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Time in lessons may have been cut
short this year, but this seemed to
have little effect on the diligent
English ambassadors here at Saint
Olave’s. These students, from years
7 to 11, volunteered in the autumn
to represent their year groups in
English & drama related activities -
and never cease to impress!

Since the first meeting, and despite
being a relatively new addition to
the school, the ambassadors took
it upon themselves to organise
various activities such as spelling
bees and school trips, with a group
of year 7-10 ambassadors
accompanying the year 9s to see
‘The Lion, the Witch and the
Wardrobe’ at the Bridge Theatre.

We also have taken part in an
external workshop on refugees –
what it means to be a refugee and
how we can help them. As part of
the day, English ambassadors each
wrote poems from the perspective
of a refugee, seeking asylum in the
UK, and I can wholeheartedly say
that our students wrote some of
the best poetry I have heard.
Emotional and inspiring, these
poems were both a credit to their
authors and the school, and the I
believe this standard of work is
upheld in the pages of this journal.
Often the task of editing articles is
portrayed as boring and mundane,
as it frequently is, but in this case I
genuinely enjoyed the experience,
such was the high standard of
work submitted. Enjoy.

James Perry 11N

Introduction

I walk past every day. 

I do not know who tends the bed 

And as I rush on I merely may 

Glance down, small regards to the dead. 

I walk past bitter-sweet roses, 

Mourning lilies clinging together 

With daffodils, a strange spring in winter, 

Lying still next to poppies and posies, 

Foxgloves bright as the snow in the mud; 

Daisies, bluebells, violets; 

Jasmine, lotus, iris and lilac, 

A thistle draws dark blood. 

Many pass this garden grown on stone, 

Just as many think nothing of it 

For the night is cold; only I, one who loves it, 

Am left standing alone 

Staring down at the palettes of heaven 

Peering down into the angelic depths. 

The message sent out from within: 

Goodbye, and may God bless 

I often still pass that sacred tomb 

Though I feel I could stand there for hours. 

I will one day tend the flowers, 

And when the last petal falls, I’ll 

add my own

In memory of Kenneth Matcham

The Flowers
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Nature a Stranger

Student Work

‘Only 100,000 people left and the
start of The Android wars. In 2350,
a mad scientist took the mission to
overtake mainland civilisation. He
built a robot, a big metal robot,
and equipped it with guns, swords
and lasers. They were cloned, and
the Android wars had commenced.
Many diseased, and a scientist
turning our world into something
else. I dread for what was to come,
so I fled.’

So, I fled from mainland civilisation
into a remote empty island with a
group of other people. The sun
coruscated, and we were lucky not
to hear the clouds rage in anger.
We were the leaders of ourselves,
but dearth with medicine and with
lack of food, it would not be
feasible to draw breath for much
longer. I was struggling to keep my
body and soul together, but I
couldn’t get over the fact of
returning. I decided, I would take
the long sail back, and say
goodbye to the once remote island
that held me habitant.

Beep…Beep…

I could not see any humans, and I
could perceive everything had
changed . I entered security, and
metallic androids stood. I was
scared, as the emotionless blue
eyes stared at me. The squeaky
clank of the androids echoed in my
ears as they started to haul me. A
sinister silence struck upon me,
and the air hit me like a slashing
sword. Unanticipatedly, I found
myself in a theatre. The Human

inverter theatre. I was petrified. I
glanced up, desperate to ask. But
these emotionless strangers, I did
not know what to say.
Instantaneously, an Android
approached, with a nano-chip…

I sauntered out, and contemplated
myself, trying to realise what I truly
was. I felt dizzy, and so did the
androids asseverated. I had a white
metal body, just like the other
androids I pondered upon. The sun
scorched, and my feet were
drowning in the silky sand.
Enormous glass models stood
beyond me, they were still as
statues, but they can also teleport
as fast as lightning. I walked into
the big glass bubble, not knowing
where to go. I walked, until I felt no
floor, but before I knew it, I feel
into something, a vortex. Pitch
black.

Soon, I found myself in a bed, with
four enormous screens around me
in my oppressive pod. These
screens told me everything I
needed to know, the jobs I had
each day. The huge glass buildings
peered down and verified what we
were doing. I went everywhere by
teleportation. I did my jobs, and we
knew everything. As days got
more blistery and the sun got more
out of control, making it was even
harder to keep my head and soul
together. our lives got more
boring, and being an android was
horrible, the air was polluted with
fossil fuels and the feeling of being
nauseate. I couldn’t turn back,
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The Millennium Wheel

nor could turn back time.
Everything had changed, from cars
to parks, grass is a stranger to the
new built androids, and trees, a
waste of space.

Aayush Kampani 7C

I watched the eye, big and white,
spin another time. I liked it, and
that was pretty much the only thing
I did; I was different to the others.
They liked climbing, jumping
around and nibbling on nuts they
found in the Park, but not me.
Climbing was dangerous, jumping
around was boring, and I preferred
ants to nuts. I would crunch on
them every single day, their juicy
insides swimming around inside my
mouth like the humans in their
pools. And you could find them
anywhere - well at least in London
- and nuts, well, you needed to
climb to get them, and as I
mentioned before, climbing is not
my thing.

I remember, when I used to be just
a baby squirrel, I would watch the
wheel on the river Thames, lying on
a colossal piece of wood, gleaming
in the sunlight. I imagined myself
on it, waving to all my family, who
would be very, very petrified for
me. I imagined myself observing all
the monuments of London: Big
Ben; the Houses of Parliament; the
Mi5;

Tower Bridge; Millennium Bridge;
London Bridge - I’d see all of it.
They were still constructing the Eye
back then, with all the cranes and
bulldozers and trucks and barges
carrying material, and I loved to

watch it. But sometimes there
would be crashing sounds. It was
like metal grinding on metal to my
family, but to me it was sweet,
beautiful music. They usually
dragged me in before I could make
out a squeak, but on some
occasions, when my uncle, who
lived on the other side of the Park,
was staying at our Tree, he would
let me, and I would watch the Eye
getting made, and laugh at the
terrified faces of my sisters and
brothers, looking out from the
depths of our hollow tree.

