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Romeo and Juliet 
 

 Romeo peered over the sleeping girl as his tears washed over her beautiful face. 
 “I can’t live without you, the love of my life!” he whispered.  
 He yanked the cork out of the tiny green bottle and put the bottle to his rosy lips. The liquid   
 angrily stung his tongue and slipped down his throat as he gulped it down. Slowly, things   
 started to blur. He was dragged underwater. He couldn’t breathe. His cries only heard by   
 the fishes and then washed away by the seaweed. Then it was dark. Then gone. He was   
 gone. 
 
 His body collapsed onto Juliet’s chest and the bottle smashed to smithereens. Some hours   
 later, Juliet’s brown glimmering eyes started to flutter open. Romeo lay across her lap like a   
 withered flower.  
 “Oh, Romeo, my love, why didn’t you wait just a little longer?” 
 Her tears dropped like snowflakes and melted into his wintered face. She placed her cheek   
 against his waxy lips for a final kiss. Then she pulled out his sharp dagger. With an effort,   
 she lifted herself up and drove the dagger, with all her might, into her broken heart.  
 
 Time passed, it was Friar Lawrence who found them lying in each other’s arms, blood still   
 dripping from Juliet’s chest onto the cold marble floor. But they were dead, lips touching.  
 
 As they had died, so did the hate and shame between their two families. They were buried   
 together in a single tomb. 
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 Where Are Spirits? 
 

 The last time I saw Gran was when I went to the hospital for the last time with Mum and   
 Dad. I was devastated the next day when Gran had died. 
 
 That night, my head was on the pillow and I was crying. My eyes red and sore. I felt scared   
 – the events had made me think about my death and when I would die. 
 
 Suddenly, I heard a sound “Chloe, Chloe, I’m here”  
 I didn’t know what to do. Mum and Dad were out at a restaurant. I was all alone.  
 “Chloe, Chloe,” it came again.  
 “Who’s there” I shouted back.  
 Nervously, I got out of bed and poked my head round the door. I saw a faint figure. She   
 looked a bit like Gran. 
 “Gran, is that you?” I asked.  
 “Well, what do you think?” a voice barked back.  
 I ran to hug her - she certainly smelt like Gran. 
 
 Wearily, we staggered back to my room, well me and Gran’s spirit did anyway! We sat   
 down on my bed and holding my hand in hers, she told me to always believe that there is   
 life after death.  
 
 I closed my eyes hard and said to myself, “This is Gran, this is Gran”.  But when I opened my   
 eyes, she was gone. 
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 Witch Attack 
 

 
 

 In a dark alleyway in New York, a superhero crept. Although it was night, eyes followed.   
 The superhero, known only as Flyman, wore a leather jumpsuit of emerald green. Huge   
 wings sprouted out of his back and a patch covered one of his eyes. He had smooth black   
 skin and his arms were covered in tattoos. 
 
 Suddenly, there was a noise and Flyman flinched. A figure came out of it with a ghastly and   
 ghostly scream. 
  
 It was a witch! 
  
 “I am the witch Exilier” she spat. Reader – you’re probably thinking: how did the person   
 become a witch? Well. Exilier was once a beautiful young woman with happy thoughts,   
 love in her heart, and held a good moral attitude. But one stormy night, a bolt of lightning   
 struck her hard. Anger and fear ran through her as the lightning damaged her very core.   
 Ouch! Now she had to live with green clumpy skin and a stick thin body. Tangled hair was   
 attached to a face of pure evil.  
 
 With another shriek, sparks flew from the witch’s fingers and a deep depression came over   
 Flyman and he was knocked out. 
 
 When he awoke, he found that his situation hadn’t improved. He was dangling 600ft above   
 New York from the Empire State Building.  
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 A rope snaked around his left leg while another slithered and bound his wings tightly   
 together. The figure of the witch could be seen against a sliver smokescreen of dirty   
 moonlight. She was cackling with laughter. 
 
 “Now New York,” she screamed “watch me rid you of your greatest hero. Wohaha!” With a   
 knife clutched in her hands, she began to saw through the rope. Flyman kicked out at the   
 witch’s hand. She shrieked and it sent the knife spiralling down to the ground.  
 
 Skilfully, Flyman swung up onto the roof. The witch’s fingers cracked and sent a ball of  
 green flame snarling and sneering into the night sky. Her fingers loosened and the ball flew   
 straight at Flyman. 
 
