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Cheltenham Festivals is the charitable organisation
comprised of the internationally acclaimed Jazz, Science,
Music and Literature Festivals. Through cutting-edge and
creative programming, Cheltenham’s four inspirational
festivals have been at the forefront of the UK’s cultural scene
since the inaugural Music Festival in 1945.
By championing the best emerging talent, celebrating the
work of established artists and commissioning unique and
surprising performances, Cheltenham Festivals enriches the
cultural lives of its audiences.
An extensive outreach programme with schools and local
communities exists year-round to extend the impact of the
Festivals, and to inspire and empower new audiences.
www.cheltenhamfestivals.com

Gloucestershire Hospital Education Service (GHES) is a
registered PRU (Pupil Referral Unit) commissioned by
Gloucestershire County Council. The aim of the service
is to address inclusion and reintegration issues specific to
young people with medical needs; making it possible for a
child to have a seamless transition between hospital, home
and school. We provide education for all Gloucestershire
pupils who are unable to attend school for medical reasons
whether mental ill health or physical ill health. We provide
this education through our Gloucestershire Royal Hospital
(GRH) Schoolroom and our Outpatient Team. GHES also
provides support and education to school-aged parents and
pregnant schoolgirls. GHES generally support approximately
600 pupils each academic year in hospital and in pupil
homes. GHES works in partnership with pupils’ registered
schools to provide a flexible and balanced curriculum, which
meets the need of each child while they are out of school as
well as assisting in a smooth transition back to school.
www.gloucestershire.gov.uk/ghes
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About Beyond Words
Beyond Words sprang from the coalescence of two
organisations’ visions: Cheltenham Festivals are always
looking for different ways of engaging and inspiring
participation in the arts and science; and GHES supports
young people to continue to achieve, thrive and reach their
potential despite their medical needs.
Beyond Words was created with the purpose of improving
both students’ writing and their well-being, which go hand
in hand. Forming part of the students’ extra-curricular
enrichment programme, groups of students met together in
inspiring spaces to discuss, share, eat and write over a series
of months.
Digital versions of the workshops, made possible by GHES
staff expertise, made the experience accessible to students
who were unable to attend in person for medical or logistical
reasons. Students participating online were supported by the
GHES Outpatient Team which provides high quality tuition
to these young people in their homes or alternative venues.
Inpatients at Gloucester Royal Hospital were also included
through a workshop in the Schoolroom and a selection of
their work is included in this anthology.
Sue Mayfield was chosen as the writer for the project due
to her specific expertise and experience; she led each
encounter with incredible skill and sensitivity. Sue has
written nine novels for young adults as well as a number of
non-fiction books and several books for younger children.
Originally a teacher, and now a professional counsellor, Sue
facilitates other people’s writing in a wide range of settings.
The students were co-producers throughout: for the
anthology they wrote and drew the content, selected the
cover art work, influenced the layout, and saw the book
coming off the printing press. In addition, they planned the
launch event at our local independent bookshop, and will
present their work as published authors at The Times and
The Sunday Times Cheltenham Literature Festival in October
2016.
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We are proud to present this anthology which celebrates the
work produced by students during the project. This exciting
collaboration has resulted in much more than a book. The
benefits of this project have been immense, and in some
cases, life-changing.
We are immensely grateful to St. James’s Place Foundation
for making Beyond Words possible.
Ali Mawle
Director of Education, Cheltenham Festivals
Annalise Price-Thomas
Head of Gloucestershire Hospital Education Service
Kathy Heathfield
GHES Beyond Words Project Co-ordinator & GHES English
Lead Teacher

Students’ Comments
" It boosted everyone. It was positive, constructive. It was all
about improving – yourself and your work. "
Isaac Lawrence
" It built our confidence in English. It’s given us some writing
skills and we’ve found a joy in writing. Before we thought
it was just writing essays, but we’ve found out that you can
express yourself – be free, more adventurous. "
Sophie Ghods and Madison Davies
Supported by
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Introduction
I was delighted to be invited by Cheltenham Festivals to be
writer-in-residence for the Beyond Words project and to
work with this talented group of young writers. Writing can
be very empowering. The novelist Margaret Atwood wrote,
‘A word after a word after a word is power’. Putting things
into words can be liberating and transformative. The arts are
increasingly being used in medical settings and there is a
significant body of evidence that writing can have a positive
impact on mental and physical health. We wanted Beyond
Words - as well as resulting in great writing - to enhance
the wellbeing of the participants and give them lifelong skills
as writers.
All the contributors to this book have faced illness of one sort
or another. Their lives have been disrupted – sometimes for
many months or years – and they’ve lived with pain, anxiety
or exhaustion. Even more remarkable, then, is the energy
and vigour that pulses through this volume of writing.
Ten students took part in three half-day workshops. Some
had undertaken long journeys to get to the venues. Some
were in considerable discomfort. Some were anxious about
being in a new place. We worked quickly and intensively,
mindful of the limitations of ill health. Writing exercises often
began with an outside stimulus – a photograph, a texture,
an object held in the hand. Flurries of word-gathering were
followed by bursts of silent writing. And then the adventure
of reading words aloud. Sharing and giving and receiving
feedback. Courageous. Respectful. Attentive.
The finished pieces are a mixture of poetry and prose. Some
are autobiographical, working with memory and experience.
Some are fictional, demonstrating skills of empathy and
imagination. I’ve also included some pieces written during
a one-off workshop in the GRH classroom with children
(some as young as six) who just happened to be in hospital
that day, and one piece written independently in response to
the online resources. There are strong themes – isolation,
love, anger, despair, hope. Some pieces make uncomfortable
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reading – the landscapes are bleak, the storylines dark, the
emotions raw, and the anonymous final section of the book
– Voices of the Revolution - is deliberately provocative and
challenging. But there’s beauty and triumph too – friendship,
forgiveness, connection, delight. Although some students
worked on longer pieces at home, building on the skills and
techniques they’d practiced in sessions, the majority of the
pieces are short. They have the feel of fragments – broken
shards, perhaps. Concentrated glimpses of life, colour,
feeling. Captured moments. The book’s title – chosen by
one of the writers – powerfully evokes a sense of resurgence
and recovery. A reassembling of the pieces, bouncing back
from adversity, stronger than before.
I feel privileged to have met these young people and
facilitated their workshops, and I’m as moved and impressed
by their book as I was by their maturity and engagement
during the project. I hope you enjoy Broken but Mending and
feel proud of the achievement.
Sue Mayfield www.suemayfield.co.uk
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Here we are

1
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2
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Photographs of places, some
exotic, some familiar.
Beaches, mountains,
cityscapes – inviting or
hostile?

