


Dear Reader,

Welcome to the seventh annual collection of winning entries from the Putney High School
Creative Writing Competition.

This year, students in Years 7, 8 and 9 were once again invited to demonstrate their flair for
storytelling and imaginative thinking. Across a range of subjects - Classics, Design Technology,
Geography, History and Religious Studies - they completed extended writing tasks, before
selecting their favourite piece to submit over the Easter break. Each English teacher then chose a
class winner, and the English Department had the pleasure of selecting one overall winner for
each year group.

In the pages ahead, you will find the winning entries from five Year 7 classes, five Year 8 classes
and six Year 9 classes, including the three overall champions whose work concludes each section.
While some entries have been lightly edited for publication, they were chosen for the originality
of their ideas, their expressive voice and the spirit of creativity they embody.

Next year marks a bold new chapter for the competition, with an exciting revamp in the works.
We can't wait to share what's coming. Until then, we hope you are inspired and entertained by
the brilliant work of our young writers.

Antony Barton
Head of English



7FGElla s
Bitter Battles
The moment | took the cross, | didnt know what it would cost me.

It was 1095. The air in Clermont was sharp with cold, but the crowd felt warm and alive with
energy. Peasants, knights, priests, all standing together, listening to the voice of Pope Urban Il
rise above us. His words were like a fire that spread through the crowd.

“Jerusalem is under the control of the infidels,” he declared. “God's city is waiting to be freed.
Who will fight for it?”

| didn’t know much about war, but something inside me stirred. There was a power in his words.
A call that couldn’t be ignored. | felt it deep in my chest. | tore a piece of cloth from my tunic, tied
it around my arm, and stood tall. In that moment, | became a Crusader.

| was sixteen, just a boy, but | believed | was answering something greater than myself. | believed
| was doing the right thing.

The journey was harder than | imagined. We marched through the harshest weather, bitter cold
nights and boiling hot days. There were thousands of us, all marching toward the same goal.
Knights in shining armour, merchants with their carts, and peasants like me. But not everyone
made it. The road was filled with death. Men who had promised to fight beside us fell from
sickness, hunger, and exhaustion.

One evening, a young boy came to me. He was barely older than my little brother, his eyes wide
with fear.

“Will we make it to Jerusalem?” he asked.

| wanted to tell him yes, but the truth was, | wasn't sure anymore. | had seen so many fall already.
| didn't have the strength to promise him anything.

When we reached Nicaea, we faced our first battle. The Turks were waiting for us. Their arrows
were like rain, fast and deadly. | saw men fall around me, bodies crumpling to the ground. It was
chaos. | wasn't ready for it. | wasn't ready for the sound of steel meeting steel, or the cries of men
dying in the dirt.

Henri, a knight | had admired, took an arrow straight through his eye. He fell from his horse without
a sound, his eyes still open in disbelief. I'll never forget the look on his face.

We won, but it didn't feel like a victory. The cost was too high.

We pressed on, through the heat, through the hunger. When we reached Antioch, we were weak
and starving, barely hanging on. The siege lasted months. | watched men fight over scraps of
food, some even stealing from one another. | saw one man steal bread from a child. | didn’t know
who we were fighting for anymore.

But finally, we took Antioch. The city was ours. But the streets were full of the dead, and | couldn’t
shake the faces of those we had killed. | buried a child there, a child who could have been my
sister.



When we reached Jerusalem in June 1099, it felt like a dream. The city of God. But when we laid
siege to the walls, the dream quickly turned into a nightmare. The fighting was brutal. The noise
of battle was deafening - men shouting, swords clashing, arrows flying.

And then, when the walls fell and we poured into the city, | felt nothing but emptiness. We fought,
we killed, we conquered. But at what cost?

The streets of Jerusalem were littered with bodies. | could not tell who a soldier was and who was
a civilian. We had done what we set out to do, but | couldn’t help but wonder had we become the
very thing we swore to defeat? We had claimed God’s city, but at what cost to our souls?



7FM Jasmine P
Out of Time

“What am | going to do? Oh... my son, my beautiful son.” | gazed into the eyes of my child, my
sweet innocent child and then into the unforgiving waters beyond. "Why has such terrible
misfortune come upon us?” | shouted into the night. When the Pharaoh announced the new rule,
| had done all | could to keep my boy safe, but he was older now... it wasn't fair to him, to grow
up in hiding like this. But... no, | didn’t want to think it. “What if he doesn't survive?” | glanced at
the sky waiting for it to tell me the answers. Nothing. | guess | just had to wait.

As soon as the moon rose, | knew it was time. No one would hear it. | placed little Moses into my
hand-woven basket and walked quietly to the riverside. "Ok... three... two... one... Stop!” The
voice echoed round my head. | couldnt do it. | ran back to the house, baby in arms. “You will
always be mine,” | whispered softly.

| tried again and again. Every night | went back to the waterside, but | just couldn’t do it. The
Pharaoh’s stupid guards would be coming tomorrow. | had to do it. No second chances.

The next day was a busy day. It was one thing that all the families were in panic and denial, the
sons hiding, doing anything they could. But we also had to keep working! My back ached as the
sun beat down on my shoulders making my fingers hurt. | straightened up as | tried to finish this
cloak. Only 55 to go. I sighed. | had run out of wool. Just as | went back inside to fetch some more,
there was a knock at the door. My heart beat. Time stood still.

| had run out of time.

“Umm... Darling, could you answer the door?” | said to my daughter as she came in. She
obediently went to the door. That bought me some time.

“We have come to check you have rid your house of all males,” boomed one of the men.

With that, | took Moses in my arms and ran to the waterside. | slipped on to my knees, kissed his
forehead and, asking God to forgive me, watched my baby float away. No! My heart ached with
more sorrow than everyone in the world. | wept.

Some time later...

As time went on, | hadn't forgotten Moses; he was in my heart, in every move made. My every
thought was consumed by him and how | made the wrong choice.

“Ma. Ma!” my daughter called from further down the water. “l have an idea.”

As she led me, | saw Moses! My darling boy being cared for in the walls of the Pharaoh'’s palace.
A wave of relief swept over me. He was alive! "What's your idea love?” | asked confused. This was
all well and good but what could we do?

“Well, I thought...” She told me her idea. | must admit it was quite outrageous. But brilliant also.

What was this idea, you say? Well, I'm to be a nanny for Moses. Working for the Pharaoh. What
could possibly go wrong?