One day, I saw a commotion going
outside, in the morning. I was
about ten years old then, two years
to the humans, if we were them.
But we aren’t, which is fantastic. If I
were a human, I wouldn’t know
what to do. Being tall, having to
walk almost everywhere and having
so much of us all over the place - I
wouldn’t be able to cope with it! I
peered out from my little nest -
which was on the lowest branch I
could find on our Family Tree - and
saw a human - I would say a pretty
stupid human - trying to burst into
the little house, or ticket booth, as
humans like to call it, which was
neatly stationed under the
humongous wheel. The human had
a mask on, a black mask stretched
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Loch Ness

all across its eyes, making it look
evil. And the creature had a black
beanie on, and it suddenly
occurred to me that it must have
been bald, without head hair,
because once my uncle told me
that humans paid quite a lot of
attention to how they looked. It
had also had on a black top, which
I did not really appreciate, and
matching trousers. It tried to burst
in, but was quickly held back by a
few humans in red clothing. And
then came the sirens. I hated them.
They sounded like screeching,
wailing, crying, screaming,
shouting, yelling, yapping, barking,
and squeaking put all together. It
was terrible.

And afterwards, two metal ‘cars’ -
what my uncle calls them (I call
them boxes on wheels) whooshed
by and screeched to a halt by the
entrance to the ticket booth. Then
the black-clothed person slowly
turned around, and its eyes
widened. Then it ran. It ran like the
wind, its eyes glinting with fear like

plates left out in the sun. It
sprinted onto the pavement,
mumbling strange things under its
breath. And all this time, I was
watching with curiosity, as you
pretty much never get to see
things like these as a squirrel. Out
of the ‘cars’ five humans - ‘cops,’ as
I’d later find out - came out, and
they started chasing after the
human in black in hot pursuit.
Itlooked back and started running
faster and faster. It ran faster than
a dog, presumably because it did
not want to be caught, it ran like a
feline which was being chased by a
ferocious hound. I was mesmerised
by the whole scene, until the
human caught up with our Tree,
and my branch shook - after which
I realised I was falling.

Before I knew it, I had fallen into
the sack in its hands, and then my
head hit something hard.

Followed by darkness.

Mikhail Sumygin 7C 

See, Dad wanted to study the Loch
Ness lake. Yes, you heard me right
- well, actually you didn’t; this is on
paper - but you read this right - he
is studying the Loch Ness, and
trying to find any clues about what
“the Loch Ness monster” is and
where it came from…

So far he’s found a pair of claw
marks dug deep into a piece of
wood.

Basically, he’s a mythologist -
ascientist who investigates myths
about the world, and travels
around it so that he can find out if

they are true - or not.

And then I realised that I fancied a
swim in our kayak.

It was quite narrow, with enough
space for three people at most,
and it was the one thing I loved in
Scotland, being a bright yellow and
with the words ‘Sea Adventure’
printed on it in white.

I didn’t know how much it had cost
my parents, but judging by the
fanciness of those letters, I had
always thought that it was a lot.
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‘Muuuuum,’ I called. ‘Yes, sweetie?’
her voice echoed throughout the
house.

‘Can I go out for a swim?’ I asked,
anxious to get onto the Lake.

‘Of course, but be sure to bring
Jack with you!’ she replied.

Ugh. Jack. He, whom I had already
mentioned, was my brother, and he
wasn’t very keen on Dad’s job. He
liked to study real things, not
made-up myths (or so he called
them), like why is the sky blue, and
how did life begin, and is this the
only Universe? Or is there a
Multiverse?

Just as the door slammed shut, and
my friend Alex left, I thought about
how we’d always been friends.
We’d always do everything
together - we had been to the
same school together, we played
games together, and even stood
up to bullies together - it was
almost like we were twins. I
watched out of the window, and he
seemed to shine all the dark
gloominess of the night away with
his reflective coat, which was
sparklier than a billion tonnes of
marble. He had on a pair of blue
jeans, which were beautiful, and
bounced the darkness back to
where it came from.

It was a dark, gloomy night, and if
you went outside, the black would
thicken around you like a fog, and
it would be impossible to catch
sight of anything, which was usual
for Scotland. It was a wet, cold
country, which we had moved to
after our dog - Fluff - had been
badly hurt while fighting a stray
cat. Fluff had been named by my
brother - when he saw the tiny,
white cloud of a dog for the first

time, the first thing that came out
of his mouth was the word “Fluff,”
which the cute dog was.

My brother - Jack - is quite smart,
and would you know, even smarter
than me (and I’m three years older
than him)! He has neat - always
neat - brownish-blondish hair, and
he wears blue round glasses, just
like -apparently- Harry Potter does.
Who is Harry Potter...I’ve got
absolutely no idea. Oh, and did I
mention, he’s...a bookworm. Which
also means he is very annoying.

By the time I’d managed to finally
get Jack off his “Book of 50000
Facts you NEED to know!”, half an
hour had passed, and the time it
took him to get dressed - another
half an hour. When we get on the
kayak, I predicted, it’ll be midnight!

And when I was tugging the boat
off the shore, Jack didn’t even
budge! He was too busy staring at
the sand.

I asked him to help me and his
reply was,

“Shh! I think I can see an
atelecyclus rotundus in the sand”

“A what???” I couldn’t understand
a word of what he was saying.

“An atelecyclus rotundus!” he
gasped. There it is! Oh my
goodness! No, no, no, don’t go!
I’ve been searching for one of
these since...forever!” Jack started
looking for his camera inside one
of his pockets.

I couldn’t see what he was so
excited about. All I could see was
one tiny - and by tiny, I mean it
was about five centimetres across -
crab crawling around on the sand. I
went back to tugging the boat
towards the lake.
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The Cat with the Amber-Gold Collar

After half an hour had passed, we
had eventually got on the gleaming
lake, and it was so peaceful, so
quiet, so tranquil - so incredibly
perfect…

Until my brother started going on
and on about the “rare species of
crab he had just missed.”

And apparently it was all my fault.

“...if only you’d helped me catch
it…”

Suddenly, I thought I’d seen
something on the other side of the
lake, like a giant splash. It looked
like Jack had heard it too.

I stopped rowing. He stopped
talking.

The world stopped moving.

Everything was silent.

There was another splash, closer to

us this time.

And another.

Even closer.

Another.

Closer.

And then, metres in front of the
yellow kayak we were sitting in,
rose a dark figure. Water and algae
slid off its slippery-looking scales.
Its yellow eyes gleamed like
searchlights in the silver moonlight.
Its unpleasantly warm breath
reeked of raw, out-of-date fish.

And, worst of all, it was staring
right at us.

Mikhail Sumygin 7C

Step by step, I walked home.
School was the usual. A whole six
lessons, that dragged on and on,
so I was pleased to be ambling
down the steep hill, where my
house was. It really wasn’t anything
fancy, yet people gawked at it in
awe. It had a few rooms, one for
each member of our family. We
were a family of three, a father, a
mother and son. We were a normal
family. Or so I thought.