Inspiration

Choose one.
Imagine you’re there.
You’re there for a reason – a
quest, a tryst, a memorial
maybe?
What are you doing? Holding?
Feeling?
What can you see? Hear?
Smell?
Write in the ‘third person’ as
though observing yourself.
Finally, distil your thoughts to
just 14 words – a ‘one word
sonnet’.

3
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Time.
Just
enough
time.
He
saw
her
there.
He
was
lost
in
her
eyes.

4
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The Hook
There he was. 4am. She’d led him all the way here and there
she was- stood at the end of the pier. A pristine scene of
serenity. She turned, hearing his footsteps, and smiled. His
heart was a hand-grenade and it was about to blow.
Their embrace was swift but meaningful, the chorus of
seagulls applauding their bond. The canvas of black sky
and clouds he arrived to were slowly being penetrated by
heavenly rays of sunlight. All that could be heard were the
crashing of waves and the choir of gulls, now awakened.
He held her gaze for some time, mesmerized by the
turquoise pools of her eyes. Her hair, caught by the wind,
flew in a radiance of auburn. He had done it. He had found it.
In this dim, lifeless pier, he had found hope.
‘For you see, it is the quiet hook of love that holds the
strongest.’

Isaac Lawrence

5
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Tomorrow’s
flowers
shield
from
sight
yesterday’s
war.
But
today
she
stands,
thinking,
regretful,
grieving.

6
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Poppies
Here she is, standing in the poppy field. Those around her
stiffen. The bugle sings the notes of The Last Post. Playing to
remember. Playing to the poppies. Playing to the buried.
The scent of Brasso fills the air, courtesy of strict instructions
for highly polished buckles and buttons. Grasses tickle
her legs, making her want to kick them away but she stays
statue-still, arms checked into her sides and her head lifted
to attention. The field is silent. No-one speaks. No-one
moves. They honour the veterans and the dead as they
watch the poppies blow, depositing seeds to the craters
left by the shells. Gone is the smooth landscape of before.
Bullets litter the ground, but the poppies have returned,
shading them from sight with their bright red petals,
fluttering delicately like butterflies dancing on the breeze.
Hairs stand up on the back of her neck. Grief fills the air.
Palpable. Solid. Tears fall to the ground, watering the flowers
of tomorrow that shield from sight the war of yesterday.
But this is today and so she stands tall. Thinking. Regretful.
Grieving.

Alex Insall
Illustration by Alex Insall

7
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Everybody
around
was
happy
when
she
realised
that
she
could
be
too.
Eventually.
Forgiveness.

8
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Reunion
Here she was, coming back from going to get the ice creams
for the two of them. She handed one to him and their hands
brushed. She could feel the texture of his soft skin and she
smiled. It had been a long time since they had been together
and they had lost touch. Now they were both very much
enjoying being together again. She’d had trouble keeping her
emotions in check when she had seen him coming towards
her in the car park that morning.
She sat down next to him and rubbed her free hand across
the rug they were sitting on. It was scratchy but it was
comfortable. It seemed like it was sweet and sour at the
same time and that was how she was feeling in her head
about him. She was still so upset at him for leaving like he
did without saying anything, but she loved him so much and
seeing him again just reinforced that.
The ice cream was running down her fingers, dripping,
cold, on to the back of her hand. She had been so lost in
her thoughts that she hadn’t noticed it slowly melting. He
grabbed a napkin and wiped it off. She looked up at the blue
sky, trying to stop the tears that were threatening to fall. He
was so sweet and he was trying so hard to put back together
what he had torn apart. She could smell the sweet scent of
the salt waves and hear children laughing. Everyone seemed
happy and suddenly she realised that she could be too. It
wouldn’t be easy but perhaps she would be able to forgive
him.

Michelle Griffiths

9
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Summer
evening,
a
dusty
plain.
The
fire
lit
up
their
faces,
leaving
shadows
behind.

10
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Little Red Box
Here he was, witnessing what he imagined to be a perfect
scene of freedom. The land stretched out beneath him into
the distance, supporting the occasional silhouette of one
of those old huts. The one he’d chosen to call ‘base’ was
in pretty good condition – rusty and red in colour. A fire lit
up his face as the landscape around him began to dim. He
sighed and began to pick up a tune on his guitar. Eyes closed,
hands strumming in a rhythmic beat, the boy opened his
mouth and let the words flow out. This was his time - noone else around to affect his confidence. Only the wind was
his audience. As if to compliment him, it whistled through
the rusty metal panels behind him, carrying his voice across
the dusty terrain.

Reuben Speller-Trowers
Illustration by Reuben Speller-Trowers

11
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Here
now,
his
home
town:
battered,
battle-scarred
abandoned
and
derelict.
Dead
not
alive.

12
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Abandoned Town
Here he is feeling nervous; petrified, moving slowly and
alone through the abandoned town. He could feel the cold
winter breeze hitting the back of his head, and remembered
back to when he was young, about 37 years ago, playing and
mucking around with friends. The birds were still chirping
and singing cheerfully, although today, here, there were no
kids drowning out all other sounds with their screams. It was
derelict and deserted which made him feel uneasy. He had
thought this day would never come, but here he is now in
his battered and weather-beaten home town which felt eerie
and hollow, dead not alive.

Alex Gould

13
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Salt
burrowing
through
your
mind.
Swaying
to
the
rhythm
of
the
current.
Free.
Dream.

14
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Shore
Here she was. Rays hitting her wavy hair through the rippling
surface. Water weaving around her cold hands. Finned
creatures brushing past her body, swaying to the rhythm
of the current. The salt was burrowing through her mind,
coming in and out of a dreamy state. As she went deeper and
deeper the reflections of the beams started to fade. She felt
so small and powerless in this wide, dark ocean.

Madison Davies
Illustration by Madison Davies

15
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Wild Lands
Here he was, travelling through the desolate landscape of
the wild lands. He halted and looked around, observing his
surroundings. On his right flank, towering mountains rose
up from the ground like spines on a dragon’s back. In front
of him lay an impossibly vast lake – who knew what lurked
at its bottom? Around him the wind whistled like some eerie
phantom and above him the storm clouds rumbled like a
hungry bear.