7GS Meher B
Cold-Blooded Killer

It was the fourteenth night of Nissan when it happened. Many were looking forward to Nissan -
the month when the barley would ripen, the sun would emerge from the gloomy clouds and the
bare trees would soon be filled with sweet fruits and fragrant blossoms. Not this Nissan.

The Egyptians had suffered greatly from the wrath of God. Punishment after punishment had been
inflicted until there was nothing left. No barley or wheat to harvest, no juicy fruits to pick, not even
a sun to brighten the endless darkness. This Nissan was a sign that inevitable death was on its way.

As the people of Egypt lay in their beds, praying to survive another day, God’s final punishment
was taking place. Hidden in the heavy blanket of darkness, the silent killer leisurely passed
through the sleeping city, believing that there were no witnesses to her merciless murders.

Even cold-blooded killers make mistakes.

Baako sat on his bed, wide awake. He seemed to have forgotten how to sleep. Every time he
closed his eyes, horrible memories flooded his mind. His mother slowly dying, boils and burns
covering her pale, under-nourished body. His father being crushed to death by the sick cattle, his
agonising screams still ringing in Baako's ears. His younger sister lying on her deathbed, breathing
unsteadily as she gave in to the lethal virus that was taking over her body...

It was unbearable. So, for this reason, Baako was waiting for yet another sleepless night to pass
by. This was not a normal night though. This night, Baako felt something strange. There was no
logic behind it; it was more of an instinctive feeling that something was off. Clambering out of his
tiny cloth bundle that he called a bed, Baako walked across his mud-brick house and peered
through the large gap in the bricks. He couldn’t see much in the pitch black, so he decided to step
outside to see what was going on. After all, what did he have to lose? Everything and everyone he
loved were gone.

Stumbling outside, Baako shivered as the cold, biting wind lashed his cheeks. Nevertheless, he
kept on walking, sharp stones piercing his filthy bare feet. Just when he was about to give up,
Baako saw a golden light flash from a distance.

“Who could be flashing light in the middle of the night?” Baako wondered.

Once he had neared the light's source, Baako hid behind a mud-house and squinted at the bright
light. It no longer looked so inviting - the blinding shine gave an eerie vibe. The light moved,
floating eerily in the night sky. Baako gazed at it curiously, wondering what on earth it could be.
Suddenly, the light swooped down. It had locked eyes with Baako. Baako stood, glued to the
ground. He tried to run, to scream, to do something - but he couldn’t. All he could do was stare at
the two pupilless eyes that were holding him in his place. The light started to form an outline of a
shape - a body.

“Is it an angel?” Baako thought.

But this angel didn’t have wings or a pretty halo on her head. This angel had no face, only a pool
of blackness with two fiery eyes blazing fiercely. This angel had no limbs; the ominous light
concealed her body. This angel was an undefeatable predator, hungry for her prey. The angel

floated up to Baako whilst he struggled to break out of the angel’s hypnotic hold on him.

“Thou be the firstborn of thy sinful people of Egypt,” she rasped.



"My parents weren't sinful!” Baako managed to choke out.

“Hush, foolish child. Thou shall pay for disrespecting the Holy Lord,” the angel continued. “Thou
shall fall from the hand of the Lord and die today.”

“I don't care if you kill me - at least | will get to join my family,” Baako said bravely.

“Thou shall be punished for foolish words; thou shall pay for sins in the eternal torture of Hell.”
Before Baako could say another word, the angel had started her deadly spell. Painstakingly, the
angel burnt Baako's body, silencing Baako’s agonising shrieks with a wave of her hand. She

watched as Baako disintegrated into ash.

"Another one finished. A talkative one, too - interrupting my spell. The nerve!” the angel thought
to herself.

And like this, the angel continued her killings, savouring the silence of the night. For she knew,
that when morning arrived, the screams from the devastated people of Egypt would be heard
from even the Lord's skies above.



7SMMilaT
The Fire That Did Not Burn

It was evening, and | was high up on the cliffs, watching over my sheep. The sky was slowly turning
from gold to deep purple, like a giant painting being brushed by the hand of the gods. The air
was cool and quiet, and the mountain wind whistled around the rocks like a lonely flute. | liked
being alone up there. Just me, the sheep, and the stars slowly waking up above. The mountain
was rocky and rough, with sharp stones and steep paths. My sheep munched on dry grass, and |
leaned on my staff, thinking about nothing much. Just a normal night... until | saw it.

A flicker. Wait, no. A flame.

At first, | thought it was lightning, but there were no clouds. Then | thought maybe another
shepherd had started a fire. But no... it was a bush. A bush on fire, glowing on the edge of the
cliff. The fire was bright, blazing like the powerful sun, but the bush didn't burn. The leaves didn't
wither; the branches didn’t break. It burned, but it didn’t burn up.

My mouth went dry. My heart skipped. | stepped back, but my feet felt frozen. The fire crackled
softly, like it was whispering secrets.

Then the voice came.
"Moses! Moses!”

The voice was like thunder wrapped in honey - strong, but somehow gentle too. It filled the
mountain, like it was coming from everywhere at once. | dropped to my knees behind a large rock.
| didn’t want the voice to see me. | didn't know what was happening, but | knew it was something
holy.

| saw Moses step closer to the bush. He looked like a man pulled by the wind. Then the voice said,
“Do not come any closer. Take off your sandals, for the place where you are standing is holy
ground.”

Holy ground? | had walked this cliff so many times, just thinking of it as a path for my sheep. But
now it felt like a piece of heaven had touched it. The burning bush made the rocks glow like gold.
The air was thick with something | couldn’t explain - not smoke, but something sacred.

The voice said it was the God of the Israelites - the God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob. It said it
had seen the pain of His people in Egypt. He was going to rescue them... and Moses would be
the one to lead them.

My hands shook. | was just a poor shepherd, used to feeding sheep and fighting off foxes. But
now | was seeing something more powerful than Pharaoh. More powerful than anything.

| stayed hidden until the light faded and the voice was gone. The stars above twinkled like tiny
eyes watching me. My sheep were quiet. Even they seemed to know something great had

happened.

As | climbed down the mountain that night, | felt changed. | had seen a miracle. | had heard the
voice of a living god. And even though | was just a shepherd, alone on a rocky cliff...

| knew | would never forget the fire that did not burn.



