























THE WAITING GAME

By Amelie Shepard, Yr 12

My sweaty palm clinging onto my mother’s hand. Her soft, smooth skin comforting my raspy breaths. My heart burning
for freedom; my heart, legs and arms desperate to stop. As | look up at my mother and see a tear well in her eye, my
slippery hand squeezes hers tight, urging us on. We see the gate, the holy gate which all in all concludes our fate. My
hands shivering, my knees quivering. We won't make it through the holy gate. Travelling around it is our only option.
The boat. We have to find where the boat is. If the boat makes it, we all make it. | picture everyone, their faces
tormented with the will to escape. Mother pulls me to the side of the crowd, our hands separate for a millisecond but
easily slip back, intertwined. Falling, running down the sandy slope... we get to the water's edge, emptiness, silence,
darkness. Now it's the waiting game. It's always been a waiting game but right now there is nothing to keep me busy.
No walking, running or even breathing heavilly. We have tostay still and silent. After hours or days, 'm not sure how
long it's been,. All I know is we have been in the dark. The boat arrives, it's not what | was expecting. A small yellow
rubber thing packed full of people; all of us with the same motivation. | wanted Mother to go first, to make sure if
anyone was left behind, it was me. She held my hand and we clambered on the unstable boat together. Everyone’s
face told their story, their fight.














































































£ ~ [FROM OCEAN TO PIATE = = =~ - -
By Elodie Malcolm, Year 13

The shark is but a shadow from the surface,
How is her mystery incessantly ceaseless?
Her influence is eerie yet almost divine,

Her presence undeterred by a meagre coastline.

Briny pillars form the palace that she cruises through,
An authority so authentic, instinctive and true,
Yet the self-proclaimed monarchs of our land presume,
That like them, her virtue is a salesroom costume.

We scrutinise her face through a facade of waves,
Shove our hands down her throat but expect her to behave.
= When crimson flares at last it's all we choose to see,
= This monster surely proves our superiority.

Now a fin in the water incites quttural fear,

Run back to plastic sunbeds, or forwards with a spear.
‘What fiend would be so hateful?” we cry, repulsed
Grinning as she flailed, as she screamed and convulsed.
Laughing as she became a trophy with no pulse.

?_ The shark is but a slab of meat for sale, on display, ;
v/ Wrapped and sliced with a price attached to pay. S
\ Y . The sight is still eerie, but no longer divine.

Her presence undeterring the human.



