Jack McCune

16
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Alone
There she was. Alone. Alone with her thoughts and nothing
and no one else.
Although, it didn’t feel that way. It felt as if she was being
watched… as if she was a sitting duck at the end of a gun.
Aware that her life was in the hands of someone else and
could be cut short at any given moment.
It was just as she’d imagined it. A worn down structure made
up of a mixture of rust and moss. The slightest touch, or gust
of wind could send its fragile frame crashing down into a
heap on the dry, cracked soil. Candyfloss clouds formed a
thick, grey layer in the sky, giving her the feeling that there
was no way to get off this Earth.

Sophie Ghods

17
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Emotional Rollercoaster

19
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How do you describe a feeling
or a mood?
Can an image, a metaphor,
make something abstract
more tangible?

Inspiration

What colour is JOY?
If RAGE were an animal, what
would it be?
What kind of weather is like
FRUSTRATION?
Choose an emotion and
describe how it feels…

21
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Hope
Now,
seeing
the
fiery
wings
I
can
see
hope
as
the
Phoenix
soars
away.

Alex Gould

22
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Relieved
Revealing the
Endless truth, I now feel
Like
I have
Entered
Victory and
Everything is
Delightful.

Alex Gould

23
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Anxiety
Clock ticking
Seconds racing
Tick tock
Feet are pacing.
Flashing light
Blinding, deadly
Gasping, wheezing
Painful medley.
Wind pulling
No attention
Vague distracted,
Need redemption.
Tap tap
Clock? Hammer?
Try to speak but
Stutter, stammer.
A mouse runs out
But slightest sound
Scurries back
Underground.
Waiting, wonder
Seconds passed.
Oh how long the
Moments last.
Rocking forward
Back again.
Cannot see how
This will end.

Alex Insall

24
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Anxious
Anxious
irritated
confused
frustrated.
Don’t
know
what’s
going
to
happen
next.
Deep
breath.
Relax

Michelle Griffiths

25
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Three Months
Three
months.
That’s
all.
What
is
that
to
a
lifetime?
Hard
happiness.
Fearful
laughter.

Michelle Griffiths

26
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Exhausted
Exhausted from crying,
Being helpless,
Being powerless,
Exhausted from walking this earth like death.
Limits my legs,
Drains my body,
Wears me down,
My body whimpers,
I long for my bed.
Worn and torn,
Empty and weary,
Groggy and drowsy,
Slow. So slow.
Grey as a gloomy sky.
Mind fog,
My words have gone.

Rebecca Smith

27
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Frustrated

Furious.
Raging. I’m
Uncontrollable. You can
Suffocate me,
Tie me down, but I would rather you
Rescued me; wrapped your
Arms around me.
Tame me, but never
Ever control me. I’m in
Despair. Can’t you see?

Sophie Ghods

28
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Anger
Anger.
Full of hate
Nothing.
A fixed fate.
No.
I can’t go on.
Stop.
I’m not done.
Why?
Can’t you see?
Leave.
You’re wrecking me.
Rich.
The colour red.
Death.
Fills my head.
Hurt.
All alone
Stuck
I’m on my own.
Hit.
You break my heart.
Stuck.
You cannot part.
Full.
Can fit no more.
Empty.
Drained and sore.
Hide.
Drown my sorrow.

29
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End.
No tomorrow.
Worn.
Through with you.
Clueless.
What can I do?
Pressure.
Crush my mind.
Search.
And you will find.
Tied.
Bound in chain.
Never.
Free again.
Power.
Surge then fade.
Fury.
Scars you made.
When
Will you save me?
No.
You can’t, I see.

Alex Insall

30
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Calm

Clarity. Calm. Clear.
A field with freshly cut grass.
Lavender feeding through your nose
My head drifting and dancing.

31
Words and illustration by
Madison Davies
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Through the Looking Glass

33
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People. True lives. Fictional
and real.
A crowd of photographic
portraits – different ages,
cultures, genders. Choose
one that sparks an interest…

Inspiration

Who is he?
Where does he live?
Who does he love?
What does he hope for?
Remember? Fear?
Write in the ‘third person’ as a
watching eye.
Write in the ‘first person’ as
though stepping inside his
skin…
Memories - your own life as
raw material.
Tell it like it was.
Tell it like it might have been…

35
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Are you there?
‘I’m going to end it all.’
That was the last message she sent. A freight train collided
with my heart. The walls of my bedroom started to cave in,
fuelling my paranoia and fear. My body – thin and vulnerable
– became infected with dread. My eyes. They couldn’t see.
Only dark, only black
I fell back, the pillow swallowing my shattered soul. I could
not feel the softness, only cold. Tears escaped from my eyes;
tiny fragments of my mind leaving to find hope. There was
no sound. I felt trapped, in this prison of pain and sadness.
I could only think of her, pleading, needing her to be okay. I
pictured a coffin, a grave. The images kept flooding my mind,
a violent torrent of despair and pain. I was drowning in my
worst nightmare. There was no escape. I was gone. She was
gone. No coming back.
Then sleep.
The dream was vague, monochrome. Images of her strayed
into my vision but as I turned to look they vanished. Traces
of what was, lingered at the edge of my psyche. Pictures
dimmed, the grey slowly being stained to leave a black
canvas. Shadows merged with the background, surrounding
me. I felt a presence on my leg and looked down to see the
black slowly inching its way up my shin, a stream of obsidian.
I let out a cry but no sound could be heard. I turned to look
up, willing for something to save me. There was a glow
above me, faint at first but growing into a veil of blistering
white which immediately dissipated, leaving a silky ivory all
around me. My legs buckled and I fell to the floor.
Light. Blinding light. I opened my eyes. It was day. I shielded
my eyes, again tearing up. Memories of the night before
bombarded me. I needed to know. I phoned.

36
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‘Are you there?’
‘I’m okay…’
My heart stopped. She hadn’t gone. She was okay. Blazing
emotion shot through the gloom, engulfing me. I opened
my mouth and sobbed. But these tears were of passion, not
angst. Relief leant down and embraced me. It took my hand
and led me to the window. I looked out to see the sun, the
luscious grass, birds in the sky now full of morning colours.
The chorus of birdsong lifted my heart.
She was okay. I could be too…

Isaac Lawrence

37
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The Meeting
There she was. On a Tuesday morning, sitting in a chair
that was sandwiched between her parents. Sitting directly
opposite her were her clinician and two members of the
school pastoral team.
She was pinned to her chair as five pairs of piercing eyes
were locked onto her. Trying to seem unaffected by them
she shifted in her seat and slouched back with a blank look
on her face.
Drowning in her thoughts, she became unaware of the
events taking place around her and numb to any sense of
feeling. Everything was a blur. Nothing made sense.
She sat there wishing. Wishing that she could disappear,
wishing everything was back to normal, wishing she didn’t
exist. ‘They’re all talking rubbish. You’re not even ill, you’re
just pathetic,’ the voice inside her head told her. ‘You don’t
deserve to be alive. Look at yourself. You’re a wreck. And
all this trouble you’re causing, for what? Oh, because
“apparently” you’re not eating. Well at least that’s what you’re
supposed to be doing, but guess what? You can’t even do
that right!’
Arguing with the voice, she told it to shut up; it wouldn’t.
Abruptly she was snapped back into reality. For a moment
she was confused and wasn’t quite sure where she was
or what she was doing there. Whilst figuring these things
out she started to feel a sharp pain running through her
thighs, which she then realised was due to the fact that her
fingernails were digging into them.
At that moment, she heard a distant voice; everything came
flooding back to her. This was the day everything would
change. This was the day her fate would be sealed.