 He dived out of the way and the ball smashed into the roof – glass scattered everywhere.   
 Then, to his surprise, he landed a punch on the witch sending her tumbling over the   
 building. He set to work on undoing his ropes. But something made him stop. A hand. The   
 hand of a now very annoyed and very much still alive witch. She clambered onto the   
 roof hissing “You fool,” and pounced at him.  
 
 Her fists crashed hard against his jaw and Flyman stumbled backwards dazed. She kicked   
 out at his chest but with a strangled scream the witch slipped and starting sliding down the   
 side of the building. Flyman scrambled to the buiding’s edge and stared at the witch hard.   
 “I’ll get you Flyman,” she screamed “I’ll get you some dayyyyy….” With that, she plunged to   
 her doom. 
  
 I’m glad she’s gone thought Flyman.  
 
 But was she? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



© The Writing For Pleasure Centre: Ross Young & Felicity Ferguson 
For the purchasing institution only. This material is not copyright free.    

 

Salty tears 
  He opened the window and the wind blew right through him. It quickly and mischievously  
  swirled the curtains around his bedroom. He shut the window and sat on the edge of his  
  bed, scared. He wheezed hard. 
 

  It was at that moment he realised he had not been down to the undercliff walk since he  
  was a boy. It was strange then that today he would go and that the wind had almost told   
  him to do so. He put on his clothes, grabbed his stick and shut the door behind him. 
 

 He looked down the path towards the marina and noticed how steep it was. He entered  
 through the iron gates that had been there for decades. It was perfect weather for it. He   
 couldn’t exactly remember what it was, but he knew the conditions were ideal. He looked   
 along the large stretch of concrete. Chalky cliffs were to the left of the path and the sea  
 defences and the sea itself to his right. He continued on for a while. He sort of shuffled 
 along really – not wanting to take his feet too far off the ground. 
 

 Out of nowhere, the sea bounded over the defence wall like a dog off its lead. It startled  
 him. It made him feel uneasy. He clutched at a nearby bench, eased himself down and tried   
 to look out at the sea. The sun was too bright though and instead he looked down at his  
 shoes. They were covered in splatters of salty chalk. It was almost like his black polished  
 shoes had been coated in fireworks. It was then that his eyes widened. Squinting, he   
 looked up to see a hologram of his younger self in the haze of the sun. He remembered   
 why he used to come here. In that glare of split rainbows he licked the salt from his lips and  
 watched his memories unfold. 
 

*** 
  
 He was zooming along   
 the path on his bike.   
 The sun sparkled like   
 fairies dancing in the   
 puddles he left behind.   
 He licked his lips to   
 taste the salty air of the   
 breeze. It was like   
 sherbet and filled him  
 with energy. He and his   
 friend, Harry, used to   
 play this game. 
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 They could not play it often because the weather had to be just right but, boy, when it was   
 good, it was magic. You had to come down on a very hot day – so your clothes would 
 dry off before you got home to Mum or Dad – but it also needed to be windy. 
 

 If it could, the sea, like a hand, would throw itself over the defence. It would try to snatch   
 you up and soak you through as you went past on your bike. He would throw his head back   
 with laughter and look across at his friend, Harry. The laughter would circle around them   
 like leaves on an autumn day. According to the game, you didn’t really want the waves to   
 crash over you. Eventually though, the thrill of riding through the crest of a wave would be   
 too much to resist. 
 

*** 
  
 The old man sighed, squinted and scanned the horizon – watching the wind turbines. It was 
 almost like they were waving at him. A single tear trickled down his cheek and across his   
 lips. It tasted salty. 
 
 By Ross Young 
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Hidden away: Inspired by… Six Dinner Sid 
 Fiona McDonald, who was a tall Scottish lady, was up very early one morning. She yawned   
 as she washed up her special cat mug and waited for the kettle to boil. Fiona lived in a big  
 messy house with four of her friends, and they were all studying different things at the   
 university. 
 

 She made some toast and ate it with butter and marmalade. She ate it while standing up   
 and crumbs scattered all across the floor. The kitchen was in a terrible state. Ronnie, a big  
 fat tabby cat who also shared the house, wandered into the kitchen as Fiona was crunching   
 the last of her crusts. 
 

