down area of London, and no one had made any attempt at patching up the 
marks that had pockmarked the buildings for nearly 30 years now. 

 I drew my eyes away from the window and watched the teacher sit down. The faint smell of 
oak lacquer, the dishevelled seats, the way time seemed to stand still within its bounds, yes. 
This was my Modern History class. Today’s lesson seemed to be focused on an extract of 
propaganda, from the Progressive Party, defeated 30 years ago now by the forces of the 
Common Sense Party. I ran my eyes over the extract on the board: 

The Citizen's guide to Creating a Unique Society and Encouraging Diversity (March 2041) 

Citizen! This is your guide to ensuring your role in a Unique and Diverse society! The 
government has determined that the hair colour of our glorious Countries citizens is not 
Diverse enough! Is your hair colour the same as your neighbours? CHANGE IT! To refuse to 
be unique is to refuse society! In the name of the King, the following rules will be put into 
place to “encourage” the uptake of diverse hair colour. 

Starting from the 16th of March, the following rules will be put into effect to encourage the 
formation of a unique and diverse society. 

1)     All Supermarkets will implement a diversified entry programme; 

1.      Max 20 people of Blonde, Brown, or black hair colour 

2.      Max 10 people of other, non-unique hair colours 

3.      People of Unique hair colours will not be restricted. 

I snorted. How ironic. These rules proclaiming to “encourage diversity” seemed to do the 
opposite. Did no one at the time see the hypocrisy that was developing itself before their 
very eyes? Surely a diverse programme would allow entry to all hair colours equally? I read 
on in disbelief: 

2)     Social Restrictions with also be imposed as follows: 

a.      People of Non-unique hair colour may NOT meet in groups larger than 
6 to prevent the spread of non-unique ideology. (if your hair has been 
classed as “Unique” by His Majesty’s Board of Ideal Society, you are 
exempt from this rule) 

b.     People of non-unique hair colour MUST MAINTAIN A 2 METER 
DISTANCE from other members of society, lest the Diversity Ratio of a 
crowd drop 



 

 

By the King’s Name, we WILL achieve Perfection in Society! 

This had to be satire. I thought about it even after the lecture, and on the way home. The 
more I thought, the less sense it seemed to make. Surely a diverse society would not place 
bounds or limits on people due to their hair colour, and equally treat every citizen 
regardless of hair colour? Why were “Unique” people treated differently than the “non-
unique”? What made them better? My musings were brought to a sudden halt by my arrival 
at my door. It was dark now, and a typical March night, with my breath condensing before 
my eyes. How could a society so technologically advanced be so incapable of common sense 
and human decency? I closed my door on that cold night and entered the warmth of my 
home. I stared at my closed curtains and flicked on the lights. I set some water to boil and 
looked out into the starry sky. How could humans be so close to one another, and yet so 
far? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Samuel Johnson - The first of many?  

“When I look back in 20 years, I want to see the sport that gave a shy, working-class black 
kid from Stevenage so much opportunity, become as diverse as the complex and 
multicultural world we live in.” - Lewis Hamilton  

Timo Glock’s stricken Toyota roared round Brazil’s Interlagos circuit. His car slipped and 
squirmed, now on the last lap he was pushing his car to the very edge of its capabilities but, 
without wet tyres on and in slick conditions, it looked as though he were driving on ice. 
Tentatively he edged round the final corner, hanging on to what grip he had left. Up ahead 
Felipe Massa’s glorious red Ferrari streaked across the finishing line (in first), a victorious 
blur of Rosso Corsa. His team and family ecstatic with victory, he realised that he had won 
his heart’s desire, he was the Formula 1 world champion. But only for 39 seconds. Further 
back, Lewis Hamilton’s silver Mclaren battled hard. He knew he needed fifth place in order 
to win the championship. He knew it was his last chance. On the final corner, of the final lap, 
of the final race, he slid past Timo Glock’s troubled Toyota to take fifth place and clutch 
victory from the jaws of defeat. And so, on the 39th second, he became the Formula 1 world 
champion. The first black Formula 1 champion.  

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Andrew Johnson: 

A recipe for life without diversity.  

This is a simple recipe showing you what you need (or that you don't need) to get life 
without diversity.  

Ingredients: Absolutely nothing  

Method:  

1. First you will need to remove everything that is different about humans, no genders,  

no different thoughts, no different skills and no different religions. I think you can 
already see that this would be hard because if everyone had the same skills how 
would we manage any of the thousands of jobs if we could all only do the same 
things.  

2. Now you have got rid of all diversity in humans you need to do the same for all 
animals and because you want the humans to exist, the only way to continue 
completely having life without diversity would be to just get rid of all the animals on 
earth.  

