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Thank you to all the members of Paterson House who 

submitted photos of themselves to display the 

diversity we have amongst us.  

 

Each of us different but we are all united in all being 

part of Paterson House. 
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I would like to thank every member of Paterson House for 

submitting their pieces of writing, especially in such a difficult 

time. They have been a pleasure to read. 

I am very grateful for the help of the Paterson House Senior 

Editorial Team: 

Abdurrahman Aroworamimo (Pa13) 

Kit Fairhurst (Pa13) 

Aidan Manley (Pa13) 

Sachin Patel (Pa13) 

Ed Campbell (Pa12) 

Alex Comben (Pa12) 

Nathan Curry (Pa12) 

Jonathan Gopal (Pa12) 

Huned Mamajiwala (Pa12) 

Sam Mitev (Pa12) 

Jatheep Raj (Pa12) 

 

Another huge thank you must be given to Miss Chalk, as 

without her support and organisation, this creation would not 

have been possible. 

 

In this magazine, you will see how the members of Paterson 

House have used their imagination to explore what diversity 

means to them. I hope you enjoy, 

Sam Munday Pa13 

Senior Editor 
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Diversity 

Vishnu Bandari, Pa7 

 

I walk to class, all alone, 

The other kids think of me as if I have no home. 

No one notices me, 

Why can’t they see? 

As I beg and plead, 

But they do not see my one need. 

All I ask for is just one friend, 

Am I too weird for someone to befriend? 

What if no one likes me? Is that too bad? 

Why must my life be ever so sad. 

Why must my life lead me this way? 

I go through this every day. 

Why must I be so different? 

Am I just not meant to be? 

I just want to hide or flee. 

Every time I try to talk, 

They just ignore and walk. 

I have no hope, 

My life just went down a huge slope. 

 

Difference, Ice Age  

Anish Jakka, Pa8 

 

In the chronicles of old 

Where we all were the same 

Life was boring, unlike a game 

What happened when they weren’t told 

That disastrous events would unfold? 

 

Many were brazen, many were bold 

But not many survived the terrible cold 

Looting took hold and anarchy took place 

It was a brutal, arduous, demanding race 

A race for safety, a race for freedom 

A race with no finish line ready to meet them 

 

Then a band of people wanting the same 

Stood together without shame 

Among the masses difference was shown 

Survived together with through the unknown 

Different capabilities were revealed 

That lasted them through the concealed 

Difference had shown in times of greed  

That people had hope when they took heed 

To set aside differences, to not live the same 

Which asks the question: 

What should we do in times of trouble? 

 

 

 
The Girl of the Red Sands - Michael Owolabi Pa7 

The familiar feeling of red sand shifting between my feet, trying to comfort me in my sorrow, 

could not combat the unfairness and cold mercilessness of the desert life I lived. Day after day, 

waking up beside the heat of the desert, my only friend, only to be dragged to the workshop to 

weave silk once again. The repetitive thudding of sewing machines and frustrated cries of 5-

year-olds trying to thread needles was the closest thing I had to home. The closest thing I had 

to home ever since my mother died. 

I had always dreamed of joining the Scarachi, the spear-wielding army of desert warriors that 

had protected our homes for many years. My mother had always encouraged me to follow my 

dreams and always aided me whenever I dropped my spear or missed the mark and broke a 

vase. It was her dream too. But my father was a different person entirely. He never spoke to me, 

fed me only bread whenever my mother wasn’t there to feed me, only ever taught my brothers, 

and never gave me things, even on my 12th birthday. It was tradition in our village for children 

to receive a spear on their 12th birthday as a coming of age gift, but my father singled me out 

from my two brothers as a failure and scoffed at my dreams and hopes of one day joining the 

Scarachi. The only thing he ever said to me, was that the place for women was the factory. And 

it was on that day that I learned that the only people who worked at the factory were women. 

Even as a child, the only time I saw my mother was in the early mornings when she went to the 

factory. And then it dawned upon me, like the sun on that fateful day, that only men joined the 

Scarachi. Except my mother had tried to join the Scarachi. And by the time I had realised, my 

father’s shadow loomed over me, and I already knew that my mother was dead. 
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Boats 

 Raphael London, Pa7 

 

Each individual person is like a boat. 

Lots of people say that we are in the same boat, 

But really everyone is in their own separate boat all alone.  

Going in different directions and to different places. 

Some boats are bigger than others and those boats represent the people in the world who are 

lucky and appreciated. 

Therefore, they have a bigger safety net around them. 

Others are smaller and are not welcome because they are different and believe in things 

others may not.  

Those people are going across rough seas, sometimes alone, but other times in twos or threes. 

Still just about staying afloat. 

And then there are those small dinghies, floating in the middle of nowhere, not knowing where 

they are and where they're heading.  

Those are the people who do not believe in themselves because others don’t believe in them.  

They don't know what they are or who they are going to be. These people, unlike the big boats 

sailing along happily, have to struggle, and every second for them is a matter of staying afloat.  

Every now and then they see another boat the same and they help each other, but some are not 

always that lucky. 

So, it shows not everyone is in the same boat, not everyone is fortunate to have rights, but 

everyone is different and no matter how small or big their boat is, on the inside the people on 

all boats should be treated the same. And that is ‘Diversity’.            

Difference - Edward Gibbs, Pa9 

 

Difference in our culture and society, 

If we were the same, there would be no 

difference and no anxiety, 

Difference has brought many fights, 

Hatreds and spites, 

Some might find difference bad, 

But others say thats mad, 

If there was no difference then we would all 

like the same thing, 

The same life we would be living, 

And it would not be nice, 

To have others guide your life, 

And if it would go away, 

It would portray, 

That difference makes us great, 

Even if it brings slight hate, 

Difference you find is the key, 

The key to the perfect society, 

Remove difference and you will see, 

There is nothing that defines you or me. 
 

Recipe for Diversity - Luke Marshall, Pa8 

 

I am going to cook a diversity cake 

I’ll break some thoughts into a cup, 

I’ll beat them, whisk them, mix them up 

I’ll weigh out the pronouns, just enough. 