I had a tiring day at school. Test
after test after test. Although I
didn’t mind the tests, they were
painfully long and mind-bendingly
confusing. Yet at the end of the
day, at least I got to walk home, in
peace and quiet, able to be lost in
my thoughts without anything
distracting me.

I was thinking about what I was
going to do when I got home when
I noticed a black cat with sea-green
eyes. I found this unusual, as I’d
never seen a cat like it. Not its
appearance, that was completely
normal, of course. But more of the
fact that its eyes kind of glowed an
unnatural when it hid in the
merciless shadows. I slowly crept
towards it, outstretching my hand,
which was filthy with all the mud
we were in during PE, and tried to
pet it. The cat surprisingly didn’t
run away. It just stared at me with
its empty green eyes, like it was
trying to see into my soul.

Its fur was silky smooth, and was
neatly cut. I figured it must be
owned by someone. It had an
amber, gold collar. I checked the
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name, which was my mother’s
name. I didn’t think this was out of
the ordinary, as my mother did say
she was going to get a cat. The
fact that our cat was out in the
open wasn’t uncommon either, as
cats in our neighbourhood liked
sneaking off and returning with a
hopeless dead rat bitten viscously
by their jaws. After a minute or so
of petting, the cat suddenly leapt
away with incredible agility and
rapidly ran out of sight. This
confused me, but then again today
was a confusing day, so I decided
to roll with it.

I arrived home, exhausted from the
walk. I removed my hat and my
clothes and changed into
something much more comfortable.
That was when I noticed something
very peculiar. As I left my room in a
larger mess than it was earlier, I
noticed that The Basement didn’t
have a padlock on it. Now, The
Basement is a basement
(obviously) that none of my parents
allowed me to enter in. I have
never been down there, yet every
time my father heads down there,
he never returns from the depths
of that basement the same. He
looks much more worn out, which
always terrifies me. My mother
spends most of her days and
nights down there, but never tells
us what is down there, she only
says that it is a place that can drive
any person insane. So naturally,
being the smart boy that I am, I
decided to enter the dreaded
Basement.

At first, I was shocked by what I
saw. Beautiful clothes and
tapestries were scattered around
the vast room. They were filled
with vibrant, exciting colours
ranging from a scarlet red, to a
calming blue. In addition, these

tapestries looked very much like
every day scenarios. Then I noticed
something. In the middle of this
exquisite room, there was an
incredibly basic chair made out of
mahogany brown wood. This
juxtaposition was confusing for me.
Why not decorate your seat too?
Then I realised etched into the seat
was a familiar looking name… My
mother’s name!

All of this information was just too
much for my brain to handle.
Mymother’s name was popping up
everywhere! I sat down on the
chair, just to relax my brain. That’s
when I realised there was
something hard underneath. It was
a scroll, its material exactly the
same as the other vivid tapestries. I
slowly unfolded it. Again, the
variety of colours and the accuracy
of the tapestry was spectacular.
That is when I noticed the person
in the tapestry looked familiar. It
was me. Then I perceived that in
the tapestry, I was crouching over
something. It was the cat! As I read
on, I realised this tapestry was
filled with everything in my life,
ranging from my birth, up until I
did my mystifying exam (that I
know I My mother must have had
the power of telling the future, as
these tapestries look like they’ve
been around a long time. She must
have created this tapestry, and the
others, so that she can record the
future. When I reached the area
where I was reading the tapestry, I
saw that the next and final scene
wasn’t as pleasant as the others. I
tentatively and slowly rolled failed)
this morning! the tapestry back up
and cautiously turned around. The
last thing I ever saw was a black
cat with an amber, gold collar
slashing right at my face.

Denis Tekingunduz 8B
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The Dying Refugee

A beckoning,  

A beacon in the dark, 

A shelter from the reckoning 

A dying refuge for the morning lark 

A sense of life amidst humanity 

A worldly remnant of her intangible love 

Disillusioned of this expanse of insanity 

A dying place once kissed by the dove 

A beckoning  

A beacon in the dark 

A shelter from the reckoning 

A dying refuge for the morning lark 

Some fleeting impression of the light 

A shred of heaven toiling in hell 

A fragment discarded from her losing fight 

A melancholic sorrow of which words don’t tell 

A beckoning 

A beacon in the dark 

A shelter from the reckoning 

A dying refuge for the morning lark 

A minute in our hour of being 

Preserved for culpable eyes to see 

Now from these eyes she is slowly fleeing 

From those animals who were, are and will be. 
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A beckoning 

A beacon in the dark 

A shelter from the reckoning 

A dying refuge for the morning lark 

The forfeit of those ruthless peoples 

A deal brokered through violence like no other 

A million pine needles for their concrete steeples 

A child’s disowning of their mother 

Mother Nature 

Buried in the city 

Shaun Abraham 8B
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The Ice is Gone

The ice is gone, the land is bare.

No one remembers the extinct polar bear.

The trees are lost, long cut away.

Tall buildings cover the light of day.

There is no green – the earth is grey,

And this is how it will always stay.

Everything is ruined and cannot be reversed,

In death and danger all is immersed.

The waters are empty; the waters are dark.

Light doesn’t exist; not a spark.

No colourful coral, no well-wishing whales.

Only bleak-coloured ships with death-prophesying sails.

The ice is gone; the land is bare.

No one remembers the extinct polar bear.

The world is ruined; the end is near.

The world’s beyond saving; the end is here.

Mikhail Sumygin 7C
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Another Pursuit

The aftermath of a war, a silent sound,                       

thousands of dead lie on the ground.

Guns, swords, anything of the sort,

disturbing… a melancholic thought.

Why people kill, why people slay,

nobody knows to this day.

What is that urge, the urge to fight,

something about it doesn’t seem right.

Why can’t there be peace, why must there be war?

Why don’t adversaries just sit and talk?

They opt to slaughter and betray,

there must be a war happening today.

Millions injured, thousands dead,

soldiers coming back without their head.

The next time that you have a dispute,

recall the horrors of war, choose another pursuit.

Aaran Sudhir 7C
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The Art of Interpretation of Fairy Tales

Critical Essays

Once upon a time. And they lived
happily ever after. Fairy tales.
Cinderella, Hansel and Gretel,
Rapunzel. Fairy tales that were
behind your upbringing. A brilliant
fantasy where a beautiful woman
was in trouble and swiped away at
the last moment by some fortunate
prince who just so happened to be
walking past. A fantasy that may
seem repetitive as time goes on,
but have you considered why all
these different versions of
seemingly the same story were
written?