3. Now you have to remove plants, flowers and anything else that is living because if 
you still have them you can't truly have removed all diversity.  

4. Finally, to remove all diversity on earth you have to completely remove everything 
on earth as they are all different.  

(ONLY CONTINUE IF YOU WANT TO HAVE NO DIVERSITY IN THE UNIVERSE)  

5. You will need to take away all the planets and stars because they will be different. (If 
you can find two completely identical planets, you CAN NOT keep them because 
they are different to the humans that you kept.  

6. Finally, you really have to get rid of absolutely everything in the universe, from 
gases, to rocks, even to colours because if you still have all of that you still have 
diversity. The only thing that you can keep is the humans that were made in step 1.  

I hope from this you can see diversity is and even if we could end all diversity and only have 
humans then all the humans would die within minutes because of there being no planet to 
live on and no air to breathe. So from this, I hope you see that diversity is needed.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 

I say Good Riddance – Ben Harding 

 

You’re Maggot, scum, you’re spat-out gum, You’re a rodent’s rotten feed. 
These are the things that spring to mind When I contemplate your breed.  

To gaze at your contorted face, 
It compulses me to retch. 
You’re a stain on the realm of time and space, Too deep, too foul to unetch.  

Like bubonic plague, like athlete’s foot, You too cause me to wonder, 
What stole the eye of the lord on high When he fashioned such a blunder?  

‘Cause look upon this place you named home, My, you’ve really done a number! 
Bare witness to your thirst, your greed, 
To the fruits of endless plunder.  

A world ablaze, of disease and decay, The creation brought to ashes. 
Earth herself fractured and frayed 
As mother nature writhes and thrashes.  

Once fertile ground now cracks and smolders And the Thames becomes the Styx 
And above the shadows choke Sun from sky And now you’re really in a fix.  

Some hellish evil is what you’ve unleashed 
As though led by Virgil’s tongue. 
You won’t hear the contempt of the innocent beast ‘Fore you’ve ruined all the fun.  

Oh such sacrilege and savagery, 
I almost want to cry! 
But to waste my tears on you sick privateers, I’d sooner dash out both my eyes.  

Your future holds not mystery But pain that never stops, 
You’re history, you’re blistery, We’re just waiting for you to pop.  

And pop you’ll go and down you’ll fall Through the land of sin and spoil. 
Through fire and flame, till doused in the pool Of blood, to forever boil.  

To see you burn and sink so low, 
Is to be overwhelmed with bliss, 
And the horsemen need not their arrows nock, You’re too weak to reach the surface.  



 

 

‘Tis the end of the line I say 
Good riddance, you waste of breath. 
And though you may pray for the Lord’s divine way, 
You’re all to be doomed in death.  

Mark my words, for you, in hell, one day, There will lie a special place, 
And scratched in the stone, above blood and bone:  

Here lies the human race.  

 
 
 
All was silent – Adam Bosompem   
 

They spoke. They were smoked; opinion is useless unless it can be vocalized, conveyed or 
even thought up. The poster full of morale and statistics engulfed the mind with loyalty and 
obedience yet food rations were decreasing to less than they had last week or the month 
before. Water was barely coming out of the taps, gas flames were the only source of light in 
the evenings (power was scarce and termed undesirable in the new party’s manifesto) and 
people were dying, but nobody - except from the over fifty fives - knew why. They spread 
information of some sort of vi-ru... 
  
No one realised this.  
 
Mattz tried to remember his mother, yet this was preposterous. Nothing, nor any word, 
existed. Tomaz strained to recall how he was different to the rest of the state, however, he 
could get no further than the fact that they were all followers of the party. Chriz exhausted 
himself past the only words that resonated with him: “The party provides, The Leader is thy 
lord”. 
 
As all three of them and the whole state were pondering on similar questions, in the 
shadows of the far extremities of the empire, a small minority of high ranking generals sat 
around a circular table - each with their belly bursting. All held a glass of champagne in one 
hand and had the other ready to tackle the next of many courses to come later into the 
night. Finally, when all were quite quiet and full to the point of throwing up, the 
orchestrator of the celebrations stood up. 
 
He congratulated his men, for their hard work in driving down rations and squashing 
opposition. They all cheered at that. But he told the men to be wary, not to let anything slip, 
slack or become tolerable for the citizens - that would be of grave importance. The leader 
struggled to sit down and a servant pushed him back into his reassuring leather chair.  
 
At that same moment, another of the followers hurried into the dining room. With a grey 
face, pointed nose and tyrannous glare, he handed a slip of paper to the leader. It read: 
 



 

 

“I, Leader of the ‘People's Freedom Party’, hereby sign off the execution of all men over the 
age of fifty-five - ½ million - and the relocation of over 40s to internment camps.” 
 