Choosing the right ones can be tough. 

I’ll drop in some big words for effect, 

Sexuality, inclusion and respect. 

Now that my recipe has begun, 

I’ll add characteristics one by one. 

Race, ethnicity and religion make the mixture, 

And adds flavour to our worldly picture. 

I’ll add a disability word or two, 

I’ll pour them in and stir them through. 

Now I’ll put a lid on it, 

Wait a while, 

Let it sit. 

Lastly, the end is near to our creation. 

I’ll add different cultures for decoration, 

I will glaze it with peace and happiness, 

And leave it to give it an identity, 

Then bake it, brown it and finish my recipe. 
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True Colours - Daniel Omoyele, Pa7 

 

 

Dear future earth inhabitants,  

I imagine in the future, you all have bigger, more important problems to worry about, like 

deforestation, climate change, rapid decrease of biodiversity. Sorry about those, they are the 

fault of my generation and the ones before them.  

I also imagine that you all still face this problem: Racism. A problem that we have suffered with 

for centuries. 

When the first black slaves were brought to the United States of America, the slave owners 

needed a reason for their free labour to seem acceptable. They came up with a very “smart” 

idea to make everyone believe that the black people were “lower” than the white people. This 

mentality has stayed with many people, even today, in our modern, and supposedly civilised 

world. 

This mindset is not just in the descendants of slave owners and slaves, it has spread to everyone, 

whether or not you realise or like to admit it. 

This prejudice has become part of everyday life, and it can cause minor to major problems; for 

broken friendships, to even the extreme of murder. Segregation has become part of the status 

quo; it seems out of the normal to relate with others from more diverse cultures that are not your 

own. Having an unnecessary bitterness towards others different to you is unfortunately common, 

especially in other parts of the world, like the U.S.A. 

But this does not need to limit your capabilities. You do not need to let oppressors get to you. 

You can break from the chain, tying you down to the false status quo. You can be free, be friends 

with anyone you want to, regardless of what others will think. You do not have to think, and act 

as though other diverse races and ethnicities are lesser than yours. Let your true colours shine, 

do not hide them, or your culture, just to “please the masses” or “keep the peace”. If you start 

it, others will join in, be brought out from the dark and stand tall. It might sound a bit cheap and 

rubbish, but your actions, no matter how big or small, can make a difference. Furthermore, we 

can one day feel proud and safe, if not already, to walk out of our homes and flaunt our cultural 

heritages, without any fear or second-guessing. We can only hope that one day, our world will 

finally change for the better. 

 

Yours Faithfully, 

 

A hopeful soul. 
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Diversity Around the World 

Harry Lonsdale, Pa8 

 

 

Diversity.  

Anything on the earth that is different, 

As, it would seem to be. 

 

It lives in the sky, the ground, and water, 

The constant theme of diversity, 

On our planet,  

Never falters. 

 

Natural things, like natural disasters, 

Are all different, with what happens. 

Tornadoes, typhoons, and tsunamis, 

Sinking ships and sea-born captains. 

 

People who live all across our world,  

Are diverse in their own way. 

With people speaking different words,  

From back in the past, up to today. 

 

Race, and different appearances, 

Have for their rights, in the past and now 

Started riots and protests, 

For people's diverse adherences. 

 

Diversity, it exists everywhere. 

If our planet, the Earth, 

Was a computer, 

It would be a necessary part, 

 

To the system software.  
 

 

The Island 

Tom Ludlam, Pa8 

 

When humans began to branch out, began to 

explore, they discovered the world and the new 

people that lived there. Some looked different. 

Some spoke differently. Some acted differently. 

Soon people began to travel and all these different 

people started living together. That was how it 

worked. On this island however, people were just 

different. No one had ever travelled but they were 

still different from each other. The people of the 

monkey, the people of the lion, the people of the 

shark and the people of the elephant. These 

people all looked, spoke and acted differently 

from each other but they had known no different. 

And these people were their neighbours, their 

friends. The fact that they looked different didn’t 

cross their minds as they had coexisted for 

centuries and this was the way of the island. 

 

Untouched by the world, the island thrived. 

Cultivated and loved by the people it prospered 

and bore many fruits to the people. Each group of 

people had their talents, all equally valuable and 

useful, that they used to make the island perfect. 

Unfortunately, after millennia of being hidden, they 

were discovered by the world and the concepts of 

the outside were being brought to the island. They 

finally noticed their differences. As if a veil had 

been lifted by the outsiders. The newcomers found 

the islanders ways… unsettling. This caused them 

to attempt to break up the unity that the islanders 

had built. Their twisted ways were taking hold of 

the beautiful civilisation of the island. 

 

The outsiders were doomed to fail. Despite their 

persuasive or aggressive tactics to convert the 

islanders, the will of the natives was too strong. 

See, these islanders didn’t see themselves as 

colours or tribes or groups but as people. And they 

were all people. Their bonds were so strengthened 

that they repelled the evil habits of some of the 

outsiders and pushed outwards. Sending groups 

out into the world. They would reverse the tables 

and would teach the peaceful way to everyone 

else. To show that you can recognise differences 

but know that you are all people. Did they 

succeed? That’s for us to dictate now. 

 

Diversity - Srujan Karri, Pa8 

 

Once when I was young, I dreamed of a 

land, 

Beyond the mists of the motherland 

A bird would see a pink floor,  

And sugary sweets galore. 

From liquorice and more 

To sweet and sour 
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Dear Toby - Aryan Gorai, Pa8 

Dear Toby, 

 

Hi! I hope you are doing all good. I hope this letter finds you in the best of spirits. It feels like 

years have passed since we last saw each other! How’s life in Canada, hope remote home 

learning hasn’t been too stressful. 

 

I have been welcomed warmly at my new school. All my new friends are supportive, caring 

and best of all interesting! We have so much to converse about during breaks and lunch, 

mainly due to the wide variety of origin & culture. From topics like Diwali, to Eid. 