Naturally, as we get older, we will
question the obvious similarity
between multiple fairy tales. To a
younger audience, fairy tales all
seem so different. How could
someone being trapped in a house
be the same as someone stuck in a
tower? Yet, surely the Brothers
Grimm had different inspiration for
different fairy tales, and they were
slowly merged? Also, could they all
really have ended “happily ever
after” or could there have been
some adaptation. Could all these
fairy tales really have ended sadly
ever after?

Take Cinderella for example. Could
Cinderella really have been an evil
princess? Could the prince have
treated her badly after marrying
her. All these could’s, would’s,
what if’s have to be brought into
question. In truth many different
interpretations have been brought
into the fray. The earliest known
version of Cinderella, a story in
which a Greek slave girl –
Rhodopis marries the King of
Egypt. Rhodopis, an exact replica
of Cinderella, was showed with
present from rich suitors. One of
these gifts was a pair of golden

shoes. She then married the
Pharaoh. However, it was not a
“happily ever after” ending as
Rhodopis ended up being a sex
slave for the Pharaoh. Other
variants include ones in which the
stepsisters have their eyes pecked
out for mistreating Cindrella.
Gruesome tales, yes, but to be
dismissed, absolutely not.

Well, what do all of these
Cinderella alternatives show us?
Well, apart from the fact that it
shows us that many people have a
rather creepy mind, it shows that a
delicate fairy tale for young and
innocent children may be
interpreted differently.

Other stories such as Coraline and
the Landlady have exquisite plot
that the seemingly single-minded
plot can inspire much broader,
much more sophisticated plots.
Both of the above stories,
although, technically speaking, not
fairy tales, are still designed for
children only slightly older than
those who might read fairy tales.
The childish vocabulary used in
both reinforce this fact. In the
Landlady, you don’t sense the fact
that something is wrong until it is
too late. Different techniques can
be used to support this are
displayed clearly in the Landlady.
The dark and mysterious weather,
pathetic fallacy, is used to display
in the tone and emotion. Mr.
Weaver, the central figure is
somewhat sceptical of the too-
good-to-be-true inn and yet always
convinces himself that all will be
fine. Many will relate behaviour like
this to young children and the
almost metaphorical comparison
make it distinctly obvious of the
dire situation that he will end up
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Science Fiction: Not Just for Geeky Physicists

in. Interpretations may end up
being different for a wide variety of
reasons. Cultures and audience
have to be taken into
consideration. With some
interpretations being written in a
different age and with different
conception of roles within society
being different. For example, the
Rhodopis story mentioned above
was a perfect example of the
patriarchy, but a more modern

adaptation may explore much more
feminist tones.

In conclusion, interpretations and
adaptations of similar stories can
be extremely different from a
beautiful fairy tale to a gruesome
horror stories and that we should
remember, it is not always as it
seems.

Yong Wang 8B

I was recently gifted with my dad’s
entire teenage sci-fi collection,
after it was evicted from its
residence of 35 years in a dusty
box tucked away in my
grandmother’s basement. Neither
of my grandparents wanted the
books constantly reminding them
of the joys of parenting, and my
dad had no desire to rekindle the
flames of his childhood love for all
things futuristic, so the books fell
to me.

This sudden acquisition of so many
Isaac Asimov, Philip K. Dick, and
Frank Herbet novels (to name a
few) led me to question the value
of reading science fiction. Is this
genre one that it is especially
important to read, or should it be
left as a sanctuary for the Comicon-
obsessed, socially inept, Caltech
professors that we have all come
to know and love through shows
like The Big Bang Theory?

It is clear to me that reading
anything, particularly fiction, has an
immense value in and of itself.
Countless studies have shown that
reading can slow the progress of,
or even prevent,

neurodegenerative diseases like
Parkinson’s and Alzheimer’s; that
books help to relieve stress by
giving you an endless number of
other worlds to escape to; and that
those who read regularly have
larger vocabularies, longer
attention spans, and better writing
skills. All this, of course, takes as a
given what is arguably the most
significant – and obvious – benefit
of reading: it is an extremely
exciting, entertaining, and
enjoyable way to spend your time.

What I am interested in, though, is
the relative benefit of reading
science fiction. Beyond the benefits
of reading more generally, does
this genre have an advantage over
others?

First, though, how do we define
science fiction? It has always been
closely linked to fantasy, leading
some to say that the two are no
different, and should together be
labelled as “science fantasy”. The
Epic of Gilgamesh, the oldest
surviving great literary text dating
from circa 2100BC, is often cited
as the first piece of science fiction.
To a modern audience, however,



it would be more recognisable as a
piece of dystopian fantasy, due to
its lack of the scientific terminology
and inventions that we associate
with sci-fi. This distinction is made
most clearly by Arthur C. Clarke,
who said that “science fiction is
something that could happen—but
you usually wouldn't want it to.
Fantasy is something that couldn't
happen—though you often only
wish that it could.”

What, then, is science fiction? Most
of those who have tried to define it
agree that: a) it asks the question
“What if…?”, b) it uses the
advancement of technology as the
springboard for its questioning,
and c) it deals with how humans
would interact with this new
technology. Not everyone agrees if
science fiction could be set in the
past (“What if the Cuban Missile
Crisis led to nuclear war?”), or if
futuristic writing is necessarily sci-
fi. Here, though, I will take a broad
definition of science fiction: “a
piece of writing that explores the
consequences of an imagined
technological advancement”.

One of the most famous pieces of
science fiction is 1984. This value
of reading this novel is clear – it is
a thought-provoking piece of
fiction that encourages the reader
to consider how technological
advances could lead to the creation
of an all-encompassing police
state. So, the first benefit of
reading sci-fi is that it encourages
us to consider the possible future
implications of our present actions.
The second benefit is linked to this.
One of Isaac Asimov’s books,
Foundation, uses the premise that
a mathematician creates a field
called psychohistory, in which he is
able to predict the likely future

using a complex algorithm. The
mathematician then refuses to
share his findings with anyone, to
prevent people acting upon them,
rendering the predictions useless.
Science fiction’s predictions might
also suffer the same fate: by
getting us to think of possible
future disasters, we are more
aware of their dangers and thus
better able to avoid them.