 None of the people in the house knew where Ronnie was from. He had turned up at the  
 door one day with a very loud miaow and had proceeded to eat all the scraps of food that 
 the friends could find in the fridge. After that, he had settled down to sleep on the sofa,   
 purring loudly. Nobody had the heart to turn him out, so there he stayed, getting steadily   
 fatter. Mr Rashid, who owned the house, had said very firmly “NO PETS!”. 
 

 Every time he came around to mend the cooker or check the radiators the friends had to  
 make sure that Ronnie was safely hidden away. They put him in the garden shed with a big  
 bowl of food to keep him quiet! 
 

 “Oh RONNIE!” shouted Fiona as the cat made a flying leap onto the worktop and began   
 enthusiastically licking the marmalade from her plate. She looked at the clock. 8:30! Fiona   
 ran to her room to get ready. She was already late! 
 

 Once she was dressed, she decided to use her brand new handbag for the first time. It was  
 a very large handbag made of shiny red leather, and it had been a birthday present from   
 her Auntie Jane. Fiona was very proud of it. Hurriedly checking that she had everything she   
 needed for the day, Fiona left the house. 
 

 It was lunchtime and Fiona was hungry. She was meeting her friend Rosie for lunch but  
 Rosie was late. When she finally came into the cafe she looked very upset. 
 

 “Oh Fiona!” said Rosie “You are going to be so cross with me but I could not think what else  
 to do!” She opened her coat to reveal a tiny kitten, with very bright eyes and a very pink   
 nose … 
 

 It was dinner time. Fiona took a deep breath as she went into the kitchen where her friends   
 were cooking dinner. “Hi” said Fiona. “I am really sorry, but I could not resist …” And she   
 opened her precious red shiny handbag to reveal ... the kitten! 
 

 “This is Rosie” she said. ‘Now we have got two cats to hide!’  
 
 By Eleanor Ferguson 
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Ember City  
 Ember City was now nothing more than a box full of smoke. The ground was like burnt  
 toast, crackling under each and every one of Jodie’s steps. Her home was ruined, shops   
 houses and parks reduced to piles of smoky rubble, streets deserted. Who did this? 
 

 The smoke crept through the ruins, swirling around Jodie’s ankles, wrapping itself around  
 her legs. But deep in the oily, acrid shadows, something sinister lurked … watching … 
 

 Jodie’s body was a hot, bothered mess, but she was an Amicus and she wasn’t going to   
 stop now. Suddenly, the sun disappeared into the smoky shadows and Jodie’s world   
 plunged into suffocating darkness. 
 

 She pushed her scruffy locks away from the fire lurking within her light blue eyes. She was   
 determined to find her mum and her sister. But still she could feel something watching …   
 waiting … daring her to come closer. Suddenly two figures emerged from the darkness and   
 ran at Jodie, snaking their way through the rubble, their sword arms poised to strike this   
 lone Amicus. 
 

 Without hesitation, Jodie turned and bolted. She twisted her ankle as she ran, but didn’t   
 have time to care. She knew then that all of her grandmother’s stories about the ghostlings  
 were true. 
 

 A memory sparked in Jodie’s mind as she ran, a hazy scene. She could just remember   
 sitting on Nana’s knee on the porch of the old house gazing up at the old lady as she  
 showered her with tales of the bad times. Warning tales of shadowy figures who crept   
 into towns and villages, destroying everything in their path, taking all of the grown people  
 and leaving only the children behind. “Never let the smoke reach you, Jodie.” Nana had 
 warned. “Run. Run until your lungs burn and your legs give way,” she had said. As Jodie fled   
 through the burned-out streets, she began to see them … huddled in dark corners …   
 whimpering in fear. 
  
 Children. Just like her. Some of them she knew. She imagined her mum and her sister   
 would be there too, but she couldn’t see them. Time was running out, for the smoke was   
 creeping in and wrapping itself around her legs and torso. She heard a voice in her head,   
 gently prompting her … “Never let the smoke reach you, Jodie. Run.” 
 

 She only had time to gather up and guide the children to a safer place beyond the ruins of   
 Ember City.  
 

                          She hugged them with all her life. 
                                                                 Now, a mother to these children. 
                                                                                            A mother without a mother to hug her. 
 