 

Recently I have been doing some research on Diversity and frankly I find it quite intriguing. 

Let me tell you what diversity means to me. Diversity by itself means many things, but for me it 

means understanding that each person is unique in all features and characteristics and we 

should acknowledge how it can build and enhance a community. 

 

I feel like alongside diversity we should start talking about equality. Around 99.9% of people 

have an unconscious prejudice to people who are different to you. When you see someone 

who is “different” there are thoughts that run through our mind, what are they going to do, are 

they a threat, are they friendly etc. In our modern world this has been reduced hugely, but the 

unconscious bias is still there. 

 

An example of discrimination: say you are doing the same task as your friend, and you both 

have the same outcome, but they receive a much better reward than you, that’s going to be 

annoying. Yet in places all around the world, full equality is still not even in sight, and this 

needs to change. 

 

In terms of having a team/workforce, many leaders are choosing similar people, rather than 

diverse people. They feel that choosing a diverse group of people would not help them 

achieve their goals. Whereas that is clearly not the case, when you have a range of contrasting 

opinions, the job will often be completed quicker. However, an extremely diverse workforce 

might be more difficult to manage, but it looks like the pros outweigh the cons… 

 

The greatest challenge of implementing diversity in a workplace is to remove unbiased 

prejudice. This happens through racism, sexism, homophobia and many more. Issues often 

start occurring when participants of the majority group have conflicting opinions/ideas to the 

minority group. 

 

Kind Regards, 

Aryan Gorai. 
 

Mental Diversity 

Sam Duodu, Pa10 

 

Mental diversity is the reason that some are out with the owls and others are locked up in bed 

It is the reason that some see someone overtaking them as a reason to trip them up and others 

see it as a reason to push themselves harder 

It is the reason that some chase their shadow and some chase their destination 

It is the reason that people sleep soundly while others weep until their bodies give in to 

fatigue 

Fearing mental diversity is simply fearing the unknown. Fear that you don’t understand why 

your mind seems to be falling to pieces. To not have fear of your own mental diversity you 

must learn to accept it  
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What is Diversity? 

Reuben Bithell, Pa9 

 

What is diversity? 

Between people, between family, between 

places and races 

There isn’t much difference between any of 

our faces. 

What is diversity? 

Is it appearance, hair eyes or skin? 

Or who we are and where we begin? 

What we believe in and what we think right 

Where we die and where we fight 

As a people and a race 

Or a singular face 

What is diversity? 
 

 

Diversity of Place 

Hugh Podmore, Pa9 

 

Warm sand seeping through your toes 

Steady lapping of glistening waves on which the light dances 

Laying back into the deck chair, content 

Seagulls gliding overhead, casting a shadow down 

The grasses a lullaby as the wind whistles through them 

Consumed by tranquillity, closing your eyes. 

 

Fried fat filling your nostrils. 

Calling out numbers, perpetual in your brain 

Paper bags deftly packed with food by workers 

The hustle and bustle as people collect their orders 

Constant babble and chortle filling the room with noise 

The simple plain nature of the bags and boxes in which the mouth watering food is kept. 

 

Stepping across the threshold 

Reminding yourself to be polite as you greet the family 

Keeping eye contact, explaining how the pasta is delicious  

Making jokes as you and your mate find things to do 

Playing football and creating games 

The realization of the feeling of enjoyment deep down 

The buzz of social interaction. 

 

The erstwhile voice of the news presenter, feeding us melancholic facts 

The ticking of an eternal clock provoking slight insanity 

Your incoherent sibling bugging you over and over, your brain desolate 

The random clicking of keyboards trying desperately to get work in on time 

Aloof and torpid as you clamber out of bed and get ready for online school. 

 

The luxury of diversity in places stripped to just the house we know. 
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Equality 

Will Smith, Pa11 

 

We said 

That life is grey 

For it is between night and day 

You said 

That life is grey 

As it keeps your problems at bay 

We yearn for a solution 

To the problem; why are we not 

Equal 

You yearn for a solution 

To your problem; why are you not 

In control 

We act on the problem. 
You incite the problem. 
 



 

Shared World  

Kit Fairhurst, Pa13 

 

Thousands of species are in each of our gardens  

Tens of thousands of species are found in our country  

Hundreds of thousands of species live on our continent  

Millions of species call our world home  

Earth is not ours alone 

99% of all species that have ever existed are extinct -  

What are you going to do to save the ones that are left? 

 

 

 

The Destruction of Diversity –  Pragvansh Bhatt, Pa10 

 

5 years ago to the day, I was lucky enough to be given an opportunity to embark on a journey 

through the Amazon Rainforest. After an exhausting flight to Rio de Janeiro’s world-renowned 

Galeão International Airport, I took a 3-day bus ride into the heart of the jungle, to the city of 

Santarém. With the temperature, humidity, and swarms of buzzing mosquitoes, I was grateful 

to finally get off the coach and I spent a few hours relaxing on the docks, at the bank of the 

Amazon River, watching it gush past freely, aimlessly, unrestricted by the modern world. At 

last, my ferry arrived, and I began the trip I had dreamt of since my childhood. 

 

I sat on the top deck, so I had the best chance of spotting any animals and creatures hidden in 

the foliage on either side of the river, although I was also likely to be drenched by the frequent 

thunderstorms in this area. However, my sacrifice was duly delivered, and within a few hours, 

I was amazed, astonished at the biodiversity I had witnessed.  

 

I saw sloths, lazily moving through the branches, as if they were in their own world, separated 

from the rest of the planet. Jaguars prowled elegantly on the forest floor, their sharp claws 

knives amongst the softness of the leaves. Spider monkeys were swinging vivaciously in the 

trees, entertaining themselves with whatever they could find. Tree frogs, their vivid green skin 

standing out amongst the dark brown of the tree bark, were hopping around, their great big 

eyes darting in all directions in an attempt to spot potential dangers. Blue and yellow macaws 

swooped through the air, their extravagant colours painting a picture in the sky. It truly was a 

natural paradise. It was how it should be - nature left untouched, unchanged by human 

presence. 

