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My Weekend with Reception
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Firefighter Wanted:
Job Advertisement
Frankie Kelly-Shanahan Prep I

Working Hours: Available 24 Hours
Good qualities we look for:


Brave



Kind
Polite



Strong



Drive engines



Fight fires



Training



Clever




Firefighting duties:





Put fires out



Save people
Protect people

Village News
No.12351

16 April 1912

One Halfpenny

TITANIC SINKS - 1500 feared dead
The Titanic sank in 1912. It was carrying 2223 people. It had twenty lifeboats which
carried 1700 people.
Only 705 were saved because the boats were not full.
(Ellie Stewart Prep I)

The Titanic was built in 1908 and it went to New York. On the way it crashed into an
iceberg and it scratched the side. Some people fell into the water and froze.
(Angel Oxley Prep I)

Postcard from Christopher Columbus

Dean Shariff Prep I

Raghav Nijhawan Prep I

‘Spring Daffodil’ by Darcie Nazeri Prep I

The Haunted House Next Door…
Once there was a town that had lots of people, but now there’s just me and my family.
Every night, we hear noises like, “Open the door! Open the door!” or “Help!” Every night
it gets louder and louder, and it was coming from next door. When Mum and Dad were
asleep, I crept downstairs and opened the door. I went next door. The door was
already open. I heard, “Yes! Yes! Come upstairs…” so I went upstairs. I saw a door
handle twisting, turning. I put my hand on the door knob and everything went white. I
fell to the floor. “Aaaahhh!” All the other doors shut, but the one that I touched opened
with a big CREEEEEK…
Adam Boyes Prep II
The haunted house was an inconsolable place, a very gloomy place, nothing to eat,
drink, nothing at all. No Pets, no beds, no TV, no consoles. But the only good thing is
important: the most delightful jewel. It brightens up things like pitch black rooms. The
jewel is an emerald. It wasn’t green, though, it was joyful gold! You have to get
through a maze with ghosts that kill you, but the jewel turns evil into good. It is the
most delightful jewel in the whole universe. It is amazing. You can also make a sword
with it.

Raj Basu Prep II

The Titanic

Safiya Rajpura Prep II
Blake Buckle Prep II

Palm Sunday Acrostic
Peter and John were told to borrow a colt.
At first the owner was confused.
Loyal disciples stood by Jesus.
Madly, people cheered and threw palm branches.
Suddenly

people screamed “Hallelujah!” and
threw their cloaks.
Unbelievably, Jesus wore a cloak but just an
ordinary one.
No one missed that day when the son of God
arrived.
Darkly, the priests plotted a plan.

Angrily, they shouted, “Tidy this mess!”
“You want Jesus?” said the followers.
do!” said the priests.
Dexter Kenny, Molly Torkington and Luca
Cervellione Prep III

“Yes we

WATERSLAIN EVENING NEWS

cost 8d

By our reporter Gaone Motsamai Prep III
Vicious gang of thieves shot poor innocent famer!
All Waterslain was horrified last night to hear that Farmer
Sweeney was riding home from The Park Inn when a vicious,
horrifying revolting gang of appalling highwaymen were
crowding him on a dark, stormy night. They were loading their
bullets ready to shoot him.
“Money or your life!” roared one of them importantly.
“Never!” refused the farmer so they shoot him and he was never
seen again. Poor man
The local police told us, ”Try not to come back home late
because highwaymen are coming so hide your money.”

Tile Mosaics

‘Beware of the dog’
Allen Shi Prep III

‘Sea horse’
Esme Cooper-Sweeney Prep III

Cold Colours

Peacock by Nathan Lim Prep III

Peacock by Joel Taylor Prep III

What is a Mother?
A bucketful of charming affection,
Add a splash of kindness
And a dash of support,
A drizzle of dazzling joy
A truckful of pure love.

Mix them together
With a hint of marvellous care.
Add a droplet of helpfulness,
Stir them in and you’ll get my perfect mum.
Thea Birch Prep IV

What is a Mother?
A sprinkling of love poured onto my heart,
A bowl of endless kindness.
A pinch of beauty and joy,
A splash of laughter.
A drizzle of special hope,
A roomful of caring and love.
A droplet of beautiful support,
A teaspoon of peace and helpfulness.

This is how to make a lovely mum!

Evie O’Neill Prep IV

What is a Mother?
A room full of everlasting pure love.
Add a sprinkling of delightful dreams,
A bowl full of endless patience.
Mix them all together with true beauty.

