
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Writing Competition 

BBOOOOKK  WWEEEEKK  22001144      
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Winners 
 

S1/2: Leoni Allen 

 

S3/4: Nicole Lamont 

 

S5/6: Kerry Johnstone 

 

Special Prize: 2Da 

 

Special Mention: 2Db 

 

 

Certificates  
 

Leoni Allen 

Kyle Bell 

Alex Carpenter 

Emily Caton 

Rosie Chan 

Jack Close 

Devin Collett 

Alex Finlayson 

Dylan Holmes 

Anthony Hornby 

Kerry Johnstone 

Nicole Lamont 

Rebecca Martin 

Andrew Norman 

Ewan Patterson 

Arrochar Shepherd 

Mia Stitt 

Billy Warwick 

Ewan Wright 

 

 

Many thanks to everyone who took part. Special thanks to Mrs Telford and 

Mr Evans. 



There’s no place like home 
 

My favourite place is McDonalds because I am 

always really happy there and the food is so 

yummy. I don’t care about the calories. 

My other favourite place is my room because 

it’s peaceful and I love listening to music and 

looking out of my window that looks out on 

the Solway. My room is also good because it 

has my bed in it and I am very lazy and mostly 

dream about flying to McDonalds and buying a giant cheeseburger with my best 

friend, Jodie. 

My room is my favourite place because I can be alone with my music. 

Rebecca Martin 

 
My favourite place is probably my room.  It may 

seem boring to some but to me it’s great. In my 

room I have my X-box and my ipad. I like to sit 

alone in my room but I also talk to my friends on 

the internet. Soon I’m getting my room decorated 

which is exciting. I can’t wait to get new things. 

Mia Stitt 

 
My favourite place in the whole wide 

world is my room. Even though my 

room is small and in the attic, it is full 

of memories. On my wall there is an 

abundance of posters, photos, art work 

and concert receipts.  

The photos scattered all over my wall 

bring back lots of happy memories. I 

have baby photos, Christmas photos, 

ROM photos and photos with family and friends. 

My favourite part of my room is the window. It has a big windowsill 

that I can sit on as long as the window is open because it slants and is 

uncomfortable if the window is shut. 

There is nothing that I would change about my room – it has everything 

I could want. It has an electric piano, a bookcase with lots of books, a telly and a 

desk for homework. 

Alex Carpenter 

My favourite place in the world is Ibrox 

stadium. I went on a tour round it in 2011. 

I got to see the trophy room to see the SPL 

title, the commentary room, and the 

changing rooms where I got to go in the 

showers. I also got to see the pitch and the 

players train. 

We even went into Ally McCoist’s office. 

He had a leather chair in his office. 

It was amazing to tour Ibrox and that is why it’s my favourite place. 

Jack Close. 

 

As well as Disneyland, Florida, Billy Warwick’s other favourite place is 

Hampden Park. He has been there four times and says the atmosphere is ‘very, 

very, very, very good’. 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 
 

My favourite place is Manchester Airport. It is my favourite place because I 

love planes and I would like to be a pilot. I like to do plane spotting and some of 

the biggest planes go to Manchester Airport. I also like Manchester itself and 

Manchester United. I have been to Old 

Trafford and had my name on the back 

of the shirt. 

I like flying – you can go 

anywhere in the world – and I want to 

go on the biggest passenger plane, the 

Airbus A380, and I want to go to my 

local airport at Carlisle and fly a Cessna 

140. 

Ewan Wright 
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My brother and I loved it there. We even 

rented out a small holiday house at Christmas 

and had Christmas Day in it. On Christmas 

Night we all went outside to see who could see 

the most shooting stars. I saw 7. It was so cool 

and such a clear sky!  

Dylan Holmes 
 

 

When I was younger, one of my favourite places 

to visit was Hoddom Forest. It is such a quiet area 

where the stress of daily life can be forgotten. I 

would look forward to getting to Hoddom Forest 

and being able to just wander aimlessly through 

the trees until I was ready to go back home. 

Unfortunately, recently the trees were cut down 

which meant that there was no longer any point in 

going there as all you would see would be the various tree stumps of the trees 

that used to be there. 

Ewan Patterson  
 

Football Fans 
 

In Second Year I visited Anfield, 

the home of my favourite football 

team, Liverpool. The only other 

stadium I had been to was 

Galabank, home of Annan 

Athletic, which seemed dull and 

tiny compared to the 45,000 plus 

stadium of Anfield. 