 By Ross Young 
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 Wartime adventure  
  I hurried forward, my heart beating, as I tried to ignore the whistling of bombs destroying   
  my London, my home. Grace clung to my hand, her own sweating profusely. Grace’s   
  endless chestnut hair was wet and stuck to her face and her bright blue eyes had lost their  
  sparkle. Her usual happy smile had been replaced instead with a fearful worriedness. We   
  had been best friends from the moment we had met, and now, only with her at my side,  
  could I be strong and brave. 
 
  The monstrous buzz of people on the platform meant that we had to hold onto each other   
  tightly … so tightly that it was almost as though we were merged together. 
 
  Out of nowhere, an image of my mother popped into my head. I could see the moment  
  just before the tumble of bricks from our house had erased her from the world. My  
  thoughts swarmed and along came another image. Father in his major’s uniform marching 
  off into the distance. Mother waving goodbye, fat tears rolling down her cheeks and me   
  clinging to her waist, unaware of the challenges ahead. 
 
  A loud whistle … I was jolted back to reality, rushing towards the grand steam train in front    
  of us. I leaped, unnoticed, onto the train, quickly followed by Grace – just as we had hoped    
  – for we had no money for the expensive tickets. 
 
  What seemed like a decade later, the guard blew his shiny whistle, which I expect had    
  been blown many times that day… and the train, full of bustling Londoners, pulled away   
  from the station. It went slowly at first but then it sped up, faster and faster. My head   
  grew dizzy and my stomach lurched. 
 
  The ticket-collector shuffled through the carriage. “Tickets please,” he mumbled gruffly. I   
  ducked and encouraged Grace to do the same. His menacing eyes scanned the  
  compartment looking for anyone he could reprimand. I held my breath as he stood next to  
  the seat we were cowering under. A minute passed… I could hear my heart beating loudly  
  in my chest … but, silently, he moved past us. I let out a long breath and, shaking and  
  shivering, clambered onto the seat. 
 
  I looked out of the window at the   
  countryside whizzing by and thought  
  of our new life ahead. My heart was a  
  mixture of heaviness and happiness as  
  we entered this great unknown   
  together … 
 
 By Ross Young 
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 Hunted 
 

 I couldn’t think about whether it was the right thing to do. At that moment, it was the only   
 thing to do. I couldn’t see the women, or hear them come to that, but they were on the   
 train – I’d seen them get on. It was only a matter of time before they got to me. With the  
 door open, the wind whipped around me and it felt like we were going so much faster.   
 Trees, fields, hedges and country roads all rushed past. I tried to think about what it would   
 feel like – if it would hurt, what I’d land on. 
  
 Then, suddenly, I heard a commotion in the next carriage, a few voices, sharp, angry. I 
 couldn’t hear what they were saying, but it had to be the women. I crouched down behind  
 some boxes. Perhaps I could just hide here. No, it was no good. I knew what they’d do if    
 they found me. There was only one answer – I grabbed my rucksack and jumped. 
 
 I lay in the field completely still, unsure whether I was dead or alive. Then, very slowly, I  
 tried moving my arms and legs – just a tiny bit to see if anything was broken. No pain. I   
 took a deep breath and looked over my shoulder. The train was disappearing into the   
 distance, already nearly out of sight. I smiled, counted to ten, eased myself off the ground  
 and bolted for the tree line ahead of me. 
 
 I had no idea where I was, or where I was going. 
 
 By Ross Young 
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 Footsteps in the sand  
 
 Shifting tide. The sea breeze. The sun pleasantly kissing my eyelids as I take a deep breath   
 in and prepare. This is my beach, I thought. I am here. I’m going to enjoy this moment this   
 day. I walk, walk forward. Then I turn and look back. No footprints. 
 
 By Ross Young 
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 The angel wings 
 

 
 
 When my sister was born, I thought she had something wrong with her, and with her first   
 cry they began to glow… 
  
 They were angel wings – always in the way, poking me when she hugged me, cutting me   
 when I’d bend to kiss her goodnight. But if we reached to take them off, somehow they   
 weren’t there: it was a mirage, a shadow, a little golden cloud we couldn’t quite touch. My   
 sister could remove them though. She’d fly them like a kite, like a plane glistening in the   
 light. She’d lay them down like a blanket in the park. If she focused really hard, she could   
 even hover slightly above the ground. 
 
 I felt embarrassed. Her wings reminded me of what I wasn’t. So I built a fine wooden box,   
 and made my sister take off her angel wings, lock them inside the box and bury it under the   
 plum tree. I told her she could have them back one day, when she was an old woman. And   
 so my sister grew up a normal girl, and everybody forgot about the wings. 
 