A pinch of calming,
A splash of happiness and joy,
A droplet of helpfulness.
Put them all together and create
SUPER MUM!
Harper Torkington Prep IV

What is a Mother?
A sea of pure love,
A house of never-ending kindness,
A mountain of loving encouragement,
A universe of tireless happiness,
And a sky of everlasting joy.
Blend them together with
A bucketful of charming smiles,
And a room full of shimmering brightness,
Then mix them all together
And it creates my perfect mum.
Bhargav Kashinath Prep IV

The Greek Hero
In a little town on the sea, a brave hero called Hengson was planning to sail to a desert
island because he wanted to find a special herb. That herb would give him the power to
be the strongest man in the world. Hengson was a tall, handsome and strong hero,
with blue eyes and brown curly hair. Hengson was famous among his friends because
when he got angry his eyes got as red as blood. His friends loved him because he was a
good leader.
It was the day of their big adventure
set off to the desert island. They
beach. The crew came off the boat
was a beautiful and peaceful place.
to find some food.

and when they had packed all their belongings they
sailed for more than two hours and arrived on a
and started to explore every edge of the island. It
They were all hungry, so Hengson sent his friends

After three hours, his friends didn’t return so Hengson was worried. He started to walk
through the forest, near the beach. At one point he met a peacock, who told him that a
bad witch, who was the guardian of the special herb, had taken the crew. Hengson was
angry and so his face got red, red and redder! The peacock told him to eat a magic
plant that would give him protection from the bad witch. Hengson’s crew were kept in
a cage in the centre of the island. Hengson thanked the peacock for his help and ran to
save his friends.
After a long walk, he found the cage where his friends were prisoners. He had his lucky
axe with him to save them. The witch saw him, and tried to convince Hengson to eat
some magic food and drink some wine, but he refused. Then the witch became angry
and tried to put him the cage with the others. Hengson was so clever that he escaped
from her. The bad witch and Hengson fought and at the end Hengson chopped her
head off with his lucky axe and she died. Hengson saved his friends and got the magic
herb from the witch’s garden. So they
began their journey home, but then
something terrible happened. They found
an evil monster on their boat.
The
monster was as big as a T-rex and was
roaring at them. Hengson ate the magic
herb so that he got the power to be the
strongest man on earth. He kicked the
monster off the boat and sent it to the
other side of the sea. Now Hengson and
his friends were safe and happily sailed
back home.

Matteo Cervellione Prep IV

Henry VIII Portrait Gallery

Moaed Alhumaidi Prep IV
Hugh Morgan Prep IV

Toby Davies Prep IV
Yasmeen Abou-Ragheb Prep IV

The Grand High Witch
Have you heard of the Grand High Witch? She
is all powerful, plus all of the other witches
are petrified of her. Every year the Grand High
Witch orders an annual meeting in a hotel to
discuss what to do with the children next. In
the hotel that all the witches stay in, all sorts
of mischief happens, like finding baby
crocodiles in soup and burn marks on the
bedroom carpet. Rumour has it that the
Grand High Witch is very rich because she has
a money machine that prints all currencies.
In addition there are witches all over the
world, but the sneakiest and most devilish ones are in England. Their favourite tricks
are turning children into slugs, watching parents eat their own children but their
favourite trick is the flea when the mother or father then squash their own children.
There are something called witchophiles now. They track down witches, and are trying
to track down the Grand High Witch but have not succeeded (yet).
Jessica Weir Prep IV

The Grand High Witch
Have you ever heard the Grand High Witch? Well here are
some facts about her. WARNING: may give nightmares.
Rumour has it the Grand High Witch is rolling with money
because she has a special money machine that prints all
money from different countries. The Grand High witch is
a ruler of all witches and once a year she hosts an annual
meeting, sometimes in a hotel. It is like a lesson at
school but only once a year.
All around the world there are thousands of witchophiles
(people who search for witches) but they have never ever
caught the Grand High Witch. The witches are petrified of
the Grand High Witch, that’s why they all do as she says.
She looks like any other witch, except scarier. Did you
know that the Grand High Witch is without mercy? She
doesn’t care about anyone except herself.
Florence Brenchley Prep IV

Mountain Range Pencil Drawings

Kiki Liang Prep V

Maryam Hassan Prep V

Greek Vases

Daniel Hadley-Austin Prep V
Lucia Malloch Prep V

Florence Brenchley Prep V
Ellen Gillespie Prep V

The Witches
Dear Diary,
You won’t believe what happened to me today. This afternoon my friend was in bed with
the flu, so I thought I would go and finish our amazing tree house. So I went up, my
grandma told me if I fell down I would break my leg, so I was careful. Straight away I
got to work, I wanted it to be done as soon as possible.
While I was hammering a piece of wood on to the roof I noticed that a strange lady was
looking at me, waiting for something. After a minute of silence she said to me, “I have a
present for you,” and then noticed she was wearing black gloves. I was frightened! It
was a witch that probably wanted to suck the blood out of me or worse! So I climbed
up the tree just a little further. She said, “I have a snake for you and it’s tamed but you
need to come down to get it.” I immediately climbed up, up, up and up until I couldn’t
see a thing. When my grandma shouted to me, I asked her if the witch was still there.
She said no. I came down and told her everything.
Good night, diary.
Niamh Jimmison Prep V

