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Morocco

Squint through murky, sun-burnt air -
Yells of a foreign language I can almost understand.
Hunched tunnels, a sky high market.
Bubbling vats of every colour
stink of leather, felt, blood.
Men swing rabbits by the ears, casual as you please
and jackal dogs guard the doorway
to a whole labyrinth, baking under the sun.
Between burning canopy and trampled dirt
hundreds of cut-glass lanterns,
bright colours cast on muck.
Sloping mountains of
bursting watermelons
ripe mangoes
iced cherries
are pestered by fat bluebottles.
Clay walls are filled with untarnished, intricate locks
like secret doors.
A cobra sways, like it’s caught in a breeze.
And a blonde haired school girl is praised like an angel.
Feared like a ghost. 

Madeline Flaherty (12)

World War II Bomb Shelter

The lighting is dim,
The atmosphere is dead,

Soil falls through cracks in the ceiling
And onto my trembling head.

Thud, thud, thud,
Explosions all around,
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The city I know and love,
Turned to a hole in the ground.

The dry aroma
Blocking my nose,

It is hot and sweaty,
And everyone knows.

The shock and panic
Is a lot to handle,

The cramped little place
Is lit by a candle.

I can taste the mud
Filling the air,

People are scared,
Everywhere.

 Remi Obasa (13)

HIGHLY COMMENDED

Columbian Conversation

Okay, so you know the big mango tree that never go ripe and under that tree, there is an old 
house where people say a hundred children live?
Uh-huh?
Well, you know that little dog, tied to a gate who never stops barking till the sun go down?
Uh-huh?
Well, you know that smell you get when your eyes start to water and you start to drool –
Yeah, I know that smell –
Well, if you follow that smell, right up that garden path where the star fruit grow and the crickets 
hum-
Yeah, I think I know that place –
Well, when you see that house with the white paint peeling and when you open that stiff old 
door-
Uh-huh? Uh-huh?
When you open that door, and you are rugby tackled to the floor with hugs and your cheeks are 
red with pinching-
Uh- huh?
That’s home.

Aisha Mango Borja (13)
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Night Places

The night rolls down treacherous mountains,
Plunders through rivers,
Circles around fields,
Comforts, and is still.

The night listens to owl hoots,
Car horns,
Footsteps,
Delays and thinks.

The night is dark,
Cold,
Warm,
Opposite and alike.

The night speaks to trees,
Whispers to animals,
Deepens my sleep,
A place,
Where anything can happen.

Henrietta Jinivizian (10)

Oh! And What Inspired You To Write It?

This poem was written
with the breath of an African
jungle’s lungs. Where the circle of life
is sometimes a squashed oval,
but slowly shifting itself out to rights.
A place where
slow words whisper
life into the strife of God’s
creatures.
As they lie,
unaware of
the small girl, hidden in the recesses
of drip tips and lianas,
capturing their pain with
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a cheap notebook and pen.
scribbling letters onto a
piece
of the tree they used to live in.

This poem was written
in the hidden alleys
of a cramped neighbourhood
in South London. The crust of
the UK bread, that
you
pull apart and toss aside –
you feed this borough to the pigeons,
let them feast on its piles of flats
and chipped street signs.
Written for the boy in the
grey hoodie; the words ‘drop-out’
scribbled in blue Sharpie across his forehead.
Unaware
as the small girl with the
dashiki records his
hurt and lets God blot it all out.

Ink doesn’t last forever, you know.

This poem was written
on the back of a
napkin, in a diner as greasy
as the stringy strands on the waitress’s
head. As the
wrinkled stools yawn their
silvery mouths and the
aching lights shut
their eyes,
she
crinkles out, a back so weary
from holding debt,
the small girl can’t help
but exclaim, “It’ll be okay.”

Into the crippled ears of an off-white page.

This poem was written
in the white walled room
of a somewhat quiet teenager.
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No school friends up here
for fear they’d laugh at pink cupboards and
stick-on flowers.
no school friends up here for fear
of them glancing over a mosquito-bitten
shoulder, seeing the poem
being written
At 2 and a half am, where the
silence is so thick and
raw, she almost
reached out to stuff it in her
pocket, to chew on later.
Where handwriting doesn’t matter and indents file
their way in like soldiers of an army – and where the
only company is a fragment
of Heaven, written on the palms of my hands.

This poem was written
with the ink of the blood
given to me by God,
on the spare piece of paper
we all have, folded,
inside a zealous heart.

For isn’t that the place where all words start?

Opefoluwa Sarah Adegbite (13)
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