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Dear Lady Macbeth by Thea Birch Prep V 

 

Dear wife, 

 

I have so much news for you!  Firstly, you must hear about the battle with the Norwegians 

because we are the glorious victors.  Myself and Banquo led the bloodthirsty battle which 

was ferociously fought.  Despite the fact that the Thane of Cawdor is a Scot, he is a traitor 

who joined the ruthless Norwegians. 

Something unexpected and unusual suddenly happened.  We thought the sky was having a 

fit until we realised we weren’t alone… Unless we imagined it (which I think we might 

have) we saw three crooked figures emerge from the mist and gloom.  Their backs were 

like hooks which had rusted over time.  Suddenly one of them,  who I think was leading 

them, cackled, “All hail the Thane of Cawdor.”  Although I was petrified, I was also 

intrigued.  Then the other two, who were just as horrible, croaked, “All hail the King of 

Scotland.”  Then all of a sudden they disappeared into the misty fog. 

Later, when we were heading back to the King’s camp, I started wondering, “Would I really 

become King?”  Then all of a sudden we arrived.  Straight away we were congratulated by 

everyone, including King Duncan.  Surprisingly, he told me I would be the next fearless and 

ferocious Thane of Cawdor.   

I need you to prepare a magnificent feast because King Duncan is going to come and 

celebrate our amazing victory.  The mysterious witches were right about me becoming the 

Thane of Cawdor, what if I become King as well? 

 

Your ever loving husband, 

Macbeth 

 

Images from Macbeth by  Prep V 

Moaed Alhumaidi Allegra Turton Matteo Cervellione 



Easter by Prep III 

 

Easter's here! It's Easter Day! 

Time to go to church and pray! 

 

Easter's here! Jump for joy! 

Chocolate egg for each girl and boy. 

 

 

Easter's here! It's time for fun. 

Happy hunting in the springtime sun. 

Easter's here! Family feasts. 

Children chomping on delicious treats. 

Spring by Kindergarten 

Diya Naran 

William Rotheram Ava McManus 



 

Advice! by Anoush Garg Prep I 

You should never pick up sweets or chewing gum from the ground and put it in your 

mouth because it is dirty and someone might have put it in their mouth.  If you eat it you 

can get sick because germs are on it.  Also it might be pills or tablets.  If you eat it you 

might need to go to hospital because germs make you sick. 

 

The Two Little Rabbits by Alfie Fisher Prep I 

Once upon a time there were two rabbits called Tommy and Ashton.  One day the two 

rabbits went to build their own houses.  Tommy built a house of carrots and Ashton built a 

house of carrots and weaved them together.  One day a gorilla came along and said to 

Tommy, “Little rabbit, little rabbit, let me come in.” 

“Not by the hair on my skin-skin,” said Tommy. 

“Then I’ll punch and punch and throw your house down.”  The gorilla punched and 

punched and threw the house down. 

Hokusai’s The Great Wave off Kanagawa by Prep VI 

Yasmine Beswick Maryam Hassan 

Leah Burns Emily Holden 



A Daffodil by Jazz Oakes Prep I      Daffodil images by Reception) 

A daffodil has a beautiful trumpet.  It is like a golden sun.  It has got a very long stalk.  The 

leaves are thick and dark green and the petals are golden. 

Spring by Layla Rae Desai Prep I 

Spring looks like beautiful flowers swirling around the grass 

with baby lambs. 

Spring sounds like birds singing from the bushes with baby 

birds. 

Spring smells like yummy chocolate eggs and fresh grass. 

Spring tastes like hot cross buns in my mouth, with daffodils 

growing. 

Spring by Alex Kuzmins Prep I 

Spring looks like green leaves, bees flying, and 

chicks hatching out of eggs. 

Spring sounds like birds singing in the sky, and 

lambs bleating in the fields. 

Spring smells like fresh cut grass and beautiful 

flowers. 

Spring tastes like chocolate Easter eggs.  Yum-

my! 

Spring feels like little showers, and sun on our 

skin. 

Beatrice Kenyon-Leigh 

Annie 

Johnson 

Andrew Aturinda 

Thomas Gould 



A Witch’s Shopping List by Alexander Mucharwa Prep II 

 

One giant giraffe 

Two toads to frighten the 

wizard 

One scary spider 

Nine steamed dung beetles 

Four baked owl intestines 

Eight stir-fried frogs 

Seven venomous fleas 

Six toasted crocodiles 

Ten boiled fish eyeballs 

Two grilled blood 

sandwiches 

Three fried kangaroos 

One pickled zebra 

Five barbecued ants. 