Sophie Ghods

38
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Find some water…
Here he is in the Asian Canyon.
He feels like he could hack in the rock
and find some water.

Lucas Fryer
Illustration by Sarah Cousins

39
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Carry Me
My little brother was ill so my mum couldn’t take us sledging.
A friend said she’d take us with her boys. We went to a hill
just up the road from where we lived. I stood at the top and
watched for ages because I was too scared to go down.
One of the boys said he would take me down so we went
together. When we got to the bottom I caught my fingers
underneath the sledge. It hurt really badly.
I was standing by a tree, leaning my head against it. It had
been snowing most of the day. It was absolutely freezing and
my fingers had started going all tingly.
Suddenly my head felt like it was going to explode. I could
hear people shouting and laughing all around me. I couldn’t
feel my legs any more and I collapsed onto my knees. I
was drifting in and out of consciousness and I couldn’t do
anything for myself.
The friend we were with got hold of me and started trying to
carry me down the hill. I was too heavy so another lady put
me onto her sledge and they tried to pull me down on that.
I couldn’t hold on. I had no grip, so this lady put me on her
back and carried me down the hill.
When I got home my mum carried me inside and lay me
down on the couch. I remember my brother being there and
him saying he was going to call an ambulance but my mum
was telling him that he needed to get hold of Dad first.
Not long after, all my family came home. I was drifting in
and out but I could see them all standing there. I smiled up
at my sister. Then the paramedics turned up and did their
tests. I remember them taking me out of the front door of
our house. Then everything went black. Looking back on it I
know I should have felt terrified but in reality, I felt peaceful.

Michelle Griffiths

40
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Rainy Day Memories
There he was, sitting with his Nana in the ancient drawing
room of Nana’s antiquated house. They sat opposite each
other looking through pictures from her past. On the
crinkled black leather armchair that once belonged to his
Pappy sat BB, the old Moggy who lived with his Nana. BB
lay curled up, deep asleep, looking exactly like the woollen
knitted cushions that rested on the arms of the chair. Outside
the rain fell heavily from the sky, hammering against the
leaded windows like a smithy pounding on an anvil. Furiously
the wind roared like a caged animal, and howled like a pack
of wolves.
The odour of vintage perfume filled the room and the smell
of metal clung to his hands as he lifted the lid on another
old photo tin. The first picture that he picked up was of
an old golden brown Alsatian lying on an emerald green
lawn. Around its neck hung a battered car tyre. He smiled
to himself recognising the dog in the photo. It was Sam, the
beloved dog from his father’s childhood.
He was extra careful as he picked up the next photo. This
one was black and white; the paper felt shiny and dry
between his fingers. He gazed curiously at this photo. In this
one a much younger version of his Nana sat on the lawn of
an unknown garden. Next to her lay the Border collie, Rack.
Nana leaned over to look at the photo in his hands and he
handed it to her. She leaned back and her chair creaked,
clearly indicating how old it was. This time he leaned close to
get a better look. As he did so, the smell of Nana’s perfume
swept over him.
She began to explain about how she had found Rack in a pet
shop. He listened carefully, taking in every detail that was
said. It always fascinated him to hear about times gone by,
even more so when it was his family’s history.
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Then, over the wind, he heard the roar of his mother’s Land
Rover. Clearly she had come back from taking his brothers
swimming. His Nana then began lovingly putting the photos
back in the tins. He quickly began helping her, all the time
listening as she carried on talking about Rack. Once all the
photographs where away she rose from her chair and began
making her way slowly down to the kitchen. On the way she
stopped to softly stroke the silky fur on BB’s head, and then
she continued, her grandson following behind.
Although he was slightly disappointed their time together
had come to an end, he was happy about what he had
learned. He loved his conversations with his Nana, and he
loved her even more for the time she spent with him.

Jack McCune
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Lighthouse
I was standing at the top of the lighthouse, looking out at the
view, thinking about how beautiful it looked - the hot sun
shining down on the crystal-clear water, the bright green
grass mixed with the different types of rock.
I was thinking about Life, and how beautiful the world could
be… I was thinking about how peacefully quiet it had been
and how nice it was to do something and to be able to think.
I was thinking about how the water – the beautifully clear,
warm water – would feel, to swim in. How it would be to
have the hot sun hammering down on my skin, to look up at
the innocent sky and think ‘I’m free… free of everything the
world tries to hurt me with’?
The taste of the salt water on my lips. The smell of beautiful
nature. And the faint whistling of the wind. This was where I
felt safe. Where I was meant to be. This was home.

Charlie Clair Stockley
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Submerging Memories
I hear panicking voices penetrating the freezing, iced-over
lake. They are screaming and shouting for someone to get
me out of this numbing water. But I am peaceful…
I am submerging down into the water, further every second.
My body is numb and in pain but the voices in my head are
gone. I clamp my eyes shut. Everything goes blank. I put my
arms out and relax. Bubbles rise. It is as if any thoughts I had
in my head are set free. The bubbles are so perfect and pure
now but when they were imprisoned in my head they were
so dark and gloomy.
As I open my eyes again the salty water rushes in. Before my
eyesight blurs, one specific bubble catches my attention. It
suddenly triggers a memory from when I was younger, when
my thoughts were as if the sun was shining. I remember
the place. It was a runway and I was walking down it in a
shimmering floaty dress. I felt happy, playful and comical.
The audience was still. Applause seemed to brush past me as
the wind caught my hair. The reality of the memory becomes
clearer as the bubble ascends so that the runway is the
pathway leading to my childhood home, the audience are
the pebbles bordering the pathway, and the applause is the
breeze rustling in the trees. My body slowly descends to the
bed of the lake. A calmness takes over me. The stones on the
bed take me back to my memory of my childhood home.
Calmness turns to silence, silence to eternal darkness.