7SG Anirdeshya R YEAR 7 WINNER

Saved

The sun beat down mercilessly, its heat pressing on my shoulders as | crouched in the tall reeds
along the Nile. My heart pounded in my chest, every beat filled with a desperate mix of fear and
hope. There, drifting on the slow-moving water, was my baby brother Moses, wrapped snugly in
the basket our mother had woven. It was the only way we could save him from Pharaoh'’s cruel
decree: that all Hebrew boys be thrown into the river to drown or be killed. This was our last
chance.

| had watched my mother make the basket with such careful hands, her eyes clouded with worry
but filled with love. She whispered prayers as she set Moses in the basket, pushing it gently into
the water. She kissed his forehead one last time before turning away, leaving him to the river's
mercy. | had promised her | would watch from the shore, keeping him safe - though | feared every
moment the basket would slip out of sight, carried away by the current.

The basket bobbed gently on the water, moving slowly away from me, and every second
stretched longer than the last. My eyes stayed fixed on it, watching with a fear | could not shake. |
prayed silently, hoping beyond hope that he would be spared.

Then, suddenly, | heard a voice - a soft, clear voice - floating across the water. It was a woman'’s
voice, one | knew all too well. | stiffened, my breath catching. Pharaoh’s daughter. What was she
doing here?

| shrank deeper into the reeds, my heart racing. | could barely see her, but | could hear her feet
brushing the riverbank, her servants murmuring behind her as they prepared to fetch water.
Pharaoh’s daughter walked slowly toward the edge of the river, her golden jewellery gleaming in
the sunlight. She stopped. And then, to my horror, she noticed the basket.

| pressed myself into the shadows, praying she wouldn't look my way, that she wouldn't see
Moses. | watched her carefully as she crouched beside the water, her delicate fingers reaching
toward the basket. She hesitated for only a moment before lifting it with surprising gentleness,
her face unreadable. Then, she peered inside.

My heart stopped. For a long, unbearable moment, she simply stared at Moses. | couldn’t breathe.
What would she do? What would happen to him now?

Unexpectedly, her face softened. Her eyes filled with something | hadn't anticipated -
compassion. She gazed at Moses, her expression changing from confusion to something gentler,
as though the child in her arms had somehow already claimed a place in her heart. For a brief
second, | saw a flicker of wonder in her eyes as she held him close, her fingers brushing his soft,

dark hair.

“This is one of the Hebrews’ children,” she murmured, as if trying to make sense of what she was
seeing. Her voice was low, almost to herself. | had no idea what she would do next. Would she
obey her father's command, or would she spare him?

The Pharaoh’s daughter looked at her attendants, who stood in the background, waiting for
orders. | couldnt move. | couldnt even breathe. But then, just as | thought the worst would

happen, she cradled Moses closer, as if she had already made up her mind.

“Is there no one who can care for him?” she asked, her voice soft but resolute.




| couldnt hold back any longer. | stepped from the reeds, my heart racing. “Shall | go and call a
nurse for the child?” My voice trembled, barely above a whisper.

Pharaoh’s daughter turned to me, her gaze narrowing in curiosity. She studied me for a moment,
and for a heartbeat, | feared she would see through my quiet desperation. But then she nodded,
her face calm.

“Yes,” she said gently. “Go find a nurse.”

| didn't waste a second. My feet flew over the ground as | ran to our mother, who was waiting for
me just out of sight. | barely held back my excitement as | pulled her back to the riverbank. When
we arrived, the Pharaoh’s daughter was still standing there, holding Moses in her arms, her face
serene.

| had done it. | had saved my brother.

As | watched my mother step forward, | knew that this was just the beginning. Moses, my baby
brother, was meant for something greater than any of us could have imagined. And no matter
what would come, | would be there, watching over him, guarding his future, every step of the
way.




8FG Penelope C
The Stilling of the Storm

| will never forget that day. That day that made me question reality. It was the most shocking, or
maybe one of the most astonishing miracles that Jesus has ever performed; he has made so many
things happen that | never would have thought possible, but this was the most awesome by far. |
must sound mad or somewhat dramatic, but the stilling of a storm was an incredible experience.

It was a pleasant, balmy evening and the sun was melting into the horizon when the other
disciples, Jesus and | decided to take a boat out to sea. This was hardly an irregular occurrence
in our daily lives, so we thought nothing of it, yet nothing could have prepared us for what was to
come. No sooner had we set off on our journey when an utterly monstrous storm whipped up
over the rippling water, giving us no warning whatsoever. We were completely unprepared,
seeing as this was meant to be on ordinary trip. At first it was only a few drops of rain and a slight
wind, but before long a terrible gale swept in and the rain and hail come down in sheets,
pummelling our small boat. It was a dreadful storm, one like none | had ever seen before, and |
am a very experienced fisherman, so | have had my fair share of storms. The sky was a writhing
mass of growling, busting clouds that lashed out at us ruthlessly. | was genuinely terrified, and |
believed we would all perish in this vicious weather. The merciless rain was slowly filling up the
boat, so we madly scooped water out in vain, working ourselves up into a state of chaos.

Meanwhile, during the turmoil of all this, Jesus was peacefully asleep at the back of the boat on a
cushion, blissfully oblivious to our fear and the torrential rain that was filling up our tiny vessel, bit
by bit. | rushed to him and shouted to drown out the storm, “Teacher, do you not care if we all
perish!”, for we were sure this storm would be the death of us. Yet Jesus remained in a serene
state and gradually awoke. He merely questioned why we were being such cowards - did we not
believe in his powers? Of course, | believed in him, | would trust him with my life a thousand times
over. However, in that single moment, | believed we would all die; | was desperate for my life, and
for the lives of my companions. So, what did Jesus do? He simply commanded the storm to stop,
and it... it did. Just like that, in the blink of an eye, as if nothing had ever been there before. At the
snap of a finger, it was as if the world had cut out or time had halted.

We were caught in a pocket of stillness and peace, everything suddenly just... stopped. It was like
a wrinkle, a ridge in the concept of time that glitched, and nature halted into still flatness. Time
was sliced apart, leaving a gas with nothing but empty, serene tranquillity.

The silence was thick and feelable, like a living, breathing thing that was impenetrable. There was
not a single ripple on the once churning sea; it was as if the storm had never happened.

The world held its breath.

After that, an overwhelming, powerful fear came, thick and fast. It was suffocating and stifling,
filling my throat with shaky breaths. | staggered back, stunned in a startling awe: | was rattled, truly
shaken by what had happened.

My past fear of the storm was nothing compared to this newfound realisation that settled over me
like a heavy cloud. It was as if Jesus had stopped time.