 

Suddenly, there was a crash, and a whole row of trees collapsed before my very eyes. The 

menacing din of several chainsaws littered the air. The odour of burnt wood spread through 

the atmosphere like a tsunami, threatening to engulf anything in its path. The sloths, which 

were there a moment ago, were nowhere to be seen. The jaguars had retreated into the 

limited area of forest they had left. There was a brief moment of frightened chattering from the 

monkeys, but then as the trees collapsed it was drowned out by the sound of several trucks, on 

their way to collect the decimated wood. The tree frogs had disappeared, possibly following 

the same route to safety as the jaguars, and the macaws, they fled rapidly, their painting 

destroyed by the nature of mankind. The forest, demolished by humans. The biodiversity, 

devastated by us. 
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Earth’s Villanelle - Ben Curry, Pa10  

 

The jungle lays calm, the example of nature's assortment 

The warm breeze of a life’s end flows past 

And around the trees, sanity stands distorted 

 

The mountain stands high, stone in no shortage 

The white snow glistens on grey in contrast 

The jungle lays calm, the example of nature's assortment 

 

Oak trees stand tall, their seeds small to the forest 

A fox leaps onto a rabbit, a death under the overcast 

And around the trees, sanity stands distorted 

 

The deep water spirals in sight of orbit 

On its top, sailing over stands a mast 

The jungle lays calm, the example of nature's assortment 

 

Humanity builds up its own life, nature kept in allotments 

Metal life slain by metal life, all felled by a bomb blast 

And around the trees, sanity stands distorted 

 

The earth spins for an age, a life bringer of great portent 

The seas rise and fall, its variety remains vast 

The jungle lays calm, the example of nature's assortment 

And around the trees, sanity stands distorted 
 

Trapped in Your Own Mind 

Jonny Buckthorpe, Pa10 

 

Trapped in your own mind.  

No clues, no hints, no signs. 

 

You can shout, you can scream, if 

you’ve got an injury 

But if it’s your mind you’re told to 

keep quiet. 

 

If you feel like you’re different, but 

don’t know why 

You’re quite often forced into 

silence. 

 

But we’re not all clones, 

You’re not alone, 

You can’t help yourself on your 

own. 

 

Call a friend, 

Your wounds can mend, 

Just know that this is not the end 

 

You may be different, but that is 

fine 

Learn to be happy 

In your own mind 

 

 

How to be Culturally Aware in 10 Steps - For Dummies 

Max Ward, Pa10 

 

 

1. Be mindful of others’ beliefs and religions. 

2. Always think before you say something - ‘How will this affect the listener(s)?’ ‘How will the 

listener(s) react?’ 

3. Remember, everyone is unique and you should respect that. 

4. If you see racism or any form of prejudice against a person of an ethnic background, report 

it immediately to 999. 

5. Use your own time to research different cultures to ensure what you say is acceptable and 

politically correct. 

6. Don’t judge someone based on the colour of their skin or what they look like, learn to look 

beyond and know them by asking questions about their personality. 

7. Stay up to date about current protests and drives for a more culturally accepting society. 

8. Share social media posts about diversity that you feel strongly about to help others 

understand different cultural perspectives. 

9. Support charities dedicated to helping make our community a better place to live in for those 

of ethnic descent. 

10. Teach others (this could be your friends, family, colleagues) about different beliefs, cultures 

and religions to help them be more aware. 
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Culture on an Awakening Farm - Ed Campbell, Pa12  

It is a spring cold morning. The ruptured fields scattered across the countryside carry the rabbits 

invisibly hopping across from one side to another, hoping to not be seen by the pernicious foxes. 

The time is still, everything and everyone at peace. The trees appear to be as blind as moles but 

truly they watch over the rising Farm. The family awakens. The cows, the rabbits, the foxes, the 

pheasants, and the sheep all rise with the growing sun and life is slowly showing on the spring 

cold morning.  

If you listen closely you can hear the rising sun moving amongst the valley. The family startled 

by their alarms trickle downstairs where the mother has already begun preparing the Tattie 

scones. The flour and the eggs and the potatoes can be smelt as the whisk brings them together. 

You can hear the clatter of the pots and pans and the whisk stroking against the bowl. The time 

is still, everything and everyone at peace. Further down the farm, Mr Windmill arises from his 

retreat in the dark, murky, dingy barn. After working for several hours the night before, his face 

is full of straw and his civvies strewn in fetid mud. The muffled noise of the farmer has stirred the 

sleeping cattle and the farm slowly awakens. As the farmer stumbles out of the old run-down 

barn a gentle breeze drifts across his worn face and the tatty bedraggled hair of Mr Windmill 

plays over his eyes. He wanders across into the sunlight of the laboured fields where you can 

see the spring grass soaking in sunshine, a sea of green bobbing amongst the valley. The time 

is still, everything and everyone at peace.  

The farmer wonders back up through the delightful, rich and sensuous orchard with the most 

spectacular smells. The orchard is a piece of brilliance with wonderfully blended colours of red, 

yellow, orange and purple all orchestrated by Mr Windmill. The Beetroot, the Kale, the Carrots 

and the Brussel sprouts have already been sown and planted ready to be freshly picked in 3 

months’ time for a warming and delightful soup. As Mr Windmill passes through the orchard the 

apple trees are awoken and sway from side to side in the spring cold breeze. He slowly walks 

back up to where the family are baking and looks over into the everlasting spillage of greenery 

across the spring filled morning. You can hear the fields turning, the animals stirring and the 

trees conferring. Time is held still with everything and everyone on Windmill Hill Farm at peace 

on the spring cold morning. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

And then  - Nathan Curry, Pa12 

 

And then the world changed. 

What had been finally gaining acceptance was violently pushed back. Freedoms were not only 

restricted but destroyed. Just on the brink of victory and moments from justice, the veil was 

shattered and the world silently wept for what it had lost. 

And then the people changed. 

Those that had been wrong, had been correctly chastised came back out of the woodwork. Seeds 

of doubt that remained from those terrifying days previously thought gone forever sprouted, 

and even the most vocal champions began to wonder what was moral and what was correct and 

what was real. 