Rebecca Smith
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Suko
On this side of the village the hills fell away beyond the
walls, leaving the rocky mountains in full view. Suko silently
watched as the sun sank lower in the sky. His legs dangled
over the wall, collecting a pleasant breeze, as he took
another bite into the melon. The men who came to buy bags
of rice talked loudly as their weathered cars took them and
their loot away. The boy sighed and hopped from the wall
onto the mossy cobbles. He stared up the narrow street that
was lined with ancient knobbly trees. This road hugged the
town, keeping its secret behind a line of window-less walls.
He threw the last of the melon into the dust and began to
make his way up the track, soaking up the warmth of the
ground through his bare feet.

Reuben Speller-Trowers
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Here I am
Here I am, jumping up and down, up and down
Waiting to feel happy enough to jump to the next rock
To jump to the next rock
Trying not to fall into the waves.
If I keep jumping
Eventually I will get to a rock
So I can get to the shore
So I can walk through the trees
And get to safe civilization.
Or so I can get high enough so
An aeroplane
Or helicopter
Will rescue me.

Rhiannon Harries
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Just One Step
There she is. Standing. Balanced. On the edge of oblivion.
A knife’s edge dance. One step. One inch. She shivers but
keeps her footing, the wind pulling fine hairs into her eyes,
splitting her vision into tiny fractions. Disorientating. But she
doesn’t notice. Her eyes are open but she sees only inwards.
A ravine. A deep gaping cavern.
She makes her first step in hours. An inch. The grass gives
way and the cavern from her mind swallows her whole.
Darkness, black. Nothing.

Alex Insall

48

cheltenham lit fest final.indd 60

13/06/2016 20:13

Now I’m here I’m wondering
Now I’m here I’m wondering, why am I here? This place is
not somewhere I’m comfortable being. These people are
not the sort of people I admire or would enjoy being in the
same proximity as. So why did I choose to come? Was it the
prospect of money? Was it the need to have purpose? The
need to have a feeling of accomplishment? Either way, I’m
here now – even if I don’t want to be.
I’m dreading the next inevitable ten minutes of my life,
looking for the best way out. The window would be
dangerous and the door too obvious. Still, those are my
optio…
‘He’ll see you now.’
‘Erm… no, sorry. I think I’m in the wrong building.’

Alex Mason
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Valloire
Parked on the edge of the piste looking over at the small,
black, silhouettes in the distance, faint voices beckon me to
take the plunge into an abundance of greens, browns and
white. My eyes follow the fresh tracks trying to decide where
to head. Using a firm grip on my poles, I step down, going
through the white powder, embellished with diamonds, each
corner catching the rays of ever-growing light. Sweeping
past flecks of pine, my numbed face brushes against the
falling flakes. Trying to stay balanced, I look down to the
snow-slicing skis attached to the tight boots, embracing
the cold air that is drifting up my sleeves. Freedom brings
responsibility, but if I’m careful I can make this last forever.
The figures ahead of me take more shape and colour, the
quicker my pace gets until I reach my family. They are waiting
for me to take the next jump. Let’s go!

Madison Davies
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Illustration by Madison Davies
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Wild at Heart
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Photographs of animals,
birds, insects from National
Geographic.

Inspiration

Choose one that catches your
eye.
Watch it.
Notice it.
Animate it in your imagination.
Identify with it, perhaps?
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Illustration by Reuben Speller-Trowers
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Wings
Fallen leaves lie rotting.
Snow blows
blood stained snow.
Wings lift
leave behind danger.
Darkness.
Tall trees
grasping thin air.
Frost clings.
Haunting cry.
Empty.
Lonely.
Safety calls.
Glide away.

Reuben Speller-Trowers
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Illustration by Sarah Cousins
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Wild
Snowy white fur
caked with mud
from endless wandering.
Dark mysterious eyes
ever watching.
Radar-like ears
ever on the alert.
Keen wet shiny nose
forever sniffing.
Immortal sense of adventure
never satisfied.
At one with the wild.
At one with my pack.
I am a wolf.

Jack McCune
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Illustration by Jasmine Palmer
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Meerkat
I am looking into the distance to see if the scorpion will turn
around so I can get to eat him. I am standing tall as a soldier
on the hard bark-textured wood, while looking over the long
yellow-green grass. But I am worried because my family is in
danger because there is a big animal who is trying to eat us. I
am scared because I feel like I am going to get blown off the
branch, and I am worried because I don’t want to lose my fur
because it is so very windy. My sandy yellow fur is blowing
in the wind and I am trying to make sure I don’t lose my
arms by hiding them in front of my body. I am feeling tense
because there is a big monster (well, he’s actually small but
I’m tiny) trying to get me.
Yah! Finally the scorpion has turned round so now it’s time
toooooooooooooooo

POUNCE!

Rhiannon Harries
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Illustration by Sarah Cousins
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Lizard
The lizard looks for the rain.
The lizard likes the food.
The lizard has itchy skin.
The lizard can scratch his tail.
The lizard is lost and sad.

Kieran Froom
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Hand Held
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Objects in a basket – choose
one and hold it in your hand.
Marble, shell, bone, dried
flower, carved wooden bird?
What texture is it? Heavy or
light? Warm or cold?

Inspiration

Imagine someone finding
the object. Finding it for the
first time – or finding it again
when it was lost.
Who?
Where?
How?
What does the object signify?
Tell the story…

67

cheltenham lit fest final.indd 79

13/06/2016 20:13

Show Me the Way
The bell rang loud and sharp and piercing. The expression
‘saved by the bell’ is ironic in my situation. If it weren’t for
the bell, I would not need to be saved. I could waste time.
Pack my bag. Unpack. Pack again. But they would wait. And
if I missed my bus – the last one of the day – I would have
to walk the seven miles back to the orphanage. Hounded by
them – Tom, James and Connor. Every morning they steal
my lunch money, my homework and books are thrown in
puddles or ripped. Then in the evening they stand at my bus
stop and wait. Wait with a collection of the things they have
found or stolen from younger kids throughout the day.
I limped outside the school gates, the memories of the car
crash flashing with every painful jolt through my leg. If only
my parents were here to pick me up in their shiny 4x4. But
no. Their funerals were two years ago. And that 4x4 had
been smashed. A complete write-off. Stones and pebbles
pelted me as soon as I rounded the corner. Pencils, pens,
books and rulers were hurled at my head as I tried to back
behind the walls. A small, hard sphere shot into my eye,
making me hiss and fall to the ground in pain. Tears streamed
down my face, a stabbing headache already forming. But I
looked up. A small marble rolled across the uneven tarmac.
Beautiful. Shiny. Perfect. I picked it up and looked closer,
my rough fingers framing the slick, curved surface. It wasn’t
perfect. Not anymore. Dents riddled its shiny top layer.
Scratches spider-webbing between them. The misty red
colour distorted. I set it back down on the pavement and it
continued to roll. I followed its progress with my one good
eye as it came to a halt underneath a bus. Not my bus, Not to
the orphanage. This one was going in the opposite direction.
But the marble had led to it. I stepped onto the bus and sat
down. The bus rumbled, leading away from my old life. And
on to a new one.