Kandinsky’s Squares with Concentric Circles by Prep IV 

Aarav Garg 
Luca Cervellione Molly Torkington 

Jasmine Carroll 



Queen Victoria Fact File by Tatiana Sullivan Prep II 

 

Queen Victoria was born in London on 24th May 1819. 

Queen Victoria was home schooled. 

Her Dad died when she was one. 

She married her own cousin and when he died she wore black. 

They had nine children. 

When she was crowned Queen she had a ceremony for five hours. 

She lived in a palace and was rich. 

She became Queen in 1837. 

Her children died before she died. 

When King Albert came he gave us the idea of Christmas 

and they had fifty turkeys. 

She was the first Queen to have a photo. 

Kian Flavell  Maya Abou-Ragheb 

Skye Simpson Samuel McManus 

Colour Mixing by  Prep III 



The Beautiful Fish by Darcie Nazeri Prep II 

The beautiful fish was happy in the deep blue ocean.  One day a little fish said to him, 

“Please can I have one scale?” 

“No,” said the fish. 

He shared his troubles with a starfish.  Then he went to the octopus.  He said, “Give all the 

fish a scale.” 

So he did what the octopus said and he felt happy. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Beautiful Fish by Betsy Beau Malloch Prep II 

Once upon a time there was a little rainbow fish.  His scales were shiny and sparkly.  The 

little rainbow fish lived deep down in the blue sea. 

“Please can I have one of your shiny scales?” said the little blue fish. 

“No!” said the rainbow fish. 

“Calm down, I only want one little scale,” said the blue fish.  “Who do you think you are?” 

“Get away from me!” the rainbow fish said. 

The rainbow fish went to say exactly what happened to the little starfish.  The starfish said, 

“I can’t do anything about that, ask the wise old octopus.” 

The wise old octopus said, “Go and give the other fish a scale,” and the rainbow fish 

thought about it and he gave his scales to the fish. 



Kennings by Prep III 

 

A Kenning is a two word phrase describing an object often using a metaphor. A Kennings 

poem is a riddle made up of several lines of kennings to describe something or someone.  

Odysseus by  

Sid Ghosh  

 

Fierce-slayer 

Wise-listener 

Clever-tricker 

Brave-attacker 

Muscular-killer 

Strong-sailor 

Odysseus by  

Raj Basu  

 

Rapid-fighter 

Island-dweller 

Clever-warrior 

Mighty-sailor 

Lovely-leader 

Brave-soldier 

Odysseus by  

Alexander Hook  

 

Brave-fighter 

Cyclops-trickster 

Siren-ignorer 

Strong-attacker 

Fierce-listener 

Confident-sailor 

“Siren-ignorer” - Odysseus has his men tie him to the mast of their ship so that he can hear 

the enchanting song of the Sirens.   



Pandora’s Box by Mia Rudkin Prep V 

 

Dear Pandora, 

 

I am writing to tell you not to open the box because there could be huge dangers in the 

box, and you could get yourself in danger.  Let me tell you why. 

 

Firstly, you could hurt yourself, what if the box kills you?  This could be punishment for 

something.  Have you done something to make Zeus mad?  Do you know what happened 

to Prometheus?  Why do you even need to know what is in the box?  You have the perfect 

life.  Why would he send you a box you’re not allowed to open. 

 

Secondly, you love your husband.  You could hurt him, you could hurt yourself, you could 

hurt the world if you open the box.  Maybe Zeus sent you the box to look at because it is 

beautiful.  The box says, “Do not open,” so why are you so tempted to open it?  Don’t 

forget who gave you the box.  Zeus is known to get his revenge on people. 

 

Finally, no matter how curious you are, don’t do it.  Think of your husband Epimetheus.  

You don’t want to damage the world, do you?  All I’m saying is do not open the box.  

Remember Prometheus – if you can’t I will tell you.  Prometheus stole fire from Zeus and 

gave it to mankind, but Zeus found out and punished Prometheus by chaining him to a cliff 

for many 

years.  I can’t 

forget to tell 

you 

Prometheus is 

getting his 

liver picked 

out on a daily 

basis, how 

horrible!   