The leader hastily scribbled some sort of signature and shooed the member out of the hall 
whilst taking the last cutlet of pork.  
 
Mattz, Tomaz, Chriz and many others all continued to walk, walking they did to an almost 
deathly looking building. No one questioned anything; no one felt anything out of the 
ordinary. They continued walking, albeit shoved forward by the guard behind them.  
 
A solitary rat scuttled across the pavement, looked up at the building reading “Execution 
Centre”, smelt the blood and fear in the air and almost immediately scampered back down 
to its burrow. 
 
 All was silent. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Diversity – Wil Pringle 
 
 
 
 
As humans we are not meant to look the same, 
And there is no shame, 
In looking different to others, 
And being proud for being part of a different culture, 
For everyone is different, 
And no one is insignificant.  
 
 
As humans we don't all share the same faith, 
And there is no shame,  
In believing differently, 
And we should not be unfriendly,  
And instead we should be complementary,  
For everyone is different, 
And no one is insignificant.   
 
 
As humans be are not all the same race, 
And there is no shame, 
In having a different birthplace, 
Or a different colour of skin, 
Because it only matters what is within.   
For everyone is different, 
And no one is insignificant.   
 
 
As humans diversity is accepted, 
And no one shall be rejected, 
For everyone is different, 
And no one is insignificant. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Diversity 
 
Sometime I look around myself 
In glee of the world around us, 
Sometimes I do think, 
Why we make animals go extinct, 
If diversity is so beautiful. 
 
It used to be stronger, 
Mastodons, mammoths 
We kill them all, 
Whales and dolphins. 
Fish and mammals. 
 
We used to have dinosaurs, 
Dracorex and stygimoloch 
The lizards, the reptiles 
Gone in a heartbeat 
Never to be seen again. 
 
We cause extinctions to, 
Hundreds, thousands! 
We show no mercy, 
One day we shall kill all, 
Probably as sport. 
 
But alas we still have much diversity, 
Flora and Fauna all together, 
We live in peace with animals, 
But we kill them anyway. 
Gone in a heartbeat. 
 
So take some time out of your day, 
Plant a tree or two, 
In your back garden, 
Try to minimize the amount of fuel you use 
And appreciate how much diversity we have. 
 
Sometime I look around myself 
In glee of the world around us, 
Sometimes I do think, 
Why we make animals go extinct, 
If diversity is so beautiful. 
 
Areeb Qadeer  
 
 



 

 

Her Award  
Isaiah felt slightly out of place as he entered the audience hall. He slowly strutted past a 
golden grand piano  keeping an eye on Cleo, his niece, although really he shouldn’t keep 
calling him his niece. She looked as if she could be his older sister. As he forced his mind 
away from those uncomfortable thoughts he watched Cleo, her red skin glowing slightly in 
the soft light, stare around the large hall, his niece’s gaze flitting from the giant glass 
sculptures to the people dressed in flowing satin dresses or sharp suits. Each person looked 
slightly unreal, an image of the successful. Cleo took a deep breath, her chin lowering 
slightly as her breathing quickened. He turned to Glaucus, who also appeared to notice the 
change. 
“Are you okay, lass?” Glaucus asked, his gruff voice betrayed by it’s worried tone. 
She was silent for a moment before turning to them with scared eyes “ I don’t think I should 
be here.” 
Isaiah recognised the start of one of her rare anxiety attacks and gently pulled her towards 
the stairs, roughly shoving past the crowd, smiling to himself as Glaucus’ glare threw the 
crowd’s curious gaze away from the small group.  
They retreated to the galley, high above the idle chatter of the things down below, until 
Isaiah led them into a room, devoid of any unwanted presence.  
Isaiah sighed “Okay, kid spill it, I haven’t seen you this upset since we watched Bambi.” 
Apparently this was enough to break through to her more violent self. Isaiah let the 
following punch bounce off his arm.  
“You jerk, you said you wouldn’t tell anyone,” she said, looking over at Glaucus, who was 
badly hiding a smirk. 
Isaiah quirked his eyebrow at her. “So why did you look so upset?” 
“Upset?” she said, desperately trying to cover up “ I wasn’t upset!” 
“Sure you were lass. You had a rain cloud over yourself and everything.” Glaucus said,  
“I don’t want to say it. It’s stupid” she said. 
“Yeah it probably is. So hurry up already.” Isaiah said. 
“ It’s just… what if they get upset. They’re some of the most powerful people in the world, 
but I’m not even human . I heard what happened to your sister. I hear how they treat you 
every day. And everyone’s scared of uncle Corvus, half of them don’t even know me. What if 
they say it was just my father’s doing, getting me nominated for best heroine?”  
“You’ve been listening to Corvus’ stories again haven’t you?” Isaiah said face-palmed when 
she started to nod. 
“ Lass, you shouldn’t worry about how your relatives are treated. Isaiah’s a jerk most of the 
time, and Corvus is a creepy loner.” Glaucus said. 
“Says the creepy jerk” Isaiah scoffed. 
Glaucus carried on “Listen lass, when I was on the judging committee your name came up 
quite a lot. They talked about how strong you were, how humble you were but never once 
did they talk about your father. He played no part in this. You have my word on that.” 
“But what about the heroes. My dad blackmails them into peace.” Cleo countered. 
“ You seem to be mistaken. Only the politicians really want peace. Besides the people here 
are the best of the best. That doesn’t just mean their abilities, they’re also some of the 
kindest people alive. They’re not going to judge you because of your dad, especially after 
you saved all those lives.” Isaiah smiled “ So hurry up and get your prize.” 
He watched her think about it for a moment. She needed a final push. 