Alex Insall
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The Shell
A feeling, a moment. Smooth, yet sharp. Patterned, yet plain.
Silent. But come closer and embrace the cacophony, the
brittle surface is almost akin to a prison. A prison of the mind.
A confinement of thought, unspoken, unknown. A supernova
in a bottle.

Isaac Lawrence
Illustration by Madison Davies
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Pocket Watches and Bone Charms
Success. He didn’t even know what hit him. Staying
incognito, I escaped into a nearby alley and collapsed onto
a step to count my treasures. The usual wallet and pocket
watch were present. I tossed my broken timepiece away and
attached his to my lapel. Then I rummaged through the
day’s earnings. Any normal person would have thrown away
what I found next. It still puzzles me to this day why I kept it.
The bone was small, a bird’s possibly, but incredibly ornate
- smooth to the touch and perfectly curved. I found myself
lost in its pastel white form.
A sudden noise deafened me. Faded ochre brick dust sprayed
over my jacket, adding to the grime. I darted round to see my
earlier victim accompanied by two policemen, one of whom
had fired his pistol. A sharp glance round revealed that the
shot had embedded itself into the wall just inches from my
head. I bolted, stuffing the more valuable possessions into
my pocket, my heart and muscles ablaze. The men were at
my heels, their rampant shouts only doubling my effort.
They finally died down as I rounded the corner into yet
another smog-filled alley, eerily similar to the others I
had travelled through. Snaking into a shadowed alleyway
I dropped to the ground - the inferno in my body slowly
burning itself out - and felt relief spill over me like a beach
wave. I clutched my bone and let out a laugh of happiness.
To this day I still carry that bone. My pilfered pocket charm.

Isaac Lawrence
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Relic
The warm hot summer breeze blew through the Maori
campsite of the Spear Fist Clan. Several tribal warriors
danced around a blazing fire as they gave an offering to their
mighty Gods. Next to the fire lay the decomposing bones
and rotting carcasses of several dead Moa. The Moa were
gigantic flightless birds. They had long, slender, branch-like
necks and coconut-brown feathers which were wild and
unkempt. They towered over even the tallest of tribesmen.
As fierce as they sounded they were actually peaceful and
docile creatures. They roamed in the primordial forests that
they cohabited with the Maoris.
Next to the deteriorating remains of the Moa stood Trimond,
the tribe’s Shaman. It was his job to oversee the offerings to
the Gods. But to be frank he was bored, he had overseen
the same ritual countless times. So instead of watching the
boisterous crowd dancing wildly around the fire, he decided
to finish the wood carving he had started. It was going to be
a gift for his young son.
His carving knife made a light scritch-scratching noise as he
peeled another slither of bark off. The carving in question
was of a Moa. He had started it seven moons ago and it was
finally nearing completion. Trimond paused to admire his
work. He was pleased with what he had accomplished, the
perfect grooves that resembled the Moa’s feet. The smooth
curves on the Moa’s neck and legs that resembled the real
life Moa’s odd body shape. Trimond felt an immense surge of
pride as he admired the curved tail feathers and the flawless
deep cut eyes. He raised the carving up to his pointed nose
and inhaled deeply, taking in the scent. It still smelt of the
intoxicating pine wood he had carved it from.
He gazed long and hard at the carving and as he did so he
thought to himself. He thought of the future. Would his son
pass this carving onto his son, would it last for centuries to
come? He could only wonder, but he did know this carving
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should please his son. But he would never find that out. For
at that moment a Haast eagle descended upon him! The
tremendous bird sank its cruel curved talons into his tanned
skin, soaking his back with ruby red blood. From its hooked
beak it gave a spine chilling victory cry. As it was about to
take off with its latest victim, the warriors of the tribe sprang
into action. They threw their long razor-sharp spears at the
eagle. The spears sliced through the eagle’s bronze-hued
feathers and sank deep into its body. The eagle’s victory cry
died away as quickly as it came; it fell to the ground, now as
dead as Trimond.
As the evening drew in and the sun sank behind the majestic
landscape, Trimond’s body was burned in the traditional
Spear Fist Clan manner. As his body slowly burned away on
the funeral pyre his young son watched on, a great sorrow
in his heart like he had never felt before. The tribe had been
unable to find the carving of the Moa, for it had fallen from
Trimond’s hand as he had died. When they searched the
area later they still could not find it. It could be lying lost in
the grass or it could have been accidently kicked away by an
advancing warrior. Who knew? But it was lost.
Time passed as time does and the Spear Fist Clan faded
into legend. The forest they had lived in gradually became
desolated by the grand designs of modern day architects.
Empty landscapes became filled with overcrowded concrete
jungles know as cities and much that was once there was
now gone.
Tyler strode tiredly through the dust-filled dig site. All around
him his colleagues were hard at work, either cleaning
artefacts or digging up new ones. The hot New Zealand sun
blazed down upon them and the pungent smell of sweat
filled the air. The constant clinking and chipping from the
excavation tools was like music to his ears. It had been a
successful day; several artefacts had been found and a whole
Moa skeleton! He had been an archaeologist for three years
now and this was his first big dig and the one he had most
been looking forward to. The treasure and bones were part
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of his interest in this particular dig site because he knew for a
fact that his family was descended from a tribe of Maoris that
once lived in this area. All his research pointed to it. Tyler was
really hoping to learn more about his ancestry and his Maori
heritage.
Tyler walked into his tent, the cool air from the fan on his
desk washing over him like a winter breeze. He sat himself
down in his green nylon folding chair and reached for the
bottle of chilled water in front of him. Easily unscrewing
the cap he took a long refreshing sip. The cooling liquid
washed the dust from his throat and wetted his bone-dry
tonsils. Once the bottle was empty he screwed the lid back
on and placed it back on the mat. Then he drew a large,
poorly-made wooden crate towards him. Inside were the
artefacts that had been found so far. It was Tyler’s job to
categorize them, account for all of them and write a brief
paragraph about where they had been found. The average
person might find this trivial task boring but not Tyler, he
immediately got down to work.
The glaring sun had set by the time Tyler had reached the
last item. The bright round sliver moon was slowly beginning
to rise and with it came a cool evening breeze. Tyler had just
finished examining this item when he noticed that the moon
had fully risen in the inky black sky. He leaned back in his
chair and flicked the fan off. Tyler drew himself up from his
chair and stretched stiffly. The one downside of having to
examine everything was that all that sitting had left him as
stiff as a board. Outside his tent, Tyler could hear the weary
snores of his friend Kane. They were louder than all the tools
and noise the campsite made during the day! A yawn quietly
leaped out from Tyler’s mouth. He looked down at the
silver Omega watch that his dad had given him for his 20th
birthday. He could only just make out the numbers - 01:00
am. He should have gone to bed hours ago.
Tyler was just about to retire to bed when something caught
his eye. It seemed that he had missed something in the crate.
He reached in and his hand grasped around something small,
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oddly shaped and made of wood. Tyler withdrew his hand to
see what this curious ornament was. In the palm of his hand
lay a small wooden sculpture. The wood was darkly coloured
like a conker, it had intriguing grooves carved into it and it
smelt of pinewood. Tyler stared at it in silent fascination. It
was a carving of a bird. But not just any bird. It was a Moa!
Tyler gazed long and hard at this mysterious carving and the
longer he studied it, the more he felt he knew it. Like it was a
part of him that had been lost and now found.
Returning to life, Tyler placed the carving on the collapsible
table next to his camp bed. Tyler changed into his pyjamas
and then sank into a deep sleep. His dreams reflected his
mind’s wandering. Little did he know that this was the same
carving Trimond had done for his young son centuries ago.
Tyler had no idea he was a descendant of Trimond’s son.
However, the instant bond he felt towards the carving was
proof that he was. Perhaps it was destined to find its way
back into Trimond’s family? What was lost, had now been
found.