 

Now for the 

last time, do 

not open the 

box! 

 

Yours 

sincerely,  

Mia 



A Myth by Joshua Devine Prep IV 

 

Long ago far away in an extremely warm desert lived a hero called Deca.  Deca was very 

well known in the desert and let nothing stand in his way.  He was always determined to 

battle any thing or any one, so one day the king sent him on a dangerous mission to take 

the golden harp from Zeca. 

He asked the King for weapons.  The king said, “A sword and a shield.”  The next day the 

King announced that Deca is going for battle, he will fight for the golden harp.  But there 

was one person who depised Deca.  It was Zuna who was the King’s servant.  He shouted, 

“I shall go as his proctector.”  The King agreed and off they went.  They sailed for days and 

eventually arrived at the cave.   

It was all so dark.  The only light they had was a fire that Zuna had hold of.  He tried to put 

it on Deca’s head but out of nowhere came a shooting star that put the fire out.  Zuna 

stamped his foot.  The fight began.  Deca cut and cut with his sword on the tough scaly 

skin of Zeca.  Then Zuna grabbed Deca’s sword out of his hand and swung it at Deca’s 

head and accidentally let go and sliced Zeca’s head open.  The sword rebounded off the 

wall and  severed Zuna’s head.  Deca grabbed the golden harp and sailed back to the 

desert and gave the King the golden harp. 

 

A Myth by Jasmine Carroll Prep IV 

 

Long ago in the Amazon forest lived a monster called Mindra.  She was half snake, 

caterpillar, dragon and bull.  Her skin was rough and scaly and army green, with furry little 

legs so she could walk or slide.  Its wings were smooth as paper and its head was a s dark 

as mud, with a ring in its nose.  Its eyes were ruby red like fire. 

 

A Myth by Aryan Devarakonda Prep IV 

 

On an island long ago there was a very poor kingdom called Teetus.  Along the coast of 

Teetus lived the King – a rich selfish king.  However, there was a boy called Thanos.  He 

was a very tough chap.  Despite the king’s army, 

he fought against them, trying to claim some 

money. 

One day the King Titus said, “Go, defeat the 

insanely hard Gronclus and bag yourself a 

mansion full of gold.”  Thanos was exhilarated, 

he could do his community so much good, so he 

went to pray.  Zeus gave him an unbreakable 

shield and mythical sword.  He said, “Gronclus is 

shedding scales tonight.  You need to over 

work it to make it sleep.” Spike by Mason Bennett Prep IV 



Captured by the Romans! by Donya Hedayati Prep III 

Dear Mum, 

I can’t begin to explain how awful it has been.  I was captured by the Romans and taken as 

a slave.  We marched day and night with no water.  I’m exhausted!  I cannot even take a 

break.  I don’t get enough food.  I wish I did not go there.  I want to come back!  They are 

rubbish and really mean and horrible.  We have been training to be a gladiator and often 

get hurt. 

 

Captured by the Romans! by Eni Adedeji Prep III 

 

Dear Tanaka, 

I can’t really explain it.  I haven’t got the words.  Today was so stressful.  I got captured by 

the Romans and taken as a slave.  I had a long journey to Rome and for training.  The staff 

are really strict but on the good side I get a lot of food.  I do lots of training.  I was so sad 

to get separated from you, Mum, Trevor, Twanda, Eldon and Dad.  I hope the brothers 

don’t get hurt.  I can’t write any more because time is running out.   

Love you, 

Eni 

 

Captured by the Romans! by Safiya Rajpura Prep III 

 

Dear Mum and Dad, 

Life has been HORRIBLE!  I got captured by the Romans sold as a slave.  We were forced 

to march day and night with no food and barely any water.  Quite a lot of us didn’t survive 

the journey.  But finally we got to Rome and we were sold.  By the way on the journey I 

caught asthma.  If I did something wrong I got whipped.  It was awful.  Once I met all the 

trainers, they were horrible, ugly and gross.  The chef’s food was disgusting.  When I was 

fully trained I was ready to do proper fighting as a gladiator.  I was so scared and nervous!  