 

 

 “Also, if you don’t go, I will tell your sister you chickened out. “ Isaiah said, smirking at 
Cleo’s horrified face.  
“Firstly, I can’t believe you,” she said stepping closer, punching him again, then pulling him 
into a crushing hug “Secondly, thank you and sorry” 
 Pulling away with a smirk, she quickly ran . Eyebrows raised, Isaiah turned to Glaucus. 
“ What was that about ?” he asked. 
“No idea, lad” Glaucus replied, for some reason still smiling “Oi, do you smell smoke?” 
Isaiah sniffed at the air. Glaucus was right, there was smoke and it’s acrid stench was close. 
He looked down, only to see his suit, still crumpled from the hug, burning. Isaia yelped in 
surprise, whilst Glaucus chortled. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Harry Jupp – House Writing: 
 
In 2055, there was an election to see who would pilot the first manned mission to Mars. The 
election would involve the pilots showing their flying records. About 95% of the pilots were 
white.  
 
Then it was Delashaun Jackson’s turn to give his speech. He was a pilot in Africa, he had only 
flown small aircraft. Not all was bad, he had an amazing flight record of always being on 
time and following all the correct procedures. He had 25,000 flight hours in many different 
types of small planes. 
 
After his speech, he decided to act calm and collected. He knew he had no military training, 
he thought there was no chance he would be picked. He stayed in the local restaurant for 
about an hour then decided to book himself a hotel. As soon as his head hit the pillow he 
was asleep. 
 
In the morning, he checked his email and it was NASA. the email read: 
 
Come to the Kennedy space centre, on the 1st March for your training. 
 
Signed Jim Bridenstine.  
 
He thought to himself, ‘1st March? That's in a week! I have my suitcase so I have everything 
I should need.’ he then booked a ticket to Merritt Island, Florida.  
 
On the 28th of February, he got his flight to Merritt Island and landed safely. He took a rest 
in a hotel nearby. He woke up and rented a car, proceeding to drive to the space centre. 
When he arrived he was greeted by a high ranked military officer with two heavily armed 
guards just behind him. He was told that there would be a 20 month training course. Then 
fly 20 men and women onto Mars.  
 
7th October 2056, the shuttle was massive. Him and his two other pilots stare in awe at the 
magnitude of it. No simulator could ever replicate this experience. Soon Delashaun was in 
the cockpit facing up in the sky. Once everyone was in, the 5 minute countdown started. At 
0, he pushed the throttle all the way forward. He felt the shuttle accelerate. Then he felt 
two other hands push his hand all the way forward. Everything around him was shaking. 
After 30 seconds, he felt himself start to feel like he weighed nothing. He had made it to 
space. He turned the shuttle into the trajectory. Simultaneously, everyone celebrated.  
 
In less than 2 weeks, he made the harsh descent into Mars’ atmosphere. A short bumpy 
descent later he deployed the supersonic parachute. The last obstacle was their speed, they 
all pulled back the throttle. All they could do now was wait. They then landed safely on 
Mars. Finally feeling the effects of gravity, although it is significantly less than Earth’s. 
 

 
 



 

 

 
 

24,500 complaints – Patrick Way 
September 5th, 2020, 21:40 British dance troupe ‘Diversity’ took to the Britain's Got Talent 
stage. The winners of the 2009 season were introduced by Ant and Dec as a “very special 
one-off performance with their take on the extraordinary events of 2020”. The performance 
included references to the pandemic such as the lockdown restrictions in the UK and the 
required use of face coverings. It was followed by a very emotive reference to the death of 
George Floyd. A White performer dressed as a US police officer knelt over Ashley Banjo as 
he lay on the ground, a performance that depicted the tragic events surrounding the 
murder of George Floyd. 
 