Jack McCune
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The Pressed Flower
Rough and edgy but each layer seems fragile, vulnerable
almost. There are holes, parts that haven’t been filled, parts
that are missing. Despite this, everyone will say it’s beautiful.
The sad part is they’ll never say that about themselves. This
describes me because every now and again I can become a
little on edge and my choice of words can come across as
being rough.

There are lots of different layers to me and I’m a mixture of
emotions. Some of my layers have been broken and there
are parts of me that are waiting to be filled, replacing my
missing ones. Despite all this, I’m still here and even though I
called that flower beautiful, I’ll never be able to say the same
thing about myself.

What was once a beautiful flower is now a flattened, rough,
delicate piece of nature.
Light as a feather and as blue as the depths of the ocean, it
has the power to intrigue you. Drawn to the different, elegant
tones of blue you begin to wonder why people destroy
nature, for it’s such a stunning and mesmerizing part of our
planet.

Sophie Ghods
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broken but mending
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Black is my soul
Ready to cry
Our world is full of unspoken words
Killing every awakening
Elusive, is my spirit
No place of light in this labyrinth of pain
Beauty of its own
Under the darkness
The light begins to shine
My mind rouses
Embracing the future
Now it’s time to fight
Determination is all I need
I am not my illness
Never will be
Greatening everyday

Rebecca Smith
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two
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Battered. That’s how I feel. I
Resemble nothing.
Oxygen’s being sucked from my lungs.
Knives dig into my
Ever growing wounds,
Needles poke into my sides in a desperate attempt to fix me.
Bleeding, l fall to the ground as they continue with their work.
Unbearable levels of pain start to fade away.
Threads start pulling me together.
My shattered body starts to piece together
Every loose end ties up and the
Needles no longer jab, but
Delicately thread through gaps.
In time,
No
Gaps will be left, but memories will remain forever.

Sophie Ghods
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Beautiful, but look again.
In Retrospect I should have seen Ominous scars adorned her skin.
Killing the name she held so high.
Ending days with sorrow.
Nights dreading the light of morning.
But all is not lost.
Until the return of day
The mind and soul recuperate.
Morning came, scorching sun,
Envy and sorrow left in shadow
Never to be seen again.
Distant cries of laughter and joy.
Inside she felt she too could see,
Not sadness, nor anxiety, but a
Gleaming smile lighting up the room.

Isaac Lawrence
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Broken, dazed, unsteady, hurt.
Ruined life. Can’t be the same.
Open to the dust and dirt.
Keep the burden, keep the name.
Even as the hammer falls
Nothing can rebuild those walls.
Beating heart, I hear the cry
Under rubble dust and stone
The voice goes on though hoarse and dry.
Mending
Ever
Never
Done
I can progress, can
Now
Go on.

Alex Insall
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Brave young people
Reaching out;
Overcoming adversity
Keen to be heard.
Empowered and finding
New wings.
Being together –
Unified and
Triumphant.
Making words on a page sing.
Educating us all –
Never giving up.
Diverse
Individual
New collaboration.
Growing in confidence.

Kathy Heathfield
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Illustration by Madison Davies
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Voices of the Revolution
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Now I’m here, I’m wondering…

What’s the point? Society is crumbling under
our polluted footprints. The air we breathe lies
thick with deceit and promises broken. Is this the
world our next generation should be brought
up in? Where are the saviours, the miracles, the
moments we crave our sanity? All long forgotten
in the concrete prisons of our cities. Friends?
A liability. Family? A reason to lie. Government?
Corrupt.
Is it all worth the pain?

I don’t have time trying to convince you that I’m
ill; I’m already trying to convince you that I’m
okay!

Accept what you can do in the moment,
not what you could do.