The third reason to read science
fiction is that it stretches your
imagination and deepens your
understanding of the world in ways
that other genres cannot. By its
very nature, sci-fi deals with the
cutting edge of science, looking
into the murky future to predict
what might happen. This
challenges our perceptions of the
world, and makes us more open-
minded in an increasingly polarised
age. Last, and perhaps most
importantly, sci-fi makes us more
curious people, that are better able
to adapt to and adopt new
inventions and discoveries. The
internet, the Apollo 11 moon
lander, mobile phones; these are
just a few of many inventions
predicted by science fiction writers
decades – and in some cases
centuries – before their creation in
the real world. In a world
increasingly oriented towards
computers and AI, it is paramount
that people take an interest in the
technologies that will inevitably
shape our future. Science fiction is
one of the best ways to do this – it
is a glimpse of the future.

Rohan Selva-Radov 10N
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Is Reading a Book Better than Watching a Film?

For a while, people have debated
whether reading a book is better
than watching a film. Films can
bring the whole story alive
however books let you live through
the story. Some say that although
films are easier to understand, they
usually miss out on important
details. Others argue that films
finish quicker and are less time
consuming. Despite this, most of
the time, reading a book is better
than watching a film for numerous
reasons. Here are some reasons
why:

1. Books challenge your 
imagination

Unlike films, books allow you to
challenge your imagination by
allowing you to put yourself in the
shoes of the characters and
imagine details such as the
atmosphere and surroundings.
Books also allow you to fly with
your imagination by allowing you
to fill in the gaps and imagine
things such as the appearance of
characters. Meanwhile, films do not
allow you to stretch your
imagination because you see and
hear what is on the screen so there
is nothing left to imagine. Films are
great because they bring
characters to life, but books allow
you to be the characters. They
allow you to be anything but
everything at the same time. They
allow you to feel pain or triumph.
“A great book should leave you
with many experiences, and slightly
exhausted at the end. You live
several lives while reading,” says
William Styron, an American
novelist.

2. Books reduce stress and help 
you relax

Reading is a simple way to escape
from everyday problems and stress
in your life. It can lower your heart
rate and reduce the tension in your
muscles. Psychologists believe that
this is because when our minds
concentrate on reading; the
distraction of being engaged into a
literary world eases the tension in
our muscles and our hearts. The
University of Sussex tested a
variety of relaxation methods and
found that reading for just 6
minutes silently can reduce levels
of stress by 68% meanwhile taking
a walk can reduce levels by 42%
and playing video games by 21%.
Afterwards, the man who
conducted the tests, Dr Lewis, said,
“Reading is the ultimate relaxation
method.”

3. Reading improves your 
knowledge and vocabulary

Reading improves your knowledge
about many things such as culture
and history. It does this by
introducing you to new ideas and
concepts which you may not have
heard of before or not known
about. Not only can reading boost
your knowledge, but it can improve
your vocabulary by exposing you
to new words in context which is
better than a list of vocabulary.
This is because without context,
advanced terminology may be
meaningless. Therefore, no matter
whether you are reading for
pleasure and enjoyment or for
study and educational reasons,
reading will increase your
knowledge and vocabulary. As
Doctor Seuss once wrote, “The



more you read, the more things
you will know. The more that you
learn, the more places you’ll go.”

Although most of the time reading
a book is better than watching a
film, sometimes watching a film is
better. Here are some reasons why:

1. Films are less time-consuming

Films are usually less time-
consuming than books because
they generally miss out details
which books include, and whilst
films show you the characters and
the setting, books describe the
characters and setting in much
more time. Also, films usually take
up to 2 hours to watch however a
book of the same story might take
hours, days or sometimes even
weeks to read.

2. Films can help you learn new 
languages.

Watching a foreign film can help
you learn a new language whilst
teaching you the correct
pronunciation; however only if you
do it correctly. Watching a foreign
film may not help you but studying
it will. You must focus whilst
studying the film and not watch it
all at once or you may lose
concentration. Also, you must be
active during the film by repeating
the words characters say and
mimicking their mouth movement.
If you want to use subtitles you
have to make sure that they are
accurate. Not only does watching a
foreign film help you learn a new
language, but it allows you to
understand the culture of the
country where that film is set.

Ahmed Rashed 7B
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How can a Book be Successfully Adapted into a 
Movie or TV Show?

We all love to read and enjoy great
masterpieces in our time. We also
have huge anticipation and
excitement when these great
masterpieces are adapted into
films or TV shows. Sadly, some of
these adaptions do not live up to
the excitement and tend to have
poor receptions and views among
fans. For instance, the Maze
Runner trilogy, personally one of
my favourite franchises, had three
disappointing and unrecognisable
film adaptations. However, the
Lord of the Rings movies stayed
faithful to the source material and
for me, that was fine, and I liked it.
So, these two examples show that
film adaptations can be both good
and bad, but the question is, how?

The first main (and most obvious)
factor is how faithful an adaptation
is to its source material. Some film
adaptations often end up cutting
out the more irrelevant sub-plots
from their source material. A good
example of this is in the film
adaptation of Harry Potter and the
Goblet of Fire where the whole
Ludo Bagman storyline was not
included. The reason for why this
sometimes happens is because
they need to concentrate the main
storyline all into one movie. A book
could be as long as an author
intends for it to be but a movie
can’t be too long Sometimes
(examples can be Harry Potter and
the Deathly Hallows and the
Hunger Games: Mockingjay) a film



adaptation is split into two halves
in order. to stay faithful to the
source material. Personally, I find
these methods fine as long the
story told is good. However, it
does become an issue when the
storylines are changed
unnecessarily.

It would be reasonably acceptable
if it’s been changed to make the
adaptation shorter, but usually, it’s
not and is often really bad. For
instance, the film adaptation of The
Maze Runner: Scorch Trials and The
Death Cure have absolutely
different plots to the books – for
no reason. So overall, despite
some exceptions, the faithfulness
of an adaptation to its source
material can help determine how
good it is.

Another factor which you could use
to see how good an adaptation is
can be by looking the adaptation
of major events and scenes from
the source materials. Like I
mentioned in the previous
paragraph, sometimes the
changing of the plot leads to some
aspects being cut out; but
sometimes the most anticipated
scenes are just adapted to be
disappointing (however sometimes
they are adapted very well, like the
introduction of Hogwarts). An
example can be the destruction of
Wade Watts’ house in the film
adaptation of Ready Player One;
this is a major turning point in the
book as it reveals how dangerous
the villains actually are and can be
seen as character development for
the protagonist as his recovery
processes throughout the book.
However, in the movie, it doesn’t
give the audience the feeling that
it’s a major moment. Subsequently,
it invokes a different tone than the

book. Meanwhile the murder of
Cedric Diggory and the
resurrection of Voldemort in Harry
Potter and the Goblet of Fire was
portrayed to be a shocking and
emotional moment and achieved it
perfectly. Overall, it is important for
events to be adapted successfully
as they contribute to the
adaptation’s overall success.