8FM Julia F
A Storm

We were simply a speck on this great expanse of a lake, Lake Galilee, in our small, quaint boat,
gently swaying in the settling ripple of waves. The sun had only just set, painting the sky with soft
hues of pink and gold, a canvas of resonant, gentle auburns and hints of purples. The air was rich
and calm, with only a slight breeze that made the water shimmer under the fading light and the
playful, slightly deceiving, shadows. | could taste the slight saltiness of the water under my tongue
as the gentle warmth of the evening sun brushed my face. It was a peaceful evening - a perfect
evening. Until it wasn't.

It felt like the end. The wind started howling, a monster woken up from beneath the sea. The
waves began crashing, higher and higher, a strong slap against the sides of our boat, stronger
and stronger, soaking us through. My heart was pounding, a deafening, tumultuous sound in my
ears as the rain thundered down in sheets; it was as if the sky was being torn apart. | could barely
breathe as the waves slammed into me, shoving me into the damp, weakened wood that made
up our boat. We were going to die, and we all knew it. Yet, for some reason, | couldn’t accept this
as my fate: | wanted to fight, to fight for my life, with any energy or power | could find in me. But
there wasn't any left.

Jesus. Jesus could save us... “Teacher!” | cried, my strained voice lost in the midst of all the chaos
and screams. Where was he? | spotted him; | ran over, to find him sleeping. Sleeping. Sleeping as
our lives were coming to an end, as we drowned, as the waves and the wind attacked us, draining
all the life we had left inside of us. He simply lay there, a peaceful expression across his face,
completely unbothered and unaware of everything that was happening. You would have thought
that he was on the beach, in his bed, anywhere but here. | was desperate, my brain a whir of
confusion and frenzy. | frantically shook him by the shoulder; “Teacher,” | repeated, “don't you
care if we drown?” He opened his eyes, looked at me and simply closed them again.

Jesus didn’t move; he just stayed there. And for just a second, | thought perhaps he hadn’t heard
me properly, or | thought maybe he just didn't care: maybe he didn't care about us at all. But then,
he opened his eyes. Slowly, like he had been waiting for this moment all along, he stood up. The
boat rocked wildly beneath his feet, but he was steady. His gaze didn't shift to the roaring storm.
Instead, he looked at the disciples.

He didn't shout. He didn't panic. He didn't even look afraid. He simply said, in the calmest voice:
“Quiet. Be still.”

A tranquillity set over the lake. It was as if the world had taken a breath, everything was perfectly
still. The deafening, treacherous sound of the wild sea thrashing was replaced with only the sound
of the soft lapping of the water against the boat. The air was cool, and there was a peaceful quiet
cloaking us all. The fear that had gripped us was replaced with something new. It wasn't just the
calm of the sea; it was the calm that only Jesus could bring.

It felt like time had slowed down. The sky had cleared, the wind was at rest, and the moon
glistened on the smooth surface of the water. Everything was so peaceful, so serene, and | felt a
deep, unexplainable sense of peace inside myself as well.

As we made our way across the lake, no one spoke for a long time - we didn't need to. The silence
was peaceful, not uncomfortable. We were all thinking the same thing: “Who is this man? Even
the wind and the waves obey him.”



8GS Georgia H
The Feeding of the Five Thousand

The sun glided across the sky, pulling the fresh morning behind it. Rays of gold danced through
the dew-covered grass, highlighting the ground in a speckled green. We had been marching
through three scorching summer days dragging tired feet, yet not daring to close our eyes in fear
we missed a single word Jesus had to say. Whenever he spoke, it was magical, like the world was
holding its breath waiting in wonder for the incredible words he would say. Everyone would fall
into a daze-like trance, all five thousand of us. | was so incredulous about the information that had
been bestowed upon me, | barely noticed my hunger.

It was only in the early morning when the sweltering heat had not yet established itself, when the
sky was still dipped in a velvety blanket of pink, that | could feel the ever-growing rumble of my
stomach. My muscles ached, reminding me of my fatigue. It also did not help that | was bustled
against thousands of people, each one equally desperate to hear the wondrous teachings from
Jesus.

As if summoned by my thoughts, a clear voice rang out sending crashing waves of silence across
the sea of people. “Be seated, my brothers,” Jesus called. In a silence brimming with anticipation
and excitement, we shuffled past each other until we were sat. We were packed tightly together
in a crowd that stretched so far back that | could see people sitting practically on the horizon, eyes
wide, leaning forward eagerly. | heard Jesus say to his disciple, Philip, “Where shall we buy bread
for all these people to eat?” Shocked murmurs rippled across the crowd - Jesus had thought of
us! | could feel the honour radiating off the crowd - we were there for him and yet instead of being
conceited with the power he held, Jesus was thinking of us. Even | had not been thinking of my
hunger, but Jesus had! My eyes found his with an even greater level of respect than before.

My thoughts were abruptly brought back to Jesus' question, when it was answered: “It would take
more than half a years' wages to buy enough bread for each person to eat,” Philip exclaimed.
“Here is a boy with five small barley loaves and two small fish, but how far will they go along so
many?”

Jesus smiled, his eyes twinkling as if he had known all along what he was going to do and wanted
to test his faithful disciple. He raised his hands in gesture to the crowd. “These people will eat. Fill
the baskets with the bread and the fish.”

So, the disciples, sharing looks of confusion, but nonetheless having faith in their mighty teacher,
began to distribute measly pieces of bread and fish into each basket, covering them with blankets.
Once they were finished, they came to stand next to Jesus. He stepped forward, tipped his head
up to the sky and murmured a prayer thanking God for the food. He raised his hands again
gesturing to the baskets this time. For a moment, it felt like the world had stopped, as if everything
had been drawn together by an irresistible force, clicking into place like a jigsaw that had
previously sat untouched.

| was dragged back to my senses abruptly, the fleeting moment of completion and perfection
over all too quickly. However, | could still feel fragments of that incredible power draped across
the crowd. Jesus's disciples slowly dragged the chequered blankets off the baskets, their faces
transforming into bright smiles. Gasps echoed through the valley. Pure, blissful happiness
radiated from gleeful grins.

The disciples began to pass around the heavy baskets, laden with piles of fish and bread. People
grappled for the food, wanting to fill their grumbling stomachs. When | finally received my share,



| noticed how every person had eaten yet the baskets looked barely touched. | began to grin like
a fool at the work of God, a miracle, one that | had been so incredibly lucky to witness.