And then the reality changed. 

How could people have ever thought that they were equal? How could they have been sucked 

into their lies at all, and have considered that diversity was to be embraced not stamped out? 

How could people seem so close to the truth, only to tumble into the abyss at the slightest 

provocation? 

And then…  
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Soundwaves – Ed Campbell, Pa12 

 

Misusing your influence and impacting mine, 
You said you didn’t know the full definition of the image, but you diversified my thinking, 
You broke down the barriers of the walls and the confines of the mirrors we encounter, 
I listen and hear the majesty of your words, the mixture of instruments and the beauty of your 

samples. 
I feel honoured to be allowed on your journey, your rollercoaster, 
A true mix and struggle of human encounters. 
Now I sit down and play Number 11. 
 
The low waves hit more so than anything else, 
No confusion in the sounds I hear yet a real loss of all sense flows over me, 
Piano. Voice. Bass. Drum. 
Another wave surges over and I feel the landslide that caused it, 
The epicentre, your voice, a mixture of stories and lessons you’ve learnt. 
Now diverse sounds discussing diversity. 
Exodus 14 opens as you continue, 
Free of Lucy, free of any monotonous life and welcoming to all of His creations. 
Piano. Voice. Bass. Drum. 
Diverse sounds discussing Diversity. 
Water. Sun. Love. Air. 
Now you tell us the story, 
The story of how your ignorance lost you your place in Heaven, 
And the endless tears you cry, 
But those tears are just of an institutionalised clown. 
Your encounter with Him set our mirrors free, 
And now we are listening, 
Not just to your diverse sounds, 
But to your beautiful, technicolour description of the inherently diverse water, sun, love and air. 
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The True Definition of Diversity 

Ayan Sharma, Pa8 

 

Diversity. It is a word that many of us use 

daily, yet none of us know its true 

meaning. The dictionary says “the state 

of being diverse; variety” and, to some 

extent, that is true. It is about being 

different from one another. For example, 

Britain is very diverse, partially because 

it has many cultures, ethnicities and 

personalities. The main reason, 

however, is how these cultures, these 

ethnicities, these personalities, all co-

exist with each other and have adapted 

with each other. This, in my opinion, is 

the real definition, the beauty of 

diversity. The definition of not just 

variety but acceptance. 

 

Diversity Haikus 

Henry Wallington, Pa9 

 

Types of skin colours, 

Rituals or religions, 

Is diversity. 

 

Parades, festivals, 

All unique in their own way, 

Fun celebrations. 

 

Haiku on Diversity                  

Conor Heatley, Pa7 

 

 

Black, White, Hispanic, 

Small, Tall, Big, Skinny, Shy, Brave, 

Your true self won’t change 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My Desired Reality  

 

Jatheep Raj, Pa12 

 

It will be an ordinary day, just like any other.  

My body leaves the bed as I wake up from the void of nothingness. Through the night, I saw 

nothing but black, and my head was plagued with boredom that I didn’t mind leaving. My eyes 

wandered around the dull room until it was greeted with a familiar face in the mirror. This face 

was not just mine, but also the face of those who flooded this mundane world. Cold blank eyes, 

a pale complexion, a drooping mouth, these faces have long forgotten the warm feeling of 

emotion, emotions deep within the abyss of our minds. 

 

As I prepare myself for today’s work, I take a deep breath, hoping to remember a faint 

memory forever stuck in my head, but instead met with a sinking feeling of hopelessness. My 

travel to work was not at all interesting, with citizens walking down the colourless streets with 

not a drop of life, like lambs to the slaughter. Buildings that surround me are soulless and 

indistinguishable, and my eyes refuse to look at them any longer, as I conform to society and 

walk on. 

 

Work is no more interesting, with the clicking of keyboards echoing through the halls, a sound 

I will never escape. Though it would be difficult to find my desk among the sea of identicals, 

my body guides me to it with no thought; it has become my prison. As I begin, my soul feels 

like it is being sucked by the flickering monitor in front of me, drained by the endless work 

that I can never break free of. 

 

Reaching my apartment should have given me even a little bit of relief, but the prevalent 

thought of me never escaping this life kills all trace of it. My head sinks in my pillow, as I once 

again enter my pit of despair. 

 

My eyes open, however, it is instead forced closed by a blinding light. When they finally 

adjust, they are invited into a world that was long lost. Colours were revived from the depths of 

my mind and danced around me in a mesmerising flutter. New faces were paired with 

unfamiliar voices and filled the streets around me. Painted with a variety of tones, each one 

completely unique, and they told their stories, both young and old. Conversations bustled the 

air and portrayed the multitude of personalities that each person had given birth to. 

 

With this sight, my mind retrieved the long lost memory; my true personality, one that was 

forced to hide from the harsh words of the world. It came back to me. I was where I wanted to 

belong, among a crowd of friendly faces, of people who would accept my true and unique self. 

My resolve was absolute, and my decision was to embrace this world. However, it was then 

where I was forcibly ripped away from that world, back into the reality that I detested. 

 

With a shock of electricity passing through my body, I was jolted awake, and the dark world 

slowly became focused. With this, a scream erupted from deep within and filled my room. The 

world that I had lost, the one that I rediscovered, that world was seized from me within an 

instant, and my despair had overcome my long-absent voice to let out a cry for mercy. Tears 

flooded my eyes whilst my chest felt like a bottomless pit. 

 

After I had no more energy to use, no more tears to cry, I thought to myself. Was that the fabled 

‘dream’ that I forgot so long ago? The passage to a world of your imagination, of your desire. 

My head was forced onto the pillow, bedsheet clenched in my hands, in the hopes of a return 

to that place. That place of diversity. My desired reality. 
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Diversity Explained? 

Yan Han Tan, Pa7 

 

We’ve been talking about diversity for years and decades but what actually is the true 

meaning of it, so what is diversity? 

Diversity means different. 

Different is like a cat is not a dog or a dog is not a cat, they are not the same. 