Going through the stadium felt 

amazing – getting to see all the 

history of the club and all the 

club’s achievements. The pitch is kept unbelievably well and being able to walk 

down the path all the players take before the match made me feel like I was in 

their boots and was walking down to play a match like the stars. 

Kyle Bell  

 

 

Hogwarts by Leoni Allen 

 
I woke up one sunny morning but my room wasn’t 

usually as cold as ice. My room had wallpaper not 

bricks. Then suddenly someone walked in. It was … 

 “Professor Dumbledore, Sir!” 

 I’d recognise him anywhere, with his silver 

beard and half-moon glasses. 

 I sat in shock for what felt like 5-10 minutes 

then found myself walking through the corridors of 

Hogwarts. 

 Everyone was very welcoming.  

I blinked once and there, standing in 

front of me, were the famous Harry Potter, 

Hermione Granger and Ron Weasley.  

 They showed me the Gryffindor 

common room, the Owlery and, last but not 

least, the magnificent Great Hall. 

 Harry, Ron and Hermione didn’t 

notice but I did – Voldemort was in place of 

Dumbledore.  

Suddenly, the lights dimmed and the 

Slytherin banners flew down. From out of the 

shadows, the basilisk appeared and started 

slithering towards me. My dream had turned 

into a horrible nightmare.  

 

 

Living in Fell’s Church by Nicole Lamont 
 

The moon shone down as the bus to Fell’s Church finally pulled up. My twin 

sister, Elizabeth, and I were moving to live with our father, Jarrod Smallwood. 

The last time we were in Fell’s Church was seventeen years ago when we were 

still in nappies, so my memories of the small town were more than hazy. 

Gripping our bags, Elizabeth and I stepped off the bus. The wind was cold and 

harsh. A lone piece of garbage floated past aimlessly. 

“This place is creepy,” moaned Elizabeth. 

I rolled my eyes. “You are such a chicken!” 
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“Do you even know the way to Dad’s?” she grumbled, pushing straggly 

strands of red hair away from her eyes. Not for the first time I envied her her 

auburn hair.  

“No.” 

“Exactly!” She threw her hands into the air. “We’ve been here two 

minutes and we’re already lost.” 

Down the road I could see a small clique of teenagers. One was a girl 

with striking platinum blonde hair. Elizabeth continued to rant as I steered her 

towards them. 

“Mum was right. You barely do anything right,” she huffed. “Where are 

you taking me? We’re lost and you know it?” 

“Hush! Down the road, stupid.” 

“Don’t call me stupid …stupid!” she yelled. 

I rolled my eyes and walked over to the group. Gingerly, I tapped on the 

blonde’s shoulder. 

She turned towards me with a friendly smile. The boy standing beside 

her looked to be about my age and had curly black hair and leaf green eyes. I 

glanced down and saw a thick, ugly-looking ring on his hand. 

“Are you alright?” the girl asked. “You look lost.” 

“I am … well, we are.” I looked at Elizabeth then at the two other girls 

in the group. “I’m with my sister.” 

“Where are you headed?” one of the other girls, a pale red-headed girl, 

asked. 

“Do you know where Jarrod Smallwood lives?” 

“Smallwood?” the third girl smirked. “As in Tyler Smallwood?” 

“Yeah, we’re his distant cousins, Violet and Elizabeth Monroe-

Smallwood.” 

“Well,” the boy finally spoke, a smile tugging his lips, “Violet and 

Elizabeth Monroe-Smallwood, I’m Stefan…Stefan Salvatore… and this is my 

girlfriend, Elena Gilbert.” He took the blonde girl’s hand. “And these are her 

best friends, Meredith Sualez and Bonnie McCullogh.” He gestured first to the 

dark-haired girl and then the redhead.  

Elena smiled, “We can take you where you need to go. Follow us?” 

“Great!” I said. I tugged on Elizabeth’s arm. “C’mon!” 

When we finally arrived at our father’s house, it was pitch black, the 

moon hidden now behind the clouds that had gathered. Stefan seemed to have 

very good eyesight, though, and had had no trouble guiding us through the 

woods. The group said their goodbyes and we approached the house on our 

own. 

“So this is it,” I sighed. 

The beach is so long it goes for a couple of 

miles. As you walk along the beach you 

can see these cool sand sculptures of 

castles, dragons and more. 

Most of the shops are clothes shops and 

when you go inside it is like an oven. In the 

old town there are some shops but also lots 

of pubs and tapas bars.  