I mean, if I lose I’ll be stabbed.  To death!  Which hopefully didn’t happen.  He was really 

weak.  After I had the 

worst argument ever 

with the umpire!  So 

instead of a gladiator I 

had to try out to be a 

miner.  There was a rock 

slide and I said, “I want 

to be a gladiator again!”  

So I dug a tunnel all the 

way to the Colloseum 

and asked to be a 

gladiator again and – 

phew! – they said yes. 



Impossible Gifts by Sabri Kaya Prep IV 

 

These are the gifts I would, 

If l could, 

Give to you 

 

The most beautiful star in the universe. 

The most softest silkiest pillow in the whole world. 

The most smoothest dolphin in the ocean. 

The whisper of a breeze in the deepest darkest forests. 

The first star that appears at night time. 

The last head of a yellow daffodil. 

The most softest puppy in the whole world. 

The  breath of my sweet kisses. 

The last flower to fall in spring. 

The most precious diamond from the deepest mine in Africa. 

 

These are the gifts I would, 

If I could, 

Give to you 

 

Mountain Range by Matteo Cervellione Prep V 



Postcard from Sparta to Athens by Alia Zaki Prep V 

 

Dear Dino, 

 

I am writing to you to explain to you how much better my life as a Spartan boy is.  Well 

firstly, if you have a weak baby, which you probably do, that baby will be loved and 

adored, whereas in Sparta if you were not strong enough then you will be abandoned and 

left to die on a steep, pointy, cold, gloomy and dangerous mountain. 

 

While you boys go to school in order to read, write, play music, recite poems and drama, 

us men are training to become fierce and merciless warriors as we are taught to fight, steal, 

and all the other important skills to become true warriors.  Your girls are not trained to 

become real women, instead I bet your girls just sit there looking pretty, sewing, cooking, 

cleaning, weaving and raising puny children, unlike our women who hunt, wrestle, learn 

athletics and gymnastics, and fighting skills.  We are so tough that our teachers train us so 

hard that some of us die during childhood.  They must have been too weak to handle a 

simple training programme and they are a disgrace!  I honestly do not know how the 

doctors misdiagnosed them. 

 

Your biggest and worst enemy, 

Kosta 

Medusa by Prep V 

Allegra Turton 

Thea Birch 



Reception’s Early Writers 

Christian Hook 

Tanisha Joshi 

Oliver Wittering 



Coming Home by Lukee Holding Prep VI 

Wednesday 24th March 1919 

The train pulled away leaving me with silence.  It wasn’t a very popular stop so it gave me 

a peaceful walk up to the River Wharfe.  I ascended the stairs which I had come down all 

those years ago.  I paced up the hill to the river, staring at the floor, feeling weirdly dizzy.  

Across in the field a lamb pranced about as if nothing had ever happened.  I envied it. 

As I walked over the bridge the calm waters caught my attention.  As I leant over the 

bridge, immediately a great sadness came over me.  The flashes of people in their last 

moments before the staccato rattle of machine guns and rifles hit them; seeing Jake run 

off into No Man’s Land, never to be seen again.  I was about to cry when the train 

reminded me to get going with a clanking of its pistons and a tooting of its whistle.  

Trudging down the hill, I suddenly realised there might be crowds of people cheering and 

waving at me.  I didn’t feel like crowds anymore.   

As I walked back into Otley, the streets were deserted.  Snow was starting to fall and my 

nine fingers stung in the cold.  Weather-beaten leaves swirled around in the wind in a 

frenzy as though to catch each other, and a thin mist seemed to be rolling in.  “Well, what 

a welcome!” I thought to myself.  The only person in sight was the postie whistling 

cheerfully to himself. 

Across in the market square I saw the Black Bull pub.  Just as it always had been, but with 

no-one in it except for two sullen people sitting on opposite sides of the room.  “Why not 

a scotch before home?” I murmured.  So ducking under the pub’s low lintel, I went in.  I 

recognised the person sitting in the corner.  It 

was Percy.  Silently I bought a drink and sat in 

front of him.  Percy looked surprised for a 

second then put his mug on the table. “Well 

hello Tom,” he whispered gruffly. 

“I haven’t seen you in years,” I replied. 

“Now what do you think about signing up?  I 

tell you, we are the lucky ones here,” stated 

Percy. 

“Yes, the real heroes are the ones still on the 

battlefield,” I muttered thoughtfully. 

“You seem to have got out OK,” observed 

Percy, eyeing me up and down. 