But what actually is the true meaning of different? 

 

Different means special. 

Special is like he is left handed but I am right handed, they don’t do the same job. 

But what actually is the true meaning of special? 

 

Special means unique. 

Unique is like he has green eyes, but I have brown eyes, they don’t look the same. 

But what actually is the true meaning of unique? 

Unique means you are the one and only in the world and no one is the same as you. 

We are all humans, the same outside but different inside. 

Twins can look identical, you can't tell their differences, but once you know what each of them 

are individually thinking or doing, that makes a huge difference. 

 

This is why we are all different, that we are all the one and only in the world. 

Without diversity, we would all be dull and the same. 

With diversity we are someone different, special, unique and there is no another one of us, 

which is why we should feel proud. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

What is Diversity? 

Sam Munday, Pa13 

 

Diversity is the source of our prosperity. 

An effulgence that guides us to success. 

It is the power which shields us from despair, 

With its help we can clean up this mess. 

 

Diversity is the unity that our planet shares, 

From every branch, from every mother. 

From every colour, ethnicity, culture and gender. 

We’ll forever be tied to one another. 

 

Diversity is essential to our very being, 

Yet we suffer from the decay of its opposition; 

Those selfish and spiteful who poison our world, 

One’s freedom should not require their permission. 

 

Diversity is life. Diversity is nature. 

Our greed, however, causes it to shrink. 

We must protect the base of all that exists, 

If not we may fall, before we can blink. 

 

Diversity is a lesson from which we must all learn, 

History our professor, who begs for our attention. 

We must listen and reflect upon what needs to change, 

As old habits and attitudes demand reinvention. 

 

Diversity is the hope that pulls us out the flames, 

With it we may overcome this everlasting storm. 

We enter an era of resumption and recovery 

A world of equality and tolerance which we must form. 
 

12 



 

Traditions - Luca Fairhurst, Pa11 

 

Diversity is everywhere and is a fundamental part of what makes life interesting. Cultural 

diversity in particular is wide ranging and traditions such as Christmas help highlight these 

cultural differences. 

 

In England, Christmas is celebrated with families gathering together, presents under the 

Christmas tree, a roast turkey, Christmas crackers and paper hats. Brits also take advantage of 

the Christmas spirit to give themselves an extra day’s holiday - Boxing Day, which is ignored 

by most other countries and cultures. 

 

Americans eat Turkey for Thanksgiving, so some families have roast beef or ham for their 

Christmas meal. They also neglect the terrible jokes, Christmas crackers and paper hats, 

replacing them all with eggnog and a disappointing lack of mince pies. The most common 

after dinner foods are pumpkin pie, marzipan, fruit cake or apple pies. 

 

En España, the proper Christmas celebrations start on the 22nd of December with “El Gordo”. 

The appropriately named lottery inspires millions of people to buy tickets for the chance to 

win “The Fat One”. Christmas Eve or la Nochebuena involves eating lamb, seafood and cold 

meat with your family. Then, at midnight they eat a grape for each of the chimes of the bell to 

give them good fortune and prosperity in the new year. However, they have to wait until 

January 6th before the Three Kings deliver their presents! Maybe that's why so many other 

countries have Santa instead. 

 

En France the trick to getting presents from Père Noël is to leave your shoes instead of 

stockings in front of the fireplace so he can fill them. Children also send letters to him and 

since a law was passed in 1962, everyone who sends one through the post gets a postcard 

back! Then, many families attend la Messe de Minuit and follow it with a feast called la 

Reveillon. 

 

The thing about diversity is that it is so easy to focus on the things that separate us, we often 

forget how much we have in common. All these celebrations, despite the subtle changes are 

all about family, kindness, peace; as the human race we have to focus on things that unite us 

and celebrate those things as loudly and wonderfully as possible. 
 

 

 

 

Fibonacci 

Sam Pyefinch, Pa11 

 

I write these words to show that as this sequence slowly diminishes, these 

lines shrink by the word difference between the previous two.  

previous two. Fibonacci to Attenborough, 

both creating this 

message: our 

biodiversity 

shrinks 
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An Assortment of Tankas 

Keane Liboon, Pa9 

 

 

Tanka : Frostburn 

Snow burned through my heart, 

Freezing my limbs numb from heat: 

A healing impact, 

Yet our feelings may not show, 

We ourselves feel the same cold. 

  
Tanka : Unparalleled upbringings  

I kneel to the floor, 

Succumbing to serene thoughts. 

We are different. 

Though we may change and suffer, 

We uphold our upbringings . 

 

Tanka : Idle Raindrop  

A raindrop pins down, 

Obstinacy of thought falls. 

Is the world tangible? 

Because we cannot fathom, 

How much beauty the world brings  

 

 

Adaptation 

Saharsh Tikkireddi, Pa8 

 

 

Earth is diverse. The weather adapts according to earth’s necessities. Weather shapes our 

earth; configures earth’s significant features. It’s what humanity takes for granted. Rain 

nourishing our dear plants, sun forming a flourishing planet. Earthquakes intellectually making 

vital space for our planet to survive and to thrive. Earth protected us and now it is time to 

return the favour. 

 

Creatures have evolved reaching new heights. From the prehistoric era to the modern day we 

all had something in common, diversity. We not only accepted differences but thrived due to 

it. We are diverse. Diversity is us. 
 

We consider each other as different usually due to appearance but there is much more to 

judge. It is when difference is a similarity that we work together in harmony. We all live 

together but consider each other as different. We need to, we have to unite for the sake of our 

planet. When this commences our world will survive and thrive. 

 

Creation of the universe purposefully made a difference. Without difference there is no 

learning. Without difference we are not special in our own way. Without difference we cannot, 

we will not evolve.  

 

Change is a necessity. 
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Food from Around the World 

Shlok Kapoor, Pa8 

 

 

Different foods come from 

different places around the 

world and can be enjoyed 

by anyone. Foods locally 

produced just taste better 

as many reports have 

shown and have also been 

shown to be better for the 

environment. They 

produce a lower carbon 

footprint as they must 

travel less therefore 

producing less carbon 

dioxide. 