The third factor might seem similar
to the first, however it still
important. It is if the adaptation
keeps the same tone and themes
as its source material. A good
example can be A series of
unfortunate events. The Netflix TV
series uses the same satirical and
dark humour used in the books
while the film goes for more goofy
and light-hearted comedy. While
these both tell similar stories, they
both give viewers different aspects.
The movie uses Jim Carrey’s
performance as Count Olaf
completely differently to the TV
show (Carrey’s portrayal in the film
is much more comedic whereas
Neil Patrick Harris’ portrayal of him
in the TV series in much more like
it is in the book). While Lemony
Snickets narration in the TV series,
like in the books, gives a satirical
view on themes such as death,
sadness and evil, his narration in
the movie is just progress the story
forward. Overall, these two give
completely different views on
what’s going on – which I’m not
saying is a bad thing; changing the
perspective is a very clever way to
write something, however I don’t
think it can be classed as and
adaptation. So, the perspective
and tone of an adaptation can
ultimately give a different message
than the source material if it isn’t
the same 18



These main factors are what, in my
personal opinion, contribute to the
success (or failure) of a film/TV
series adaptation of something.
The faithfulness of the adaptation
to the source material helps you
see how good it is because it
offers comparison to the source
material which the viewer,
themselves, can judge. The
portrayal of major events can
potentially give an underwhelming
feeling of the situation. Finally, the
adaptation keeping the same
themes and tones as its source
material makes it similar to and
relays the same message.

Haran Iyer 9K
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What If by Randall Munroe

Book Reviews

‘What if?’ is a hilarious book by
Randall Munroe that gives answers
to some of the most hypothetical
and absurd questions from his
website with the help of complex
humour.

It instantly draws you to it with its
witty blurb. Unlike most novels’
blurbs that explain in rather boring
detail the first few chapters of the
book, ‘what if?’ supplies the reader
with the ‘extra features’ of the
book: ‘eating this book would give
you about 2,300 calories’, ‘the
book can’t stop bullets; if you want
to use it for armour, you may want
a lot more than one copy’ and ‘if
you have a good arm, you could
possibly throw this book about 45
feet … if you’re being attacked by
a coyote, its higher top speed
means you’ll only have one chance
to hit it. Aim carefully.’

The book itself hits the ground
running with some of the most
memorable chapters, providing
both comedy and science. For
example, the first two sentences of
the book: ‘Nearly everyone would
die. Then things would get
interesting.’ Even at a young age, I
could understand this book with
the help of comedy and pacing. But
it also doesn’t lack facts and is one
of the best and most
understandable science books for
children really giving me a better
love for science.

Or take the question ‘If every
person on Earth aimed a laser
pointer at the moon at the same

time, would it change colour?’:
most books would have pages and
pages of explanations and intricate
scientific facts. Instead, the chapter
works its way up with a
particularly mischievous stick figure
constantly saying ‘what if we tried
more power?’. The book imagines
buying laser after laser, covering
the absurd cost and starts making
ridiculous hypotheticals of its own,
ending in the destruction of both
the moon and the earth with the
entirety of Asia covered in
experimental confinement beams,
somehow with both infinite power,
sustained operation and
invincibility to their own harmful
effects.

It also uses simplistic illustrations
with stick figures to emphasise
points. This gives a certain charm
to the book that is hard to find in
other science books, and it helps
you to know what’s happening
even if you don’t fully understand
it; young children still catch on to
the jokes and most of the science
even when the book is more
complicated. I also found it easier
to remember because of the quirky
illustrations and jokes.
Furthermore, Randall Munroe is
known for ‘xkcd’, an internet comic
strip with the same style of art and
humour as the book. Even people
who have never heard of him are
likely to recognise his art style.

But the book remains brilliant for
all ages. It has science that is
exceedingly interesting to older
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The Inheritance Cycle by Christopher Paolini

Readers, of course, but it also has
layers of advanced comedy that
make it one of the best books to
come back to again and again.

This book has been persistently
amazing for over 6 years to me
and I have read it over and over
again, knowing that it always just
gets better.

Daniel Halton 7B

The Inheritance Cycle is a series of
book created by Christopher
Paolini. In the series there are four
books: Eragon, Eldest Brisingr and
Inheritance. They all are about a
boy named Eragon. He finds an
egg on a hunting trip and when it
hatched, a baby dragon came out
of the egg. He touches the dragon,
creating a bond with it, turning him
to a ‘Dragon Rider’, someone who
can ride and control their dragon.
This leads Eragon into exciting
adventures, where he faces
heartbreak, betrayal and more.

I really enjoyed these series, mostly
due to its fast-paced action scenes,
but I also enjoyed the moments
where he and his dragon talk to
each other through their bond. The
action scenes are amazing, I love
the way Paolini makes them so
enjoyable to read by using vivid
imagery to show us how everything
is happening. I enjoy the moments
where Eragon and Saphira (the
dragon) talk because even though
Saphira is the younger one, she
normally is much wiser, giving
Eragon advice. This creates a
mother-son like bond which I really
like.

In addition, I also like that Paolini
takes in account of everything that
happened in the last book, and
carries on from there, as some
authors can say one thing in one
book, then change it in the next
one. This can make a plot
confusing, but thankfully this is not
the case in this series.

The plot of every story isn’t always
perfect. Some stories can be
befuddling if there isn’t enough
plot development, and some
stories can feel rushed, but thanks
to Paolini’s exquisite writing,
everything feels smooth and the
plot doesn’t feel confusing at all! I
find it a miracle, how he managed
to morph this story filled with
mythical creatures (such as elves,
dwarfs and more) into such a great
series.

This series has received some
negative criticism, due to its
similarities with other films like Star
Wars. It also has been turned into
movie that didn’t do well at all,
only getting 16% in Rotten
Tomatoes. The books can seem
quite repetitive, as there are many
stories about mythical lands and
mythical creatures, but the way
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Alex Rider by Anthony Horowitz

Paolini writes his stories are
different and new.

Overall, I think this series is a really
enjoyable one. It is a must-read for
anyone interested in fairy tales and
myths, but thanks to its variety of
scenes, it is a book for anyone.
Age wise, I think this is for young
adult, but even adults can read it
too. I give this series an 9 out of
10, because it is a great series, but
the similarities to other films can
make it feel cliché.