 But one night I dreamed that a couple of ghouls dug up the box. And when they opened it,   
 the plum tree burst into flames, and a phoenix shot through the night’s sky and burst a   
 hole right through.  
  
 I woke up in a sweat and with a hole in my heart too.  
 
 By Ross Young inspired by The Halo written by Michael McFee  
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 Shoot to kill 
 

 The sun hadn’t risen yet and the city didn’t stir.  
 

 The assassin’s black balaclava and jungle kit added no extra camouflage. He could scurry   
 through this city as nimble as a spider. He knew full well what a terrible thing he was about  
 to do. He stationed himself under a wooden bench. His warty fingers slithered into his   
 backpack and pulled out something.  
 

 A gun.  
 

 A gun, with a hungry metal mouth and glistening barrel. In front of him, a massive building   
 loomed large, with gleaming windows and huge brass doors. 
 

 BANG! 
 

 The doors opened to reveal a plump blustery man with a bald red pompous face and small  
 darting eyes. This was Yeldrid Temes and he was a brutal and merciless man, leader of a    
 terrorist gang based in America. He wore a smart suit, with the buttons undone on his   
 jacket, letting his tie flap limply. The assassin had one chance and this was it.  
 

 He fired and a bullet leapt forward like a dog let off its leash and struck the man in the   
 chest. He screamed a shrill scream of pain and crumpled to the ground immediately, blood   
 staining his shirt and his face a ghastly white.  
 

 He assassin drew back his gun. The job was done. He would now be paid three thousand US   
 dollars for taking this man down.  
  
 He turned to go. 
 ‘Freeze,’ yelled a voice.  
  
 There was a figure behind in black, a gun pointed towards him.  
 Before he knew it, a bullet had travelled from the barrel of the gun to the assassin’s heart.  
 
 The man who had shot him was the legendary Yeldrid Temes. 
 

 
 



© The Writing For Pleasure Centre: Ross Young & Felicity Ferguson 
For the purchasing institution only. This material is not copyright free.    

 

 

 Lychees 
 

 The classroom was noisy. Everybody crowded round the big table in the middle.    
 Josh and Jordan shoved their way to the front as usual. Mrs. Miller clapped her   
 hands.  
 
 “Now! Does anyone know what I have in this bowl?” She held it up. All the class   
 pulled faces. 
 
 “Urgh!’ 
 
 “Gross!” 
 
 “Looks like eyeballs! Googly goggly eyeballs!” That was Josh. 
 
 “Ah now, they may look a bit disgusting, but they’re actually a very beautiful   
 fruit. These are lychees, they are from China. They have a lovely delicate scent.   
 If you pass the bowl round you can see if you can smell it”. 
 
 Everyone carefully passed the bowl round and smiled as they inhaled the faint,   
 sweet perfume. But when the bowl got to Jordan, he grabbed a handful of the   
 lychees and shoved them into his mouth. 
 
 “Eurgh! Even tastes like eyeballs!” he crowed, juice trickling down his chin. 
 
 Mrs Miller sighed.  
 
 “They really don’t taste like eyeballs, Jordan” she said. And with that she   
 reached out,  picked one of Jordan’s eyeballs out and popped it into her mouth. 
 
 “I can confirm,” she said, with her mouth full, “Not like eyeballs at all”. 
 
 By Eleanor Ferguson 
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 Clay 
 

 

  It was art week at school and we had been asked to make a figure of a loved   

 one. I was pressing my piece of clay about my board. I didn’t like touching it; it   
 was so cold. I decided to make a figure of my mother - but of course I had no   
 idea what she looked like - so I imagined her. But it was hard. I just sat there    
 and stared at the contours and shadowy patches of the clay.  
 
 Someone across the room squealed. I looked around to see that the others   
 were taking advantage of Mr. Cohen’s good nature. They were piercing pencils   
 and rulers into their clay and designing monsters with tails and scales. Frank   
 held up his dragon’s head at my face and announced how similar we looked.   
 Everybody laughed. I caught Mary looking at me. I pressed my hands around my   
 blackhole of clay. She held up an angel she had made and smiled with those   
 eyes that people give you when they know your parent is dead. 
 
 By Ross Young  
 inspired by…Clay by David Almond  
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