Each country has their 

different taste in foods and 

their own cuisines that they 

like to eat. They have 

different styles of cooking, 

old recipes, spices that are 

made from ingredients that 

you can only find in a 

particular country and so 

on. It is only normal to have 

food from other countries 

and go out of your comfort 

zone occasionally. Some 

food might be spicy, sour, 

or maybe bitter. If you go 

to a different country, it’s 

only normal to try the most 

popular dishes there. 

Food plays a big part in 

everything and is present 

in our everyday life, being 

one of life’s essentials. 

 

You can find the different 

foods in festivals from other 

religions and countries like 

Diwali in which the Hindu 

people eat Indian sweets 

and use fireworks or you 

look at Eid, where people 

have a huge celebration 

after the month of Ramadan 

where they eat Halal meat. 

These foods are what 

brings them together, their 

comfort foods.  

Eating the same food every 

day is said to have a 

negative effect on you and 

on your life. It can make 

you moody and 

pessimistic. Some 

traditional foods are 

thought to have medical 

effects on the body.  

In conclusion, it’s good to 

have a variety of foods, not 

just for the sake of it but 

also for all the nutritional 

content that you don’t get 

from foods out of the 

microwave. Trying new 

foods expands your 

comfort zone as you try 

new things you have never 

tasted before. The taste 

buds enjoy the sensation of 

tasting something new. 

Having a terrible diet can 

affect your mood and your 

life directly. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Starting off with the most 

basic question. What IS food 

diversity? A quick google 

search defines it as – “the 

number of different food or 

food groups consumed over a 

given reference period.” This 

is what the literal definition is, 

in simpler terms it means all 

the different foods you eat is 

food diversity. Each country 

has a different taste, different 

styles of cooking, different 

comfort foods, their unique 

cuisines and the people who 

love to eat that food. Over the 

years the different cuisines of 

the world have spread 

outside their respective 

countries. An example can be 

pizza which originated in 

Italy, but it is now eaten pretty 

much everywhere in the 

world. There are thousands of 

types of food or dishes you 

have not tried in your life. 

Diversity of food does not just 

have to be the places it comes 

from, but it can also be 

diverse in the nutritional 

content of the food. There are 

different amounts of nutrients 

in every food you eat. 

Different nutrients have 

different benefits. Having the 

right amount of nutrients 

keeps you healthy.  
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My Shoes - Ashre Moses, Pa12 

 

 

My glistening, smooth head bounced the sun into her hazel, brown eyes. Apart from her being 

temporarily blinded by my excessively vaselined forehead, everything else was clear.  

I was quiet, wearing a mask I daren’t take off, out of fear of exposure of my self-inflicted 

insecurities. There was no way I could speak to her. My anxious mind came to the conclusion 

that she spoke too different, she looked too different, she was too different. Our lives were just 

not compatible. I knew that this would be where we diverge. I convinced myself our lines 

were perpendicular and from this moment forward this moment would be amongst many other 

awkward encounters that would be forgotten. Clearly this story suggests otherwise.  

 

Social butterfly is the descriptive society would assign to her. Before I would agree with this, 

with some degree of jealousy, not malice, but a feeling of frustration that I was this awkward, 

quiet, weird young Guyanese boy who couldn’t flutter into any situation without being on the 

verge of a nervous breakdown. Because the way I spoke was too different, I looked too 

different, I was too different. 

 

“Ooo I like your shoes, they're different” she said.  

There is that word again, “different”... but I had never heard it like this before. There was no 

harsh tone in her voice, no signs of malice. In fact I thought I heard interest, if not curiosity. 

“Where are they from?” she asked. 

 “Wow! Is she actually interested?”, I thought to myself. But does that mean that difference isn’t 

bad? Does it not matter if I talk and look different? 

 

No of course not.  

She was not a “social butterfly” she was just compassionate.  

 

Diversity should be embraced, and appreciated so as a society we can learn from each other 

and grow together. Our seemingly incompatible paths are what forms a community. 

Conversations which bridge all aspects of estrangement and detachment from the “other side” 

, is what catalyses growth amongst diversity. Diversity should be embraced, and appreciated 

so as a society we can learn from each other and piece back together the shattered fragments 

of our divided history.  

 

So I told her where my shoes are from. 
 

 

Diversity Limerick 

Peter Clark, Pa9 

 

There is a dream of diversity, 

This is often a scarcity, 

But no matter the strife, 

The dream is alive 

And won’t be stopped by adversity 
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Ocean 

Thomas Keane, Pa11 

 

Under the glistening still water 

A galaxy of marine life, sways around 

In search for food, understanding the risk of death 

 

The vast landscape of the ocean floor, 

The deadly black cold water engulfs it all 

But they still live, relying on one another 

 

Valuing diversity - recognising the strength of diversity, 

Acknowledging the similarities and differences 

For all to work together: to feed, to fight, to live 

 

So diversity must be valued 

As we all live like marine life - leaning on other’s strengths 

Supporting their weakness - so we all live. 

 

 

 

A Melting Pot – Sanjit Mallya, Pa12 

 

The American Dream they called it - a fresh 

start, filled with prosperity and opportunities. 

Every different country they came from, slowly 

building their very own communities. 

 

Why did they come? What was the reason? 

New jobs, new lives, new homes, new schools. 

For some the chance to escape was unbearable, 

No more persecution, were the Americans fools? 

 

What had they done? The country was plastered with foreign culture. 

What next? A Red Scare! 

Where have you come from? What do you believe in? 

“I don’t like how you look” “I don’t like the clothes you wear” 

 

Legislation was introduced restricting immigration, 

the primary factor to America’s industrial success. 

The country was in tatters, the streets riddled with xenophobes 

It was time for change, JFK said it was time to suppress. 

 

Fast forward to modern day, where are we now? 

A community still swept by injustices, still in crisis, 

George Floyd, Breonna Taylor, Ahmaud Arbery, 

Say their names loud and clear, for the problem still exists. 