The polarising response which ensued after the performance perfectly highlights the 
division over race in the country. Ofcom received 24,500 complaints, all revolving around 
the BLM aspect of the dance. People try to argue that Britain hasn’t got a racism problem, 
Britain is one of the least racist countries on the planet, well 24,500 complaints shows 
otherwise. Ofcom summarised the complaints as revolving around four main areas of 
complaint that it: 
 

• was unsuitable for a family audience due to themes of violence and racism; 
• encouraged societal division and was racist towards White people; 
• negatively portrayed White police officers, including in a depiction of the death 
of George Floyd, and encouraged violence against the police; and, 
• expressed support for the political organisation ‘Black Lives Matter’.  

 
It is hard to understand how 24,500 people were so riled up that they took the time out of 
their day to submit a complaint to Ofcom. The performance was unsuitable for a family 
audience due to themes of violence and racism? Highlighting an event in America that 
shook the world is unsuitable for a family audience? Educating the children of the UK to 
grow up as tolerant of other ethnicities is unsuitable? Naturally, Ofcom dismissed these 
complaints but what really confuses me is the next two points. That the performance is 
racist towards White people and negatively portrayed White police officers. The 
performance was a reenactment of an actual event that occurred in the US. When Derek 
Chauving chose to use an unjustifiable amount of force when restraining George Floyd this 
was what negatively portrayed White police officers. Derek Chauvin is not a fictional 
character used to create hatred against the White community and cops, Derek Chauvin is 
the disgraced officer who caused the death of George Floyd. I do not understand how 
24,500 people fail to see this and it really highlights that no matter how much we keep 
denying it,  
 
Britain is still racist.     
 

 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
George Wellbelove, Denson 11 
 
He trudged through the dank and vulgar alleyways of Detroit. It had just turned midnight 
and the dim street lights barely lit up the paths and roads. He wore a black puffer jacket, 
green camo trousers and white trainers. His eyes moved wildly side to side, in a paranoid 
manner, observing any sign that he was being closely followed. He kept ambling along 
through the alley. It was deadly silent. No cars drove down the half illuminated, cracked 
roads. The noise of parties and groups of men in the pubs was non-existent. As he reached 
the end of the alleyway, he poked his head round the corner. Nothing. He continued, 
walking slowly and cautiously, but with a purpose. He continued at the same pace as before, 
all the while, a gentle gust of wind ruffled his dark, mid length hair. As he neared his 
destination, he couldn’t stop thinking about what he did earlier tonight. If only he stopped 
himself, he wouldn’t be in this situation. A tear welled in his eye. An image of what he did 
replayed over and over in his head. He dropped his head, wiped the tear from his eye, and 
continued to walk down the deserted, quiet street.  
 
Five minutes later, he turned into a block of apartments. As he climbed the stairs, he 
noticed a flicker of movement behind him. He turned around sharply. A child, no more than 
ten years old stood there, looking right at him. The man shook his head and turned around 
and began to walk up the stairs again. The child remained on the step, still staring right at 
him. The man then walked down a corridor and reached one of the apartment doors. He 
knocked thrice. The door creaked open and a woman stood in the doorway. ‘What do you 
want?’ she demanded.  
‘I need your help. I’ve done a terrible thing’, replied the man. The man invited himself, went 
straight to the fridge, pulled out a beer, popped the lid off and took a long swig. After that, 
he collapsed onto an old, dusty sofa. He cried once again as the woman shut the door, 
allowing the child from earlier to enter the room. The man took no notice of this and 
continued to wail. The woman went straight over to the man to comfort him. She sat down 
beside him and wrapped her arms round his shoulders and gently offered some words of 
pity and encouragement. As the man began to calm down, he stood up and turned to speak 
to the woman. ‘Laura, I’ve done something terrible’, he repeats, ‘ it’s something 
unforgivable’. He cleared his throat and said, ‘I killed my wife’. He dropped to the floor on 
his knees and weeped yet again, ‘ I think the cops are onto me. I don’t know what to do. It 
was a drunken rage. I’m so sorry. You're the only one I trust. Please help me!’ Laura was in 
disbelief. ‘I know you’re mad at me.’ Laura couldn’t bear to look at him. Floods of emotions 
and feelings hit her but she just continued to avert her vision away from the man and tried 
to keep her face as emotionless as possible. Laura turned around. The man was still crying, 
looking at Laura for any glimmer or opportunity of forgiveness. But Laura offered none. 
Finally she turned around. Laura reached into her pocket and pulled a gun out. The man’s 
eyes widened and instinctively raised both his hands above his head.  
‘Why would you do that? Why? Helen was my friend. I loved her as much as you did!’ she 
screamed as all her feelings spilled out. The man had no reply. ‘Answer me, Luke! Answer 
me!’ Still, Luke had no reply. He stood motionless. Suddenly, a stream of blue and red lights 



 

 

filled the room. Sirens occupied the silence outside and Luke knew what was coming. He 
remained standing. Laura was overcome with anger. She couldn’t believe that Luke had 
killed her best friend. She narrowed her eyes and screamed.  
 