Denis Tekingunduz 8B

As an enthusiastic reader I have
explored many genres, many books
and many authors and a consistent
author that I have admired has
been Anthony Horowitz with his
series of Alex rider books. For
those who are not familiar with
these books I would like to quickly
give you an overview on what all
this is about. He takes the life of an
ordinary 14 year- old boy and
shows us his magic by
transforming him into a spy!
However, we can see that he truly
understands the life and attitudes
of that particular age group. Alex
meets a girl called Sabina Pleasure
and there seems to be a significant
interaction between them. This just
shows you his rich understanding.

Also, He gives us the sensation of
Alex having his life being snatched
away with his long holidays to go
on missions. He never had a social
life with his friends. He could not
talk to anyone about his feelings
and had a state of mental anxiety.
Interestingly he himself

experienced this situation at
school-Horowitz described his time
in the school as "a brutal
experience", recalling that he was
often beaten by the headmaster.

Ian Rider, Alex Rider’s uncle, raised
him as his parents died early on.
He had been lied to his whole life.
He was taught karate, a whole
variety of languages and fighting
techniques by his uncle. He was
being prepared by the man his
whole life to be a spy and this is
how the author shapes the story.
Alex’s life of lies and deceit-this is
how he applies spy-fiction to the
life of an ordinary teenager.

“Danger is never far away from
Alex Rider.” This is a quote from
the blurb of Secret Weapon-a
critically acclaimed part of the
series. This also coveys the fact
that Alex’s life is full of lies and
deceit. Once you decide to pick up
the knife it either protects you or
kills you. Alex is running away from
this life he hates but it is
bombarding him. Horowitz is



simply an amazing author, the way
he shapes the character is perfect-
even I am perplexed on what to
think of Alex. In one of the books
his guardian and person closest to
a friend is killed. For the first time
we can see who Alex is. He goes
looking for him in seething rage
but in the end the death had been
faked! The suspense and the
shivers that Horowitz sends down
our spine are truly out of this
world!

In conclusion, we can see how
Horowitz has brought spy fiction
upon us. He takes the life of an
ordinary teenager and turn him
into a spy. He considers his social

life, friends, his attitude, his school
life and the average worries of
someone at his age. These
adrenaline packed stories truly are
great, and I would advise you to
consider reading them.

Sashwat Thiyagaraaja 8C 
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‘Gone’ Series by Michael Grant

I am recommending the Gone
series because of its action,
suspense, the sheer excitement put
into it and finally how it was
thought up. Written by Michael
Grant, it is set in the fictional
Californian seaside town of Perdido
Beach where suddenly, due to a
mysterious cause, all the humans
aged over fifteen disappear with
the remaining living things having
to live off scraps. As well as that,
the animals abruptly decide that
they’re all going to evolve,
resulting in flying rattlesnakes and
terrifying, giant flesh-eating worms.
But that isn’t all. Some of the
leftover humans start developing
powers as well, which brings us to
our main protagonist, Sam Temple,
who with the aid of his friends
Astrid Ellison and Quinn Gaither
ends up taking control of Perdido
Beach. But why? Because everyone
remembers when (on a school trip)
the class bus driver had a heart

attack, leaving Sam as the one to
save all of the children by jumping
up and steering away the vehicle
from the cliff edge. Well, Sam
Temple is a human mutant when all
the people disappear. He can
shoot a bright green light out of
his hands that burns anything in its
path. The three friends (turning
into the four friends as they meet
an illegal Guatemalan immigrant,
Edilio Escobar) have to find a way
to solve the hunger crisis,
rebellions, riots, and most
important of all, how to stop Caine
Soren (who can throw things
around using his mutation) and his
evil sidekicks Drake Merwin (who
doesn’t have any mutations) and
Diana Ladris (who can read how
strong people’s powers are in bars
just by touching them) from taking
control. They struggle through the
series of six books: Gone, Hunger,
Lies, Plague, Fear and Light, to see
their parents again. But as well as
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Illegal by Eoin Colfer & Andrew Donkin

Caine and Drake, there is a secret
force hiding down an abandoned
mine, which calls itself the
Gaiaphage. And it battles with the
minds of anything that gets close
to it and stays in the minds of
those who have touched it. Its main
target is Lana the Healer, who is
the only one in the now FAYZ
(Fallout Valley Youth Zone) who
can restore it back to unbeatable
power: who can give it a human
body.

The danger of death is something
to think about in the series, but as
in most books you will find,
romance flies around.
Controversies, fights and
desperation collide with the job to
survive. But, as hope starts to fade,
a light appears. And the light
grows. Until the Gaiaphage

appears in the form of Diana and
Caine’s child and harnesses all the
superpowers of children in the
surrounding area, and all hell is
loose in the final day of the
FAYZ…

I seriously recommend anyone to
read this book who likes a lot of
action and sci-fi, and there are a
few of the books in the school
library if you want to check it out.

Ewan Butterworth 8B

My book review is on Illegal was
illustrated by Giovanni Rigano and
was written by Eoin Colfer and
Andrew Donkin.

This 144-page graphic novel tells
the story of a young African boy
travelling to Europe to get a better
life away from poverty and to find
his brother and sister who have
already immigrated to Europe. It’s
a heart-breaking story but also
gives motivation to the reader and
tells us that with determination
anything is possible.

Ebo is a motherless 12-year-old
from Niger who follows his older
brother and sister from his
hopeless village to the city of
Agadez to find a better life. On the
way he tackles many problems and

eventually finds his brother and
sister (called Kwame and Sisi). He
travels with a few other people in
search for a new life and they have
adventures on land sea and in the
air; there are many tough times
where all they want to do is give
up, but they pull through.

In my opinion this beautifully
illustrated book tells a very realistic
story on immigration and poverty.
Ebo, at such a young age, was able
to do what he wanted and follow in
the footsteps of his older siblings
on his own. He only relied on hope
to survive and only had one goal. I
think that he should be a role
model for anyone who wants to
achieve their dreams. In terms of
how the story is structured, there
seems to be two parts of Ebo’s



25

Animal Farm by George Orwell 

adventure that are interchangeably
told to the reader. At first this may
confuse you, and it certainly did for
me, but after a while you start to
understand both sides and how
they are connected. I feel that the
authors did this to keep the story
gripping and urge you to want to
know what would come next. It
could also be to give double the
adventure, in the sense that when
side 1 is telling something boring,
side 2 is packed with action, and
vice-versa. The story in general is
very absorbing and can get very
emotional at times. The way in
which it is written makes you feel
as though you are part of the story,
and, at least with me, when there
was a moment of rejection or pain,
I could feel that. Now these are all
very good things however there is
one flaw. That is that near the first
few pages of the book I didn’t get

any introduction to anyone; it felt
like I was just dropped into a world
I don’t know. However now I
ponder that maybe this was done
intentionally to make you feel like
Ebo, as he didn’t understand the
world around him at such a young
age.