 

The United States of America, 

labelled a ‘Melting Pot’ in 1920, 

Embrace the people! Embrace the Culture 
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Diversity – Aidan Manley Pa13 

Is it our diversity that makes us the same? 
That innate human desire to be different, to be special, 

A want, a wish, a need to be more than a face in the crowd, 
That common desire that makes us copies of each other. 

 
Or is it an urge to be the same that makes us as such? 
That inclination to be one of the many not of the few, 

That same craving to be special but only when not different, 
That wish to be outstanding but in a way that forces us to be ordinary. 

 
We all want to be more than we are but not different, 

Special and noticeable and outstanding but not different, 
And so can we truly be diverse when we limit ourselves, 

Look down on differences and diversity for standing out too much. 
 

We have different faces, voices and bodies but we’re not different, 
We want the same things, happiness, success, achievement, 

But when we measure them in the same way how can we be different, 
When we all live by the same goals how can we achieve them? 

 
We must be right so everyone else must be wrong, 

We want what we want so everyone else must want it too, 
Others want what they want so we must want it too, 

We spend so long living other’s lives we ignore what makes ours special. 

 
Don’t worry about what others think and feel what they say and do, 
Don’t worry whether you're too different or not different enough, 

Don’t worry whether your desires and wishes, hopes and dreams are right or wrong, 
Live life for yourself, live life to be happy, embrace the human diversity that makes life worth 

living. 
 
 

 

Log 164528 

Oisin Patel, Pa7 

 

It was midnight, the wind howled like a wild wolf against my eyes which were also covered in 

snow. Across my mouth was a rag tied around the back of my head. The sun started to rise, its 

rays slowly melting the cold snow on my eyes dampening the rag. I was mounted on a strange 

type of ostrich called an Azuri that was fit for the cold weather on the icy planet Lamurb. I was 

on a mission searching for life forms and not succeeding. I was slowly starting to turn around 

when I saw what I had thought to be a small meteorite. I thought that it may contain life on it so 

I reared the Azuri and headed for the crash site. I reared the Azuri to a halt as it went up on its 

hind legs making the sound of a brayed screech. As I dismounted my steed, I saw something 

move. With my blaster in hand, I peered over to see that it wasn’t a meteorite, it was an empty 

carrier. As I realised that nothing was there, I turned and to see a robot in front of me holding a 

light-up stick. As I looked at it everything went black...    
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Diversity in Nature 

Thomas Young, Pa10 

They hate it; they hate the shifting colours of the sky 

All they want is blue,  

They hate it; the ever changing, churning chaos of the sea, 

All they want is the tranquillity of a blanket of navy.  

They hate it: the perpetual conversion of leaves from green to brown, 

All they want is green  

They hate it: the eternal cycle of leaves flowering and dying,  

All they want are flowers  

The shifting colours of the sky will be perpetually unique, 

As the colours of our society shift from era to era. 

Bringing beauty and uniqueness. 

The changing, churning chaos of the sea will be ever changing but endlessly bountiful, 

The culture of our world will be ever changing   

The conversion of leaves from green to auburn reminds us of the cyclical nature of our lives, 

And it reminded us that our view of the world is not meant to be constant. 

The eternal flowering of flowers will reveal the beauty in the world  

As we will find the beauty in our diversity;  

Diversity is the norm, always has been and will forever be the norm.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Truth - Samuel Mitev, Pa12 

Where is the diversity, that I was told so much of? Where is the variety in people’s motives? 

Where is the difference in people? The reality has always been inscribed in pages, displayed 

in photographs; it has always been in front of our faces all this time. Every last person in this 

world strives for one main thing. This can be money, fame, booze, a lover, a God’s wills, 

power, a future. The brutal truth is that humans couldn’t keep going forward in life, unless they 

were drunk on something. Everyone has to be a slave to something, be it tangible or not.  

But I guess that is the beauty of this harsh world. The manifestations of our own conscious and 

subconscious minds are unique for a reason. No one mind is aligned the same, even if we all 

strive for parallel things. But why is that? The fact is we perceive challenges and motives in our 

own ways. Why? Because of the diversity in cultures, landscapes, fears, strengths, and 

weaknesses. Humans have sculpted the communities they live in today, causing each and 

every person to think, behave and feel in their own way.  

The world can be cruel for some, simple for others. Each person can have similar motives in 

life; however, ultimately each person judges differently, feels differently, acts differently, 

creating diverse people in this world. That is the beautiful truth. 
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The Purple Apple Tree – Sachin Patel, Pa13 

  

 

We are all apples. Each one of us. Growing from branches of this purple apple tree.  

  

I am not alone on my branch – I am joined by many other apples. They have watched me grow 

as I have them. Watched the seasons blow past, the glorious and the gruesome – but together 

on this branch we have stayed.  

  

Every four seasons we rise higher on the tree, as new apples bud below. It is like a natural 

phenomenon. We move up and up every year, never questioning why, just wanting to move 

onward and upward. But this year things have changed. 

  

Now it feels different. For the first time there is nothing above. The branch we have always 

looked up at, followed year after year, is gone. There are only branches below.  

  

What happens now? Where will we go next? Each apple on the branch has a different answer. 

  

The only certainty is that we will no longer be growing on this tree. This is not to say that we 

have grown to full potential, only that from now on the steady branches and trunk of this tree no 

longer hold us up. All these years the purple tree has been there, a comforting framework. But 

now we must support ourselves – find our own way to grow. 

  

And for this task all the apples on this branch are strong enough; some are just yet to realise it. 

We all have our own attributes, our own strengths, our own passions. This is what makes each 

apple unique. And although no two apples are the same, we all share one constant. We were 

grown on this special branch and will forever share that bond. 

  

I hope that one day the apples from this branch will meet again, somehow gravitate back 

together. We will share successes, failures and stories, each journey distinctive.  

  

But who am I to predict the future? I am just another lowly apple about to fall from this purple 

apple tree. 
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Natural Diversity - Leo McIntosh, Pa11 

 