The police rushed up the stairs. All with handguns out, they barged their way through the 
door of Laura's apartment. But what they found was not what they were expecting. A man 
lay dead on the floor, a woman stood next to him, a gun, still smoking from when she shot a 
bullet, was in her shaking hands and a child sat on the floor in the kitchen, holding a 
telephone.    
 

Ideology – Alexander Davis 

 
Not so simple as black or white, 

Not radical left, nor reactionary right; 

Our ideals not fixed, not forged in stone 

Each belief intertwined, never alone. 

 
The right to elections, fair and free, 

The right to represent, the right to be; 

The right to translate the values we hold 

Into the gargantuan blend of our country’s mould. 

 
Each of us defined by who we trust 

Which side, which party – we’re told we must. 

But we don’t conform, we are not square – 

We are fluid, we change, we grow and we care. 

 
Each of us different in what we need 

NHS, education, or business greed – 

Labour, Tory, Republican or Dems 

From any, the shape of our country stems. 

 

 
 
 
 



 

 

Change 
 
In May 2020, the world came to a standstill. The brutal death of George Floyd caused an 
uprising within many communities, and the protests began, as the struggle against racial 
injustice became more and more widely known, and with it, the fight against all forms of 
discrimination grew wider still.  
 
Only now can we see the truth behind the photos online. We can now see how 
performative it all was. People turning up just to take a photo, posting a black square on 
Instagram and saying they did their part. Not a word from them since about the issue, as if 
attending one protest can fix a lifetime of oppression. 
 
I hope one day, we can all live in a diverse world, appreciating our differences and 
similarities, but that won’t happen overnight.  
 
We need change, and it needs to happen now.  
 
Tharrshann Logarajah - De12 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Story about diversity - Tharun Milathe 
Emanuel was a kid which people called different.He’d go to school and be called words like 
abnormal,alien-like, or even a monster. Emanuel had a car crash resulting in his parents 
death and the distortion of his face. Ever since,he had to live alone in foster homes for 15 
years. It was very tough,especially school. Sadly, it became worst.Therapy and stress pills 
resulted in even more depression.He couldn’t handle it and made the decision to commit 
suicide. He had arrived at a bridge, about one hundred and fifty feet high, and was ready to 
end his life. As he was about to jump someone pulled him back. 
 
It was a girl wearing a hoodie. She asked him to stop. Emanuel didn’t say anything, and was 
going for a second attempt when the girl took off her hoodie. She was just like Emanuel. Her 
name was Jackie, and she too had face distortion from a fire at her residence. She told him 
that being different is what makes you special. Don’t give up just because of how you’ve 
been treated, those bullies will get what they deserve and they may even be inspired by 
what you could achieve in the future. Emanuel stepped back and thought about it. He 
turned back to see the girl but she was gone. Thirty years later Emanuel had done it. He had 
become one of the most successful business men, and everyone respected him. He no 
longer cared about his differences, because it is what is on the inside that matters. 
 

 
 
 



 

 

Thomas Walsh - House Writing 
 
 
 
I felt the warm summer air whoosh past my face as I whizzed across the grass. It was the 
first time I rode my bike without stabilisers; My training for this all started two days ago, I 
was done with school for the term and went to the park with my friends. They all turned up 
on their fancy flashy new bikes; I had one too but the difference was I was on stabilizers, 
which meant that they were all so much faster than me! 
 
After that I went home too annoyed to go to the park. When I got home and told my Dad 
what had happened, he refused to let me give up. He said “Tom, listen, we're going to go 
outside and get you off those stabilizers”. Looking back on it, it was not the most 
empowering thing but to a five year old I guess it did the job. I responded with “ok” (bit 
bleak i know), we went outside and took them off! 
 
“Can i go in now we have been going for an hour” I said,  
“No try again” said my Dad, I reset myself and tried again, I did it this time for real, I rode to 
the bottom of our garden and back up. I told myself “tomorrow, tomorrow i will show them 
I can ride a bike properly”  So the next day, I got up and met up with them. We all rode 
down to the park. I had done it...until I fell off. 
 