However, when | looked where Jesus had previously been standing, all | saw were the sand-dusted
hills stretching back as far as | could see. Jesus, the man of the hour, slipping away from the crowd,
despite just proving his power was greater than any child’s wildest dreams. Suddenly |
understood: Jesus was here on this glorious earth to fill one role, and one role only. Not to be a
heroic king, like the crowds’ chorus chanting suggested. After all, Jesus could only be one thing
and that was something that no other man could ever attempt to be - the son of God.



8MS Kayla C
The Calming of the Storm

The sun shone brightly above the horizon and there was a peaceful tranquillity over Lake Galilee.
The water was a serene sapphire blue and there were no waves in sight - just the ripples bouncing
off the shore. As an experienced fisherman, | was used to rough weather and wasn't worried as
the sea was calm and collected. The trees swayed through the gentle breeze like singers in perfect
harmony. All around me, the buzzing of wildlife and the sweet songs of birds filled the air, and, in
the distance, the proud and prominent mountains stood majestically, overlooking the valley. As |
glanced around, my fellow disciples started walking towards me.

Walking towards the boat, my master came striding towards us with a clean, composed look about
him as he said softly, “Let us go over to the other side of the lake”. With this, we all climbed on to
the boat. The sail was as still as a statue as it perched on top of the mast, waiting for some wind.
The interior of the ship was simple - there were a few benches and seats, which were made of a
brown-tinted wood. Moments later, we set off.

The journey began with plain sailing and the sky was as clear as freshly polished glass. Soon after
we left the shore, Jesus slowly started to fall asleep. Having no idea what was in store for us, we
started joyfully conversing to each other. A sense of anxiety and uncertainty filled the air. My
stomach churned. Something wasn’t right. Suddenly, the wind started to whistle as the previously
innocent waves began to crash violently, creating upheaval across the sea’s surface.

Without warning, the sky darkened and luminous cloud-shaped shadows raced across the sky
drowning out the rays of the sun. The sea was alive and angry. Within seconds, enormous waves
came billowing down to our ship. We swayed, from side to side struggling to keep our balance as
the froth and foam from the wrath of the waves attacked us, tossing the ship up and down and
into the waves. Panic spread across the ship, each of us grabbing on to anything we could find.
This included oars which we dug into the sea, thinking that they would push us up above the
waves. Desperate to find help, | screamed as loud as | could, frantically hoping someone would
hear. Throughout the ongoing chaos, it had not occurred to any of us that Jesus was still calmly
sleeping on the stern of ship as if he wasn't with us.

Things got worse - nothing we were doing to help combat the storm was working and our master
was still in a deep sleep. My heart pounded as if it was trying to break through the surface of my
skin. Was this the end? | could feel my body start to shut down, my head starting to ache - | felt
light-headed and dizzy. At the top of my lungs, | yelled, “Master, Master please help!” No response.
Starting to seriously worry, one of my friends roared, “Master Jesus, please, save us!”

Finally, Jesus arose from his cushion with the same soothing look on his face as when we started
out. Striding to the top of the ship, unfazed by all the surrounding drama, Jesus raised his hands.
He calmly spoke to the waves in a soft tone: “Quiet, be still”. Confused, us disciples exchanged
looks of bewilderment. As soon as the words had come out of his mouth, the waves quietened,
the clouds drew back, and the ferocious wind retreated backwards allowing the sun’s vibrant rays
to be seen. Shocked, we stood there, not knowing what to say. My master turned towards us and
exclaimed, "Why are you so afraid? Do you still have no faith?” Terrified, some of us questioned
who Jesus really was and how he could possibly have control over the wind and waves. All we
could do was stand there and praise Jesus for he had saved all our lives. | had witnessed many of
his miracles, but this one was very special. My master had control over the sea.


https://www.jesusfilm.org/watch/jesus.html/jesus-calms-the-storm/english.html
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The Last Supper

“Over here!” | shifted my gaze to the voice and saw my good friend, Judas, reclining with a slight,
warm smile. | quickly stepped over, found a seat beside him, let go of my knapsack, and sat down.
Judas wore his usual wide grin, but | noticed a tension in his eyes, a slight nervousness tugging
at him. Still, he chatted away about his excitement for the Passover meal we could finally have
after a long-awaited week. With his voice blending into the warm hum of the room, | soon forgot
that unease, and a smile introduced itself. Letting my shoulders fall, | embraced the joy in the air
and discarded the exhaustion of the week.

Soon, | was swept into chatter with Judas and Peter - conversations overlapping, shifting from
market chaos to meals shared. Words tumbled effortlessly, adding to the night's liveliness. | was
particularly fixated on describing the fish | had at noon, relishing its flavour as | spoke to Judas.
My gaze drifted past him to Jesus. Though his eyes carried their usual thoughtfulness, there was
a crestfallen look. His head tilted downwards, as if examining the table’s wood grain. Judas
followed my gaze; they locked eyes. Jesus gave a slight, almost knowing smile. Judas looked

down quickly, shifting awkwardly. | felt a small sense of confusion which was quickly drowned out
by the hubbub.

| glanced again at Jesus, but he'd returned to his downcast posture. A frown creased my brow.
What could trouble him so on a feast day? A sense of dismay hit me, but | looked back to Judas
as he resumed chatting.

After a while, silence gradually washed over the room as steaming plates were brought out.
Straining my neck, | tried to identify the food. Hints of lamb stew and fresh grape wine filled the
air as flaky bread was passed around. The urge to dig in grew. After a brief prayer, Jesus thanked
God the Father. | grabbed my bread and stuffed it in my mouth. An explosion of heavenly taste
followed - crunchy shell giving way to a soft, creamy interior. Around the table, everyone chewed
their first bite in nearly seven hours. Jesus and his disciples exchanged a few words, but mostly,
the enjoyment of the food lingered like a gentle lullaby.

A cozy stillness filled the room, lit by oil lamps casting soft shadows, illuminating joy in our eyes.
Only the soft clinks of cups and crackle of flames filled the silence.

Then, without warning, Jesus lifted his head.

“One of you will betray me.”

The room froze. The quiet contentment vanished, replaced by the weight of his words. A pin-drop
silence followed, broken only by women'’s chatter in the other room and my pounding heart.
Minutes felt frozen. Then a sharp sound cut the tension. Judas bent to pick up a fallen fork. “Excuse
me,” he muttered, cheeks tinged red. The nervous glow around him intensified, dragging at his

demeanour. His gaze drifted to his lap, his eye twitching.