Don’t ever take anything for granted, cherish the
moments, when you’re going through a rough
time look back on the memories and know it will
pass!
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About the (Fabulous) Authors
Madison Davies
I am Maddie. I mostly spend my free time developing my
love for art and music and I plan to continue studying Art this
September at college.
Sometimes, with my Chronic Fatigue Syndrome, I feel like I'm
swimming in polluted waters and my limbs feel 'tangled-up'
in seaweed. But, when I'm feeling better I love to surf the
waves in the fresh air, which gives me a sense of freedom
from 'my norm'. I am thoroughly privileged to have been part
of the Beyond Words project, and feel that I am taking away
important skills from it. It has been an amazing, once- in-alifetime experience.
Kieran Froom
My name is Kieran Froom. I am six years old (almost seven)
and I go to Grange Primary School. I have a Husky dog at
home called Blue (also called Wolf Dog) and we spend lots of
time running around and playing hide and seek which Blue
loves. I love sports cars and my favourite car is a Porsche.
One day Mum is going to buy me one!
I joined in with Beyond Words when I was in Gloucester
Royal Hospital in March.
Lucas Fryer
I am six years old and I go to The British School. I like steam
trains and playing with Lego and I enjoy reading. I really
like Dr Seuss books and like to write exciting stories. I like
to play dinosaurs at school with my friends. My favourite
lesson at school is Maths. I have one little brother who is two
years old, Harvey. We have two cats, Tig and Breeze, they
are tortoiseshell. I took part in Beyond Words while I was in
hospital.
Sophie Ghods
My name's Sophie Ghods and I'm fourteen years old.
Horse riding, ice skating, gymnastics and drawing are some

92

cheltenham lit fest final.indd 104

13/06/2016 20:13

of the things that I love doing. I received Hospital Education
because I developed Anorexia Nervosa and had to be taken
out of school in order to recover. If anyone is struggling with
an eating disorder, I would just like to say that even though
recovery is hard, it is possible and you are strong enough to
get through it :) I'm now back at school and I appreciate it so
much more.
Alex Gould
Hi, my name is Alex. My condition is chronic fatigue which
I have been suffering with for two years. I am sixteen years
old, living with both of my parents and dog. My dog’s name
is Leo and he is nine years old. I live in Gloucestershire and I
enjoy gaming, coding and creating objects. This experience
has helped me to work in a team and appreciate other
people’s point of view.
Michelle Griffiths
I am fifteen, and live in Gloucester. I’ll start with telling you
about my family. I have five brothers - two of them married
- and one sister who is also married. I have a gorgeous
little niece and nephew who keep me going. I have a lot
of support from my family. For example I have just had
treatment in Paris - spinal surgery - and was over there for
three months. I couldn’t have done it without my family and
friends who stood by me every step of the way. We are a very
close family, and often all play and sing together, which is a
lot of fun.
Rhiannon Harries
Hello, my name is Rhiannon. I'm ten, and I go to the best
school in the world... Churchdown Village Juniors. I wrote
my two pieces when I was in hospital with pneumonia, but
I'm better now. I live in Gloucestershire with my dad, four
rabbits called Tom, Jerry, Elsa and Trixie, two hamsters
called Olaf and Kristoff, and one lizard called Lizzy. I love
to bake, play Minecraft, bounce on the trampoline and
have sleepovers with my friends. My fave band is 1D and I
especially like Liam.
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Alex Insall
My name is Alex Insall and I go to The High School for Girls in
Gloucester. I am thirteen years old and I was diagnosed with
brain cancer in May 2015. Since then I have had three cycles
of chemotherapy, then brain surgery, followed by one more
cycle of chemotherapy and finally six weeks of radiotherapy.
I love creative writing and enjoy reading my work to other
people. I also love art, my main interest at the moment being
figure drawing.
Isaac Lawrence
Hi. I’m Isaac; your generic teenage dirt bag. I live in
Gloucester and am currently studying for GCSE’s. I enjoy
skating, making music, video games and writing (one of my
personal favourites is in this book). I aspire to become a wellknown writer/musician/poet. I know, high hopes right? I’m
on the winning front of my battle with depression and these
writing workshops have broadened my horizons and opened
up so many opportunities for my writing and my enthusiasm.
I passionately strive to be a better person in terms of my
outlook on life and I hope you’ll catch me at the Cheltenham
Literature Festival later this year.
Jack McCune
My name is Jack McCune and I am fifteen years old. I live
with my parents, my twin brothers and our Border Terrier,
Sid. I have only just begun writing my own stories and I
really enjoy doing it because it allows me to express my own
ideas and imagination. My main inspiration for my stories
has come from authors such as JRR Tolkien, JK Rowling and
Christopher Paolini. Their books have captured my interest
in fantasy and non-fictional writing. Outside writing my
interests include critiquing films, archery and swimming.
Also, I am interested in pursuing a career in the film world,
whether that be reviewing, acting or script writing.
Alex Mason
My name is Alex Mason. I am in year nine and am ill with
Gastric Oesophageal Reflux Disease, and Chronic Fatigue
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Syndrome. Reading and writing are two of my passions, and
I am often reluctant to put any good book down. I also enjoy
both studying and creating artwork, and find that it distracts
me from my ailments. Cooking is also one of my passions.
I cook dinner for my family every night and like to explore
different flavours. I have been with the GHES for several
months now and I am very grateful for all they do for me. I
used the online ‘virtual’ workshops to work independently on
my piece of writing.
Rebecca Smith
My name is Rebecca Smith, I am fourteen. I live in
Gloucestershire, with my mum and my older brother. My
hobbies include art and sport, however my condition (CRPS)
- due to a rugby injury - prevents me participating in sport at
the minute. I enjoy listening to heavy metal/alternative bands
and I am obsessed with high-end fashion designers such as
Christian Louboutin and Coco Chanel. I aspire to become
a fashion designer when I’m older. As I haven’t been well
enough to attend school, I am very thankful and fortunate
for this opportunity as I was able to let out my feelings.
Reuben Speller-Trowers
I’m Reuben. I’m fifteen. I like being creative – writing and
drawing – and hanging-out with friends. I’m not in school
at the moment because I’m recovering from anorexia and
depression. This year things are on the up.
Charlie Clair Stockley
I’m fifteen years old and go to All Saints Academy. I took part
in a Beyond Words workshop while in hospital in Gloucester
and wrote my piece in response to a photograph of a
lighthouse.
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and the rest of the GHES office team for their excellent
administration support.
The writer Sue Mayfield for her creative inspiration, sensitivity
and brilliant organisation.
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her creative flair in designing and type-setting the anthology.
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for Beyond Words, and Sarah Cousins in particular for giving
her time to illustrate the front cover.
Manor By The Lake and The Wilson Cheltenham Art Gallery
and Museum for their welcome and care in hosting the
writing workshops.
Chris Griffiths at StroudPrint for enabling the students to see
their anthology being printed.
Helene Hewett at The Suffolk Anthology for hosting the
Launch.
Most importantly we would like to thank the students and
parents who have made this project such a success.
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Bright
skies,
frost,
fire.
Up
and
up
I
reach.
See
me
touching
new
heights.

Sue Mayfield
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Your Voice
If this anthology has inspired you to start writing too you
could…

~ Find a photograph of an interesting place and try
the exercise described on page 3

~ Take an object such as a pebble, key or child’s toy
and imagine somebody finding it (see page 67)

~ Read one of the pieces in this book and make a
one word sonnet (14 words written vertically 		
down the page) in response
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