I just missed the pavement, it was close. I thought they would all laugh at me but, they 
didn't they were kind; They helped me up and picked up my bike, young me was quite 
asumative of what people thought, after the incidents I realized that these guys aren't just 
some goons that I needed to impress, they were my friends, and they got me on the bike 
again and I rode fast, real fast, I felt the warm summers air whoosh Past my face as I 
whizzed across the grass .Oh, we are back where we left off aren't we, well not much 
happened after that so you're all caught up. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 

Chicken and egg Truffle – James Wilford 
 
 1 Cup tea                   
 2 chickens 
 1 pre-chicken - signs of this include roundness and crunchy outside if eaten - disregard 
if     containing sugary paste inside if near easter. 
 
 

1. Choose two previously happy chickens - signs of this include being too fat to 
fly,  unawareness of existence, obstinance, head included, but mainly unawareness. 

2. Put chickens in bowl - wait for them to marinate. 
3. Signs of marination include - wearing invisible hats and aggressive resistance to 

being thrown out of windows - if it is difficult to see the chickens then replace with 
other chickens - they were not unaware enough and were not too fat to fly away - 
what did I tell you to do? 

4. Get pre-chicken - if unavailable squeeze already marinated chicken for 3 weeks 
straight. 

5. Take pre-chicken to slaughterhouse, ask them to remove outside of pre-chicken. 
6. Put outside of pre-chicken on the service plate, put inside on a farm to grow, when 

fully grown call Scientific-Daily immediately, if rejected try the Daily Mail for pretty-
much guaranteed publication. 

7. Put tea in bowl. 
8. Put chickens in bowl. 
9. Ruffle one chicken to form the tea-ruffle. 
10. Serve starter in pre-chicken outside - check for signs that the slaughterhouse forged 

it, these include - it saying moo or it being made of rubber. 
11. When finished drinking check chickens for signs of damage - these include extreme 

lack of eating or breathing and lack of feathers - skin and body parts. 
12. Return chickens to cupboard - they can be used one more time. 
13. Recommend recipe for BBC Good Food winner 2021.  

 
This piece’s link to diversity is left as an exercise to the reader. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Joshua David House Writing: 
 
20th November 1790 
Dear Diary, 
 
I am writing this passage to express my frustration with the corrupt system of the law. 
Currently, women are made to stay at home and do the work around the house and barely 
get to socialise and with this so called ‘industrial revolution’ women are getting put in the 
shadows. As well as that - girls as young as 7 - are having to stay at home to learn how to 
cook and wash while boys get educated, meaning they are more likely to get to a higher 
position in society. This brings me on to my next point nicely; status in the community. The 
problem with my class (the working class) is that if any of us disagree with the higher class 
we are thrown in prison or worse face death. Finally my last point - people of different races 
have it the hardest. They are made to work longer hours for less money, I mean that is 
absurd. Hopefully, with all the revolutions going on in France something will change, we are 
all human after all. 
 

20th November 1799 
Dear Diary, 
 
Times are changing. The French Revolution ended 11 days ago and since then, much of the 
French aristocracy has been overrun with their homes destroyed and burned (so that I 
heard). Many of the wealthy have been killed by a new machine: the guillotine. There has 
been talk in the village of a new law, regarding how the wealthy treat us. Some speculate 
the government is worried that we will behave like the French. So hopefully we will soon be 
treated fairly, we are all human after all. 
 

20th November 1903 
Dear Diary, 
 
A new group has emerged from the shadows, and they call themselves the suffragettes. 
They protest for women's voting rights and argue that women are the same as everyone 
else. Part of their protesting is tying themselves to buildings. Many have been arrested and 
I'm sure there will be many more until they succeed. And I have a feeling they will. Follow-
up entry coming soon. We are all human after all. 
 

20th November 1918 
Dear Diary, 
 
This year is a year to remember, women finally have the vote. This proves that we are all the 
same, and we are all human after all. 
 

20th November 1956 
Dear Diary, 



 

 

 
Big news, a lady named Rosa Parks has started an avalanche. She refused to give up her seat 
on a bus in America for a white man. This single action was the tip of the iceberg. Many 
black people are running away from their workplaces (because they are being treated like 
slaves) and are succeeding in escaping. The name of this movement is called civil rights and 
like the suffragettes, I'm sure they will hit hard. We are all human after all. 
 

20th November 2020 
 
This year was shambolic. However, ignoring the Coronavirus for a second, this year was a 
big year for one movement: the BLM (Black Lives Matter) movement. After the death of 
George Floyd in May there have been many protests to call for change. However, this was 
different from anything we have ever seen before because it was world-wide and not just a 
specific group of people affected, it touched everyone. We will see what will happen soon. 
 