The silence returned, heavier now. My eyes darted around, seeking reassurance in others’ faces -
but all were still. The weight of Jesus’ words sank deeper. The unknown gnawed at me.

“Surely... It's not me, Lord?” a soft whisper broke the tension. Eyes turned. Another voice
followed.

“Surely, it's not me... Lord.” Then came a chorus:




“It can't be me!”

“I would never!”
“Who is it?”

“Surely not me, Lord!”

Joining in, my heart hurled against my chest as questions spilled from me. Jesus responded
calmly, unshakable.

“It is he to whom | will give this morsel of bread when | have dipped it.”

He dipped the bread. Doom dawned as the morsel passed seamlessly into Judas’s hands. The
room froze. Silence. My mind went blank. | struggled to breathe.

Then a chair scraped violently across the stone floor, a screech slicing the silence. | inhaled
sharply. Judas, wordless, stood. We held our breath as he rose, morsel in hand. And without a
word, he left.

A soft gasp swept through the room as the door shut. My eyes widened. | looked to the other
disciples. We all wore the same expression - blank, void-like stares. | rubbed my clammy palms
on my lap, gaze shifting helplessly to Jesus. He faced ahead, unreadable, his face burdened.
Though near, he felt distant, as if carrying a weight beyond words.

“We have to go,” Jesus said after a long pause, voice steady yet urgent. | blinked back into reality,
still reeling. | watched Jesus rise, his robe draping as he turned to the door. Calm, though his eyes
held heaviness. No one questioned him. Peter led the way, and one by one, we rose and followed.
| swallowed hard. A chilling sensation gripped me. Something told me this night was far from
over.
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Dido’s Death

Dido. The last Queen of Carthage, felled by the folly of the Gods. Driven insane by an artificial
love, driven to death by a man whose destiny was never to love anything but glory. All that was
left of her now was a mangled body on a funeral pyre, pierced through the heart by the forgotten
sword of her lover. All that was left was a face torn in agony, frozen in a muffled scream as she fell.
Silent tears still streamed down her face. Glassy eyes still fixed in a look of sheer torture. The only
part of her not destroyed in this utter failure of humanity was her soul.

Around Dido's broken body, the world held itself in stillness, as though nothing was prepared to
bear witness to so much grief.

But then came lris.

Cascading from the heavens in a kaleidoscopic river of colours, dewy Iris, robed in golden rays of
liquid light, trailing behind veils of shimmering mist, each rippling colour melting around her. She
came silently, her heel touching the earth as soundlessly as rays of sunlight kiss the ground. She
was a being born of sun and rain, she was beauty and sorrow, love and hate woven into one - her
robes the hues of summer rain, her hair threaded with dawn and beaded with dew. As she passed,
the air seemed to breathe again, stirred by a sense of new beginning.

The goddess of rainbows turned to face the shell of what once was a great queen; cascading arcs
of colour wept around her, softening in silent mourning as her gaze fell upon the broken girl. From
the folds of her mantle, she reached out a delicate hand. It was of spun silver, threaded with the
tears of a thousand stars and the lonely breaths of the moon. She pressed it against Dido’s heart,
where the final ache of mortal pain still echoed. A whisper passed her lips, something
unintelligible, far beyond human comprehension, something only the soul can hear.

A spirit stirred. It rose with the faint glow of a candle flickering in the wind, golden and pale blue,
painted with the light of a thousand sunrises and kissed by the hues of a thousand sunsets.
Caressed by the silver sighs of a million stars and embraced by the glimmers of a hundred dying
flames. Iris cradled it for a moment in her cupped hands. There it flickered, a sorrowful light that
pulsed with all she had been. A sorrowful light grieving for all she could have been.

Then slowly, the silver palms holding the soul captive fell away. It unravelled into the breeze,
glowing like stardust, scattering in delicate ribbons across the twilight sky. It mingled with the
wind, dancing with the weeping stars and the wild breath of the mourning sea. It did not fall nor
rise, but merely drifted softly between sea and sky, freed from the weight of mortality and the
aches of the human heart. She moved as light does in twilight, neither in sun nor in shadow, her
spirit no longer bound by the limits of life. No longer confined to the tides of time and tears. The
gods stopped to watch as she flew by, a heart-wrenching reminder of the bitter fickleness of the
divine. Over the Earth she passed, dissolving into strands of brilliance, lost in the wide, aching
beauty of our bittersweet world, some part of her touching every corner of it, kissing softly new
lands of light and life. And so, the soul of Dido ebbed away, not to the darkness and judgement
of the underworld but to the light, and the melancholy mercy of the wind, blown to a new place.
A place that burns eternal with the quiet fires of those who dared to love too greatly.
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Odysseus and Penelope

The first light of dawn filtered through the high windows of my palace in Ithaca, casting a golden
hue over the marble floors. | stood at the threshold, my hands trembling as | watched the ship
carrying my husband, Odysseus, disappear beyond the horizon. The salty sea breeze clawed at
my hair, whispering the same fears that echoed in my hollow heart. Would he return? Or had the
gods already doomed me to a lifetime of grief? | considered myself to be a religious and
honourable woman who would trust the gods to protect me and answer my prayers.

Sometimes there were ships sailing past my balcony, but never the ship | longed to see. | climbed
the tallest towers of Ithaca, searching for his sails against the chariot of Helios by day and the silver
boat of Artemis by night. | prayed to the gods, but their silence was deafening, letting me lose
hope day by day, losing the ability to look up at the sky knowing that anyone was there. | closed
my eyes, but there was no comfort in the darkness. Faith had once been my anchor, but now it felt
like a cruel illusion pulling me down into the depths of my soul. Faith in the gods had yielded
nothing but a deafening silence screeching my ears each time. Faith in justice had done nothing
to bring him home. Faith in love had only deepened the ache that gnawed at my soul. | turned
from the sea, but every step back into the palace felt heavier than the last. | would wait - what else
could | do? - but hope was a ghost of what it had been. Days bled into months, months into years.
The seasons cycled through their eternal rhythm, and still, there was no word of Odysseus.