“I know, I feel very guilty about Jack,” I 

muttered sadly. 

“These things happen, we all ran the same risk,” 

replied Percy calmly. 



“Well, I’d better be going.  Bye.  Let’s meet again tomorrow.”  I went to shake his hand but 

to my surprise his sleeve was empty, so I just tipped my helmet and left. 

Over in the other corner next to the door was Bill, the person that told me not to go to 

war.  I turned my head away in shame as I walked through the threshold of the door.   

On my way back through the square I could see bunting cut in half and torn Union Jack 

flags strewn across the cobbled stones.  A poster of Lord Kitchener’s face and finger 

showed, still pointing at me.  I didn’t feel pride any more.  A once massive poster on the 

wall that used to say, “Our Brave Soldiers Will Never be Forgotten,” was now just a 

weather worn tatter, the words saying, “Soldiers… Forgotten…” 

On my way home I suddenly grew very tense.  What would Ethel say?  Would she be glad 

or angry?  Sad?  Would she even be there and alive?  Trudging back up the hill reminded 

me of when I was a school boy coming home, running up the hill.  Now I was a changed 

man coming back from a hideous war. 

There was the garden, kept neatly cut and trimmed, and the door was ajar.  This 

combination of sights gave me hope that she was in.  Nervously I walked up the steps to 

the red door, which had some new scratches in it, which confused me.  Now was the big 

moment.  Stepping in, I found it silent.  My hopes were dissolving fast.  Suddenly the 

sound of steps came through and 

someone appeared  in the door.  It was 

Ethel.  With a cry she dropped her iron 

and ran to me, and we embraced.  For 

the first time in four years I dropped 

my rifle.  After a lot of hugging and 

screaming, she calmed down and sat 

me in my chair.  “Wait here, I’ve got a 

surprise for you.” 

“This might explain the scratches on 

the door,” I thought to myself.  A 

minute later a dog burst into the room 

and jumped onto my lap.  “Now you’ve 

got your friend to keep you company, 

I’ll get you a cuppa.” 

I got the fire going and sat back in my 

chair.  Tears of happiness and sadness 

came to my eyes.  After the horrors of 

the war, I was safe at home.  The war 

had ended and I was alive. 

 



Arachne’s Challenge by Craig Matika Prep V 

 

I shall challenge Athena and defeat the god 

Athena in a weaving competition. 

I must show you gods and goddesses that you 

should think twice about stepping foot in our 

world. 

I can’t believe the nerve of that so called great 

goddess. 

I’ll show her! 

I may be mortal but I need to show that 

pathetic and puny Athena that she has nothing 

on me. 

I will win with my realistic tapestry. 

My loom will intimidate you. 

 

By agreeing with my boastful ways, I ought to have been more humble. 

Using the brain the gods gave me I should have known better than to challenge the 

amazing Athena. 

Turning back time would be my only wish. 

Now I must live life spinning and scaring as a horrible hairy spider. 

Isaac Burrows by  

Isaac Burrows Prep  II 



The River Thames by Chun Ka Leong Prep V 

 

The River Thames is the second longest river in the UK.  It is the mother river of the UK.  

Its source is in Thames Head and its mouth is in the North Sea Estuary.  It is located in 

London.  It passes through Oxford, London, Reading, Windsor, Henley-on-Thames.  This 

river’s length is 346km. 

 

Importance 

This river is important because London grew up near it.  This river is also used to cool and 

generate electricity and was used for transporting goods in the past.  The river Thames is 

able to sustain life, improve trade and travel links.  Without the Thames, London would not 

even exist! 

 

When it froze 

The river was frozen in 1814.  The ice was so solid that an elephant walked on the ice.  

People had a frost fair on the ice.  They ate oxen and gingerbread.  They drank gin and 

played skittles. 

 

How is it used now? 

A tunnel was built in 1843 by Marc Brunel.  Although this river is used for tourism the river 

is also used by London Underground today between Wapping and Rotherhithe. 

 

Bridges 

The river passes through London Bridge, Tower Bridge, Waterloo Bridge and Westminster 

Bridge.  It is also used for ships. 

 

Swan Upping 

The baby swans are counted by the worshipful Vinters and Dyer.  These companies will let 

the Queen know how many swans she can eat throughout the year. 

 

Did you know? 