Dear Diary,
You won’t believe what happened to me
earlier on today. I decided to go out into
the garden and work on my tree house,
considering my best friend Timmy had
flu. Just as I was about to finish the roof,
I saw a strange woman down below. She
called, “Come down little boy, I have a
present for you.” Just as I was going to
accept her gift, which was a snake, I saw
something she was wearing: gloves.
Gloves? In the middle of winter? Ahh! It
was a witch! I was petrified. So I climbed
the tree like a monkey.
After a few hours, my grandma said, “It’s
time for supper darling,” but I said, “No!
Is the witch still there?” When I finally got
down, my grandma brought me in and we
talked all about it. She was as astonished
as me!
Oliver Andrzejczuk Prep V

The Doll
My old toy box was buried under bags of rubbish in the attic. When I was getting ready
to go to school, I peered out of the window and there peering back at me was a small
face. It looked very familiar. I walked slowly towards the window to observe the face
more carefully. Suddenly, there was a scream. I turned to look around. When I looked
back at the window I noticed the face had vanished.
I rushed downstairs to discover what the cause of the scream was. As I opened the door
my mother dragged me into the kitchen and asked, “Was that you that screamed? It
scared the life out me.”
“It wasn’t me mum, that’s why I came down, I thought it was you,” I replied.
“Where is Liz?” mother asked nervously. Liz was my twin sister. I had totally forgotten
about Liz. Every morning she would wake me up, but today she did not. Ignoring my
mother, I darted out of the door. “Liz! Liz! Where are you? Come out!” I yelled
anxiously.
I ran into every room looking behind every piece of furniture and under every table, but
I could not find her anywhere! My mother was also looking. I approached her, grabbing
her arm for support while I was catching my breath. “I can’t… find...her...anywhere,” I
said breathlessly. Then I stopped in my tracks, remembering the only place I had not
looked for Liz. My long brown hair whipped my face as I turned and sprinted up the
stairs. I sped past one corner then the next. I stopped abruptly in the middle of the
hallway, looked up and grabbed the trap door. The ladder crashed in front of me. I
pulled myself onto it. Climbing slowly up the ladder trembling, I mumbled to myself, “I
hope she is in here, I really hope she’s in here…”
I hauled myself onto the attic floor which was blanketed with dust. I noticed our old toy
box which now seemed as good as new. “That’s strange,” I thought to myself. I
scrambled towards the box but before I could touch it the lid creaked open. Then there
it was. The face I saw in the window. I scrambled backwards. Emerging out of the box
was a porcelain doll. It had short, shiny blonde curly hair. It also wore a Victorian dress
and hat. I did not have a good feeling about this. I swung the trap door open. I tried to
get down as quick as possible but my school skirt got caught on something sharp. I
tugged as hard as I could. I heard a rip but I did not care. Suddenly my feet slipped.
Everything went blank. What happened?
I opened my eyes carefully and found myself lying on the floor. Suddenly, the doll came
over to my face and whispered, “Hello Shelly, you might not believe it but I am your
sister.”
How was this possible? She told me how she went into the attic and fell into the toy
box. Mother came upstairs and I explained that the doll was Liz. I had an idea. We put
the doll back in the box and closed the lid. After a few seconds the toy box opened,
and Liz had appeared. I was so relieved. Hope nothing like that ever happens again!
Dalia Yousif Prep VI