Suitors infested my halls like vultures, circling, waiting for me to break. They whispered their
poisoned words: Odysseus is dead. Give up. Let us take his place. But | could not yield, not even
to the despair that gnawed at my bones. | wove my tapestry by day and unravelled it by night, not
out of cunning, but out of desperation - my only means of clinging to what little control | had left.
Rumours trickled in from distant lands - tales of a warrior lost to the sea, of monsters and witches,
of a man who defied the wrath of Poseidon himself. Some claimed he had become a prisoner,
others that he had journeyed to the Land of the Dead. One day he had fought a cyclops, another
day he had bedded a goddess. The stories blurred together, an ever-changing mirage of a man
who no longer felt real to me. | moved through my days like a shadow, going through the motions
of a queen, butinside, | was crumbling like my hope that he was going to return. When my mother-
in-law passed, | barely had the strength to grieve. The gods had taken another life from my hands.
Did they truly despise me so? The suitors grew bolder, their patience fraying, their eyes filled with
greed. Some plotted to take the throne by force. And still, | endured, though | did not know why.

Several years later, even the rumours stopped. Odysseus seemed to have vanished off the face of
the earth. | barely moved by day and had stopped walking to my balcony since | already knew
there was no point in weakening my faith more. The empty sea that mirrored the emptiness of my
heart. How could the sea bring people nourishment but kill me slightly each day for not bringing
me my love? | stopped praying as there was no use.

Then, one fateful evening, as a storm raged outside, a stranger arrived at my palace.
‘Penelope?’

There was wisdom in his words, a depth of knowing that sent a long-forgotten shiver down my
spine.

He was Odysseus, returned at long last, weary but victorious. The gods had heard my suffering,
but far too late. Tears spilled down my cheeks as | collapsed into his arms, but they were not only
tears of joy. They were tears of grief for the years lost, for the torment | had endured, for the woman
| had once been. He had returned - but the Penelope he had left behind was gone. For faith had



wavered. It had broken. It had been re-built. And though love remained, it was laced with sorrow,
as deep and endless as the sea itself.
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The Day the Sky Fell

The morning air was crisp as | kissed my kids goodbye at the school gates, their laughter echoing
as they ran inside to join their friends. | smiled, watching them for a moment - just another routine
drop-off before heading to the firehouse for my shift. The sun was bright, the city alive with its
usual honking of taxis and hurried footsteps. Nothing felt out of the ordinary.

| had barely settled into my day when the first call came through. A plane had hit one of the Twin
Towers. At first, it didn't seem real - an accident, maybe? But as we sped towards lower Manhattan,
sirens blaring, a thick column of smoke rising against the perfect blue sky told me this was no
accident.

We pulled up outside the North Tower. People were running in every direction, screaming,
covered in dust and debris. Above us, the gaping wound in the side of the tower bled thick black
smoke, and | could see tiny figures at the windows, waving desperately, trapped. The radio was a
mess of frantic voices - more units being dispatched, uncertainty about what had happened.

| took a deep breath and ran inside. People poured down the stairs, some limping, others carrying
colleagues too weak to walk. The heat was rising, the air thick with the smell of jet fuel and burning
metal. | locked eyes with my lieutenant, and without a word, we sprinted up the stairs.

Each floor we climbed was heavier than the last. My gear felt like it weighed hundreds of pounds,
sweat soaked through my uniform, but we pushed on. We found an office worker with a broken
leg on the 30" floor and helped him down, but the further up we went, the worse it got. The walls
trembled with each aftershock of the fire above, and the cries for help grew fainter.

Then, the second explosion. The ground shook violently as another plane struck the South Tower.
My heart slammed against my ribs. This wasn't an accident. This was an attack.

| forced the fear down and kept moving. The radio crackled - evacuation orders. | turned to my
lieutenant, and in his eyes, | saw the same unspoken thought: we couldn’t leave yet. Not while
there were still people trapped.

We made it to the 40" floor before we heard it - the roar, deep and thunderous, like a train
barrelling towards us. The floor beneath my feet trembled, and then the walls seemed to collapse
in on themselves. The tower was falling.

I ran. | dont remember making it down the stairs. | don't remember the moment the building gave
way. All | remember is the blinding dust and the unbearable heat, as the world around me
crumbled while clutching my gold cross necklace and praying that | would make it out alive.

When | woke, | was buried beneath rubble, choking on dust so thick | could barely breathe. My
leg was pinned, pain screaming through my body. Around me, there was silence - just the distant
wail of sirens, the crackling of fires still burning. | don’t know how long | was there before they
found me. Hours? Days? Time didn’t make sense anymore.

| lost friends that day. Brothers. Men who ran into the fire with me and never came out. | should
have been one of them.

In the days that followed, | wrestled with questions that had no answers. Where was God in all of
this? How could he watch innocent people burn, watch families shattered, watch good men run
towards death without stopping it?



Some said it was the price of free will, that evil exists because we are given the choice to do good
or harm. Others said suffering was a test, a way to bring us closer to faith. But none of those
explanations brought back the friends | had lost, the families torn apart, the children who would
never see their parents again.

For alongtime, | was angry. | stepped into church only to feel empty, to hear prayers that sounded
hollow. But then, in the midst of all the suffering, | saw something else - people helping, strangers
holding each other, communities coming together. | saw love. | saw sacrifice. | saw courage.

Maybe God wasn't in the destruction. Maybe he was in the people who ran into the fire, in the
hands that pulled me from the rubble, in the kindness of those who refused to let darkness win.

| still don't have all the answers. Maybe | never will. But as | look at my children, safe and alive, |
know one thing for certain - there is still good in this world, and as long as we hold on to that, evil
will never have the final word.
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Dido and Aeneas

Love is a current, and | am drowning. Have been drowning since the day | wandered out on to its
muddy banks and hurled myself in, reaching out to catch promises no one ever made me. Love is
a current that drags you down and fills your mouth and ears and stinging eyes with the sweetest
seawater you can imagine. And when it has burnt your throat and left you glassy eyed and staring
up at the sky, all you can see is how beautiful the stars are. Love is a current | never want to be
pulled out from. Not when it has dragged me here. Not when it has tossed me and cut me and
choked me, and then placed me softly down, my skirts soaked and muddied, next to him. Because
this is where | should be. This is where | am supposed to be.

The soft light from the hanging candle falls across his face, throwing it into relief. The shadows that
dance on the walls look like sailing boats, rocked by waves bigger than they can handle. Aeneas
murmurs something in his sleep. It sounds like a greeting. | smile at the furrow of his brows. He
still believes the weight of the world to be on his shoulders.