We are all human after all and we should all be treated the same. 
 

 
Luke Brimmicombe: 

 
 

The world is full of life, 
Endless forests, deserts and oceans, 

Mammals, birds and reptiles, 
They used to roam the Earth. 

 
Endless forests, deserts and oceans, 

These homes were all to be seen, 
They used to roam the Earth, 

But now their numbers are dwindling. 
 

These homes were all to be seen, 
While animals had nothing to fear, 

But now their numbers are dwindling, 
We need to sort it out. 

 
While animals had nothing to fear, 

Humans destroyed their worlds, 
We need to sort it out, 

Unless we want them dead. 
 

Humans destroyed their worlds, 
In oceans all around, 

Unless we want them dead, 
Humans must turn it around. 

 



 

 

In oceans all around, 
Marine life plagued by fishers, 
Humans must turn it around, 

Today is the day. 
 

Marine life plagued by fishers, 
These men permitted to do whatever, 

Today is the day, 
We start to fight this issue. 

 

 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Rumeth Lweliyadda House Writing: 
 
Note: This piece is based on real-life events but not everything in this piece is true and 
shouldn’t be taken to offence.  

Hi, my name’s George, I live in New York and my mum says I was destined to change the 
world at least I think so. I don’t like to talk about this but I’m bullied at school and it’s 
sick. Luckily, I have great friends to get me through these times. I don’t know why they 
bully me, my mum says it’s because of my skin colour. Why should my pigment hurt 
someone so much that they bully me for something I can’t control. Tomorrow is the last 
day of school before the holidays so that’s always nice.  

Hi, my name’s George, I live in New York and my mum says I was destined to change the 
world, I don’t think so. I am a happy man and unlike my school days, I’m treated equally. I 
have a few friends who have been my brothers throughout my life. I don’t like to talk about 
this but I’m low on money and sometimes have to steal. Today’s just another one of those 
days. Ok let me be honest, I’ve released a few songs but it’s nothing special and they didn’t 
get me enough anyway.  

Anyway, I don’t usually steal but I didn’t earn enough and will have to. One of my friends 
has printed a counterfeit $20, I can buy food with that.  

I just came out of the store and luckily I wasn’t caught or suspected by the shopkeeper. 
Luckily I have a box full of sandwiches that will last me the whole week.  

I can hear the sirens ringing outside. I have been caught. They’re coming up, I’m scared.  
“I surrender!”  

But they’re not listening, my neck, it’s being pressed against them. “I can’t 
breath please!”  
But they’re not listening, I can see people recording and aiding me but it’s no use.  
“I can’t breathe!” 
They’re not listening, as my excruciating pain fades away, reality falls into 
nothingness.  
“Hi sweetie”  

“M- mum” I whisper,  

“Please don’t leave us”  

I can hear her tears as I breathe my last words,  

“Make sure there is justice, end this racial discrimination once and for all. As I fall 
asleep the sounds outside fill my ears with the words, “I can’t breathe!”  
For the last time... 



 

 

Mustafa Wadidi House Writing:  
 
Diversity is a value that is shown in mutual respect and appreciation of the similarities and 
differences such as age, culture, education, ethnicity, experience, gender, race, religion, 
sexual orientation, etc, that make people unique.  
 
 An environment where diversity is respected is one, where, as individuals, and united as 
members of teams, we can effectively apply all our talents, skills and experiences in pursuit 
of business objectives to our competitive advantage. 
 
 Demographic characteristics are the background characteristics that help what a person 
becomes. 
 
 Ethnicity is essentially an identity that reflects the cultural experiences and feelings of a 
particular group. The concept of ethnicity acknowledges that individuals may have a primary 
culture that is distinctive to a particular ethnic group but does not exclude the possibility 
that individuals within that group have the capacity to learn cultural behaviours of other 
groups. 
 
 Race is a concept used to categorize people into different groups based on physical and 
biological characteristics. I think that most behavioural characteristics regarding race are 
more likely to be culturally determined rather than biologically or genetically determined. 
For example, it would be unfounded to say that those who are of dark skin colour will 
become criminals or are predisposed to acting violently. 
 
 There are many definitions for culture; first, culture is not something that we are born with. 
Culture has to be learned. Of course, an individual may be born with one or two 
characteristics commonly found in a particular culture group (e.g. skin colour, hair texture), 
but these are not sufficient to guarantee the development of practices, beliefs and values of 
that cultural group. Socialization is a major process instrumental in the individual's 
acquisition of culture. 
 

 