The Lowry Gallery
Harvey Ogden Prep VI

Jake McDermott Prep VI

Star Son Prep VI
Lily Cooper-Sweeney Prep VI

Ethan Ashadu
Prep VI

Megan Blessing
Prep VI

The Return Home: Extract from the diary of Tom Adamson
I stepped out of the train and on to the platform. I looked around; no one else
stepped off the train. I walked home, lonely and tired with no one to talk to, no one to
tell my story to. I still had my rifle and kit bag over my shoulder. It was early morning,
the river glistened in the sunlight and I stopped in the middle of the briodge and looked
over the side. It was like the ripples in the river were pulling me in. I closed my eyes
and remembered Tom’s death, he ran straight into machine gun fire. I opened my eyes
fearing I might see another bad memory, and moved into town.
I walked into town and remembered all the nights the soldiers sang together and
reassured each other. I looked up from gazing at the ground and saw the Black Bull:
memories of me and my friends drinking in there after signing up. I walked in and
stood there, frozen thinking of how I hadn’t known what I was getting myself in to. I
went to the bar and ordered a drink. I began to shake. I took my drink in my hand.
When I turned around I saw a man in a soldier’s uniform. I sat down next to him. I
slowly remembered him then. “Harry?” I whispered, and he nodded. I told him the story
of the day that six of the others died and he didn’t say a word. He was silent until I was
finished, then he looked like he was going to cry. I gave him a hug and his left hand
was tapping my back. When we stopped I realised his left hand was shaky and crippled.
He saw me looking at it. “A reminder of all that happened to me and my friends.” I saw
him glance at something outside. I turned around and saw Mary. I looked back at him.
He liked Mary, they had talked when he was wounded. He had said before the war that
he wanted to marry Mary. I told him to tell her how he felt about her before it was too
late, so he got out of his chair and went outside to talk to her. I went outside to see if
she liked him too. When they started to talk, they both looked happy. I didn’t stay any
longer, I had family of my own to see.
As I walked up the road to my cottage, I wondered if my family would want me
back. I wasn’t sure but I had to try. I thought about how long I had been away. It had
been years of fighting and death. Now I was finally home but there was no one to
welcome me and the sense of dread of what might happen when I got there. I was at my
doorstep and went in. Charlie my son was there with Topper, my dog, who started
barking. Charlie went to hug me. “Why were you gone so long?” said Charlie, crying his
eyes out.
“I had to go for my country,” I replied. Scarlett, my wife, and Ruby, my daughter.
They both hugged me. “Let me and your father be alone,” said Scarlett, and the children
ran off. She said, “Now, do you want some tea?” Tell me about what really happened in
France.” She put the kettle on, then threw her arms around me and cried on my
shoulder. I was glad to be back, with peace, no guns or shells, safe and sound.

Kynan O’Sullivan Prep VI

The Return Home: Extract from the diary of Mary Crabtree
I stepped off the train, on to the platform. I was finally home. The smoke flew into
my nose and I collapsed into a fit of coughing. Thank goodness not a lot of people
were there to see it. In fact, nobody was there to see it. The platform was completely
deserted. Nothing was different; the station was exactly the same. It was like I had never left - but I most certainly had.
As I walked across the market square I saw banners and bunting hung across the
shops and all over the place. But it wasn’t for me. It was like I had been invited to a
party but when I got there it was all over. The banners were all peeled and the bunting
was drooping as if it was tired of hanging there. There were newspapers on the floor
with the headline, “The War Is Over” on them which had been trampled on and scattered
by a cold fierce wind.
Then I saw the bakery. It was small with four stone steps and on the second one,
leaning against the railing, was Mabel. “Mabel! I haven’t seen you in ages. How are
you?” I asked in amazement. It was Mabel, , the same Mabel I hung around with before
the war, the same Mabel I signed up with. I couldn’t believe it. Slowly I walked over to
her.
“I’m alright. I’ve been back for a while. I’m guessing you haven’t,” she said, pointing at my uniform. “It was awful out there,” she continued. “But I still don’t know if I
regret it. I did a lot for my country and I am glad I did.” She led me towards the warm
ovens. I told her that I felt exactly the same way, and reminded her that this was where
we used to sit, drinking hot cocoa.
“I know it’s weird,” she said, “but at least we still have each other.” I just slipped
into a daydream at that moment, thinking about the war. I had a flashback to when I
was in the ambulance down in the trenches. I had thought I was going to die. “Mary?
Mary?” Mabel’s voice brought me back to reality. She asked, “Have you been back to
see your mother yet?” When I told her no, she said, “Better go then, she will be worried
sick. I know mine was.”
“Yes, yes,” I replied, “I better get back. I will see you soon.”
As I walked along the street I wondered what it would feel like to be home. When I
was in the trenches all I ever wanted was to be home, but now I was starting to wonder.
Mother does not know I am coming back today. What will it feel like? Will she be happy
to see me? I did not have time to think because before I could turn round I was at my
door and my hand was already turning the key in the hole. Then, for the first time in
four years, I stepped inside my house. As soon as I did, I could smell a great burning
fire and hot cocoa. My glance drifted to the kitchen. Standing there was my mother.
“Mother! Mother! I shouted.
(continued overleaf)

“Mary!” she screamed, dropping her mug of
hot cocoa and running to me. She flung her
arms around me like she would never let go and
hugged me tightly. It was the best hug of my
whole life. When she finally let go, we sat by the
blazing fire and she made me a mug of hot cocoa, and another one for herself. I had thought I
would never get home, but this was the moment
that I did.

Lily Cooper-Sweeney Prep VI

The Prep. Magazine is a lunchtime club for pupils in Prep V and VI. This term’s editorial
team have had to compete with Senior Productions and extensive school sports fixtures,
and so this edition has been compiled by a team of two dedicated individuals: Maryam
Hassan and Eva Thompson, both of Prep V. Well done girls for your perseverance and
seeing this edition through to publication.
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