This moment feels fragile somehow. As if, if | breathe too hard the frail string binding this scene
together will fray into nothingness, and the candle’s flame will spill out over across the floor and
set us both alight. | do not think | would feel much different. My heart is already on a spit, slowly
turning over the glowing embers of Cupid's flame. But | could not hurt Aeneas. | am every part of
his soul and every piece of flesh on his body and when time ends, we will love each other as the
ash and dirt from long burnt-out fires and be every star and every constellation and the blackness
in between. He grunts in his sleep again. This time with something like panic in his voice, and | run
a hand along his arm to soothe him. It feels harder than | remember. He is tense beside me, like
he is made of the marble that will one day be used to render his likeness. And in that moment, |
think of something my sister told me. About ships ready to leave the harbour, and about restless
footfalls, and about the tongues of men. How they drip sweet ambrosia, and how lies slide as
easily off them as honey does.

But | won't listen to her. To the soft sounds of ships creeping in the harbour. To the restless
murmurings of guests who have overstayed their welcome. To the whispers that chase me around
the palace like hunt hounds, nipping at my ankles. | won't listen. Because to listen would be to
doubt him. And as he lies there beside me, his head pressed against his bronzed arm, his sculpted
face blank and peaceful, | know | can never doubt him.
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Dido and Aeneas

Lightning struck. Thunder clapped. Waves climbed up and up and up towards the heavens. Our
vessel was being devoured, quickly plunging soldiers to a cemetery of early, watery graves. The
odds of survival were in the hands of the gods now, the flick of a wrist, the roll of a dice, a hand
dealt, a bluff made, a gamble. Another set of lightning and thunder. The two deathly offsprings
of destruction itself, dressed up as a glorified light show followed by the encore of its
counterpart's deafening applause. The wild and untamed ocean conquered the ship’s built-up
walls, flooding the deck with a shockwave of icy water. | was desperate for a solution or at least
some sense of solace before all | knew was submerged, suffocated by a prison of water. Another
wave and the cold consumed me fully. All went black.

* * %

Heat beats down on my bare back. My muscles are sore, and a dull persistent ache antagonises
my body, in contrast to the pounding rain and harsh winds of the storm that wrecked our fleet,
causing utter despair to its inhabitants. The blunt pain | experience now is simply a reminder of
the luck required to survive such a storm. With great effort, | raise my head slightly and find myself
staring at an endless blue ocean that laps at warm sands. | am surrounded by some of my crew
members and friends, looking fairly depleted, most beginning to regain consciousness. Not so
much can be said for the ship, as it seems we are sat in the middle of the remaining debiris.
Splinters and fractions of what were wooden planks and sails, the bones and flesh of our beloved
vessel. | gradually sit up and brush granules of sand off my body. The land behind me is
overflowing with brilliant greens and lush vegetation, as if it is paradise depicted in a painting one
mightsee on awallin Troy. The scene is tranquil and seems like a sign of resurrection after tragedy
struck. | hope that this new land is an indication to a strong succeeding future.
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This is No Goodness

| remember only five years ago | had a school bag; it was purple with a small yellow smiley-face
keychain on the zipper that became slightly rusted after | spilt juice on it. One particularly eventful
Thursday, my favourite pen broke in two. | looked down to see the pen’s dull remnants smudged
all over my hand, its blood trickling down my wrist and mingling with sweat until it settled into the
creases of my palm. | got home from school, running straight to my mother, splaying my guilt
before her in a desperate attempt to poke and prod at her patience until she bought me a new
one.

Noor, you have four other pens. You don’t need another one.

My eyes grew wide and buzzed with anger, but | didn't speak. Instead, | ran up to my room and
mourned the loss of that insignificant piece of green plastic.

Mother would always dress me for school, putting on my Hijab. | would always complain and ask
why | couldn't wear an Al-Amira’ like her.

Because they aren’t good for school, she would reply. Hijabs are easier. They're better for young
girls.

| would then gasp before defiantly stating that | was not a young girl. I'm a woman now!

She laughed her deep, reassuring laugh that sounded like the sea at night, rolling against the
rocks. Not that | knew what the sea sounded like, but my friend Gul told me it was like a thousand
souls whispering you goodnight. | asked her what that meant, and she responded with a shrug.

I don't know. That’s just what my Baba said.

Everyone says you don't realise how much you love something until it's gone. Nowadays my
purple backpack is slumped in the corner of my bedroom against a tattered ironing table, where
my bookshelf used to be. Instead of my desk, a mountain of pillows with messy embroidery
patterns towers over me, teasing me with expectations.

Mama, what's for dinner? Did Baba buy new bread?

| take a moment to process the absurdity of this situation that | wouldn't have even been able to
imagine five years ago. Our food supply is scarce, but mother and | must wait until my father gets
home from work before leaving our one-bedroom home. Even then we hide behind our veils of
restriction to distance ourselves from anyone or anything. To make it impossible for anyone to
notice that we are there, living, breathing the same air as everyone else. We cannot speak or make
choices for ourselves. They want us to be robots who obey their orders. They want the impossible.

Gul and | rarely see each other anymore. Not that we don't want to, but if | demand to go out and
throw a tantrum, | have to worry about far worse things than getting grounded. The minute my
shrouded eyes catch sight of the weapons the masked soldiers carry, the wall of courage I've
carefully built around myself with sticks and stones suddenly turns to sand and crumbles before
my eyes.

Proving a point is not worth your lite, Noor. This family needs you here.

"a two-piece headscarf




| give Mother a glance. I've learnt not to question the Taliban if | want to survive, but what | can’t
understand is why they assume I'd rather live in this cage of thorns and silently scream for
something | will never be given rather than ending my suffering in Jannah?.

Maybe, | contemplate, they're evil people who understand but just choose not to.

| grit my teeth before reminding myself that it's a bad habit. Not that anyone would notice. They
can barely see my eyes; my one doorway to emotion, forced almost shut by people | don't know.

The Qur’an says that men and women are equal, in pen and ink. No person has ever given the
order to steal someone’s born freedom and claim it is out of the goodness of Allah’s heart.

The last | heard from Gul, she was getting married to a man who was thirty-four years old. She is
fifteen.

I'm happy for her. Now she will have enough money to get food, but Gul will need to make many
sons to work for their family. I'll pray for her, lest she end up old with but one child like me.

Mother laughs, but it's hollow; a field of dry reeds bending unnaturally in the harsh wind. | flinch
at her helplessness. I'm not offended. | know our situation too well to be petty about the words
she says: they have been filtered through the mind of the Taliban and poured out of her mouth
like she is a puppet.

2heaven or paradise: the eternal abode
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