The river is called the Isis when it flows through Oxford. 

 



Self Portraits by Prep I 
Ivanna Murenzi 

Zahra Rajpura Layla Rae Desai 

Ruby Webb 



Miranda Lee  

Abigail Ankunda  

Molly Torkington  

These are the gifts I would, if I could, give to you… 
The most precious diamond ring in the most precious 

shop. 
The most delicate diamond in the universe. 

The most courageous warrior so no one harms you. 
The first breath of a baby lamb. 

The last bird to fly away from England to go to a new 
climate. 

The first puppy who was born the first day of creation. 
The last star to appear on a Sunday night. 

The softest pillow in history. 
The last kiss that I gave you. 

The whisper of love from deep inside my heart. 
These are the gifts I would, if I could , give to you. 

 
Joel Taylor 

These are the gifts I would, if I could, give to you... 
The most beautiful lace from Queen Victoria‘s wedding gown. 

The most courageous soldier from World War I. 
The first sight of a new born baby lamb. 

The last star to appear the night before Christmas. 
A whisper of happiness and good fortune upon you. 
A breath of love and harmony stroking your face.   

 
Luca Barooah  

These are the gifts I would, if I could, give to you… 
The most precious diamond ring from the deepest part of 

Africa. 
The most courageous Hercules from an ancient Greek temple. 
The most delicate feather from the first bird in the universe. 

A whisper of the gentle breeze of the Arabian desert. 
A breath of love and hugs with the sweetest flower. 

The most gentle puppy in the universe. 
The most beautiful shooting star in the evening sky. 

The strongest lion in the whole galaxy. 
The first puppy in the universe. 

The last hug and kiss in the whole world. 
 

Dexter Kenny 

Impossible Gifts by Prep IV 



Lowry’s People by Prep VI 

Prep VI painted figures in the style of L.S. Lowry and tried to imagine what these people 

were like and what they might be doing… 

William is five. It is Saturday morning and 

he is throwing snowballs as he follows his 

dad to work. William is cheeky and 

mischievous; he has a brother who is 

seven and a four week-old sister at home. 

William’s dad is in a mood because of the 

snowballs.    Owen Thorpe 

Cedric waits for 

his bus into 

town where he 

works in a 

factory. His 

shift starts at 9 

o’ clock and 

ends at 5 o’ 

clock. He is only 

paid £10 a 

week. Cedric 

wishes he could 

find a new job… 

Alfie Dickinson 

Bruce is on his way to his job as an 

ambulance driver. He wears a dirty 

yellow neon jacket that is slightly 

too big. His grubby yellow cap 

keeps the dust and smoke out of 

his face. It is cold today so he has 

his old scarf with him. 

Lucia Malloch 

Dan has let his friend’s dog, Lulu, off the lead in the park 

and she has run off. If Dan cannot find her, his friend will 

never speak to him again… 

Leah Burns  

Joe is a policeman whose son has a “snow-

day” and is bothering him. Joe is not excited 

about work and hates his job. His son I 

talking too much and asking lots of 

questions. Joe hurt his back yesterday 

whilst catching a shoplifter.  He is not 

married.                          Florence Brenchley 



Spring Flowers by Prep III 

 

A nice pink bunch as they look 
around. 

They see a storm and start to frown. 

The orange ones glow and have  

A shiver 

Will they be prepared for the storm? 

Hannah Norton 

 

White as snow shine, yellow as 

A mouse sneaking into the 

Dark. 

Samual McManus 

 

 

 

As blue as the night sky 

Its bells facing down 

As it shines in the dawn 

The beautiful sight 

Today and tomorrow 

The shine in the 

Night sky 

Is there. 

Raj Basu 

Daniel Amorim-Hunter 

Oscar Turley 

Layla Rae Desai 

Lucie Blake 

Ruby Webb 

Spring Lambs 
by Prep I 



Isabelle Harrison 

Sara Grzybowska 

Oliver Wittering 

Beatrice Kenyon-Leigh 

Reception’s Early Writers 



Poppy Boyes 

Monoyo Okome William Rotheram 

Diya Naran 

Straw Sounds by Kindergarten 



Andy Warhol Prints by Prep II 

Angel Oxley 

Raghav Nijhawan 

Cassius Ball 

Alexander Mucharwa 

Ellie Stewart 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Andy_Warhol