Overall, this is a great graphic
novel for anyone with any interest
and I hope you readers will try this
book, as it is exceptionally
outstanding! I rate it 5 stars.

Aryaan Shaikh 7C

‘Animal Farm’, a sad, sinister, yet
true story about the Russian
Revolution and its corrupt,
communist leaders. It’s a very good
book that tells the reader of the
hardship and injustices the people
of the Russian Revolution faced
and the differences between the
government and the citizens. It
tells a tale of an unfair democracy
and the maltreatment the animals
experienced with them revolting,
sick of their cruel owner, Mr Jones.

Included in this novel, there is a
wide variety in the characters’
personalities and I think that
everything in the story has a
reason why it’s in the book in the
first place; with the pigs being the

revolutionary leaders and with the
rest of the farmhouse animals all
seeming to have a particular role in
the revolution.

I think that George Orwell was an
imaginative man with his work. For
instance, the way every character
was put into his work is truly
extraordinary, and how every little
event which introduces the new
characters is very subtle so that the
reader won’t take in the event as
important but it will still prove to
have a major impact on the whole
storyline. One notable place where
this can be witnessed is when the
soon-to-be leaders of Animal Farm,
Napoleon and Snowball, were



introduced when Old Major, the
sort of leader of the animals prior
to the reign of the two pigs, died.
It was a point in the story where
the whole plot changed and it was
done with such few words that I
was impressed with the way he
made me just accept the new
characters that he added into the
story with ease.

Also, another key factor of the
book to support my approval of
this book was that there was
hardly any, if any, waffling with the
writer and it was all clear that
George Orwell didn’t intend the
book to be long but short, simple
and to the point, delivering its
message meaningfully and quickly.
I like the way he was different and
unique in his own sense; even
though it was only a 102 paged
book, it was packed with story
plots and interesting points that
make it good as any other 600-
page book, not mentioning any
names…. The Harry Potter Series
(especially the Order of the
Phoenix).

This book is clearly a book
supporting anti-communism, as the
appendix suggests, but one thing
that stood out to me while I read
this book was that it was different
from other war stories as they are
typically long and uneventful but
Animal Farm proves that war
stories can be eventful and
exploding with plots. It’s written in
an intriguing manner that captures
the reader’s attention, emotion and
heart and forms a bond between
the reader and the citizens, which
are being metaphorically described
as the animals, as well as a dislike
for the communist leaders of the
USSR (the pigs).

Throughout the story, my two
favourite characters of the entire
novel are Boxer, one of the cart-
horses, and Old Major, the old
boar. The reason I picked these
two are quite self-explanatory with
Boxer symbolising those citizens
who endeavoured through the
hardship of the revolution and Old
Major with his wisdom and
thoughtfulness.

As a result, I would always highly
recommend this book to anyone of
any age as it is a must read for all
those who study the Cold War and
the Russian Revolution as it is
historically accurate, yet written
elegantly and simply. This book is
one of a kind and it is a great book
for everyone

Wei Hong Song 7B
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Roald Dahl

We all have grown up reading
books and novels of various
genres. Everyone has a specific
author who they like the most. We
all love them for different reasons-
whether it is for liking their way of
writing or the characters they
make. Nonetheless, everyone has
at least one favourite author they
never get bored of.

As a keen reader, I have always
enjoyed spending my time reading
books. I got into the habit of
reading from an early age. I first
began to read Jeff Kinney books
(the Diary of a Wimpy Kid Series).
However, when I started reading
Roald Dahl’s books, he instantly
became my favourite author.

Roald Dahl’s Life

Roald Dahl was a children’s writer
who entertained millions of kids
with his unique and bizarre
characters. He filled his books with
tales of giants, witches, trots,
magical chocolate factories and
more.

Roald Dahl was born on the 13th
of September 1916. His parents
were Norwegian. As a child, he
spent his summer vacations visiting
with his grandparents in Oslo.
When Dahl was four years old, his
father died.

The young Dahl received his
earliest education at Llandaff
Cathedral School. When the
principal gave him a harsh beating
for playing a practical joke, Dahl's
mother decided to enrol him at St.
Peter's, a British boarding school,
as it had been her husband's wish.
Dahl later transferred to Repton, a
private school with a reputation for

academic excellence. While Dahl
hardly excelled as a student, his
mother offered to pay for his
tuition at Oxford or Cambridge
University when he graduated. Dahl
responded to his mother’s offer
‘No thank you. I want to go straight
from school to work for a company
that will send me to wonderful
faraway places like Africa or China’.

Furthermore, he served as a
hurricane fighter pilot in World War
II. He was sent back to the US after
getting injured during the war.
Upon being asked to write about
his injury experience, Dahl gladly
obliged. The piece was so good,
they published it in the newspaper,
which was the beginning of his
writing career.

Roald Dahl then married an
actress, Patricia, with whom he had
five children. It was only after
having children of his own that
Dahl began to write literature. His
books sold millions of copies
worldwide. Dahl suffered from a
blood disease and passed away in
1990, after winning the hearts of
millions of kids.

Why do I like Roald Dahl?

Roald Dahl was an excellent writer.
He knew how to keep the minds of
children intrigued. Some of his
most famous books were Charlie
and the Chocolate Factory, Matilda,
The BFG, The Gremlins and more.

I like Roald Dahl for his sense of
humour and creativity. Most
importantly, the illustrations in his
books always fascinated me, and
the work of Sir Quentin Blake
furthers the interesting characters’
unique personalities, making them



a delight to read about.

Furthermore, Roald Dahl had a way
with words. The way he writes is so
simple yet so different, this makes
it easy for children to understand
what he is trying to convey.

Moreover, all his books had
lessons worth learning. Everyone
must read at least one Roald Dahl
book for the sheer joy they bring. I
believe that we must suggest
children and adults to read his
books because of the exciting
adventures full of giants, witches,
trots, chocolate factories and more.
In conclusion, the illustrations in
Roald Dahl’s books make it even
more interesting to read them. His
books are relevant even today and
the lessons still apply to this world
and will do forever.

Abdul Rehman 7H
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