Anthony Hornby 
 

My favourite place in the world is Benidorm. It was nice weather and I met new 

friends but the thing I most loved was that all of my family were together. The 

beach was lush. The sand was hot but I went in to the sea to cool down. 

Arrochar Shepherd 
 

My favourite place in the world has to be 

Thailand’s beaches. The sand is so white 

and light and smooth beneath your feet and 

the water is clear and blue. My favourite 

memory is when my mum, dad, sister, 

brother and I all went on a banana boat. My 

mum kept falling off which was really 

funny but I was also a bit scared. The beach 

was special because we all seemed to really relax and have fun. 

Rosie Chan 

 
Closer to Home 

 
My brother and I are especially excited when we go to Stranraer because that is 

where my family lives. 

I remember meeting all my family then going on an extra trip to 

Portpatrick. There is mini-golf, a huge hotel at the top of the mountain, a small 

beach where the waves crash against the huge rocks and sometimes we go just 

to see the waves. It’s awesome! 

The reason it’s a special place is because my great great nanas and 

papas came to this place a lot as they had good memories there. I wish I could 

have met them. 
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Holiday Destinations – Abroad 

 
My favourite place in the whole 

world is the Dominican 

Republic. This is because the 

weather is extremely good, the 

beaches are lovely and the 

people are really nice. It is 

always hot, the ocean is always a 

nice blue colour and the waves 

make a soothing crashing sound. 

It is a lovely place to enjoy a 

long holiday. 

Andrew Norman  
 

I have two favourite places: Disneyland, Florida and Hampden Park. In 

Disneyland there is so much to do like go to a water park one day then a 

rollercoaster the next. The food is also great. 

Billy Warwick 
 

My favourite place is Disneyland, Paris. I have been 

there twice. The first time, I was just a little girl but 

I do remember that it was very hot. I saw one of my 

favourite characters, Baloo the bear. Sadly, there 

were loads of boys crowded round him getting his 

autograph and when I got there they stood on my 

toes so I couldn’t get to him. I ran back to my dad 

crying so he put me up on his shoulders and carried 

me over to Baloo and I got his autograph after all. I was over the moon! 

The best memory from my second visit is when my cousin and I begged our 

mums to come in to the pool with us. When they finally came in the pool, we 

told them to follow us to a secret location (under a giant pirate’s head that tips 

water on people) and they unwittingly stood underneath the pirate’s head and 

they got absolutely soaked. It was hilarious! After that they didn’t go in the pool 

for the rest of the trip. 

That is my favourite place in the world and I really hope we can go again soon. 

Devin Collett 

 

My favourite holiday was in Benidorm. I did lots of things like going to the 

beach, the hotel swimming pool, shopping and to the old town. 

Elizabeth chewed her lower lip. 

All of a sudden, I was pushed face-down into the mud by something 

inhumanly strong. Elizabeth was hurled away and I heard her land with a thud 

some distance away from me. Winded, I rolled over, panting heavily.  

There was a whoosh and suddenly a man was holding me down, his face 

only inches from mine. He had dark hair and dark eyes that seemed to hide so 

many secrets. Within seconds, his face changed. The handsome man who had 

been staring into my eyes had transformed into a horrific monster. The eyes 

looking into mine had a blood red tint and at my throat were a pair of sharp, 

gleaming white fangs. I froze, feeling warm breath against my neck. Just as I 

felt sure the creature was about to sink its fangs into my skin, someone 

wrenched him away from me. 

I looked around to see Stefan and the creature brawling, arguing in what 

I figured was Italian. Then I realised that I had detected a slight accent when 

Stefan had spoken to me earlier. “Damon!” was the only word I could 

understand amongst what I could only assume were Italian curse words. As I 

watched them, I saw Stefan’s face change too. 

Damon laughed and began to speak in English. “You don’t honestly feel 

pity for these…these filthy beings, do you, little brother?” 

Brother? This was getting even weirder. 

“Yes, Damon, I do,” Stefan hissed. “Don’t call me brother. You are no 

family of mine.” 

Whilst they were having 

their soap opera style argument, 

I got to my feet and hobbled 

over to my sister who was dazed 

but, thankfully, uninjured. “Let’s 

get inside,” I said, helping her 

up, my mind not yet fully 

processing what had just 

happened.  

As we gathered up our 

bags and headed towards the 

house one of the downstairs 

lights came on. Our father had 

obviously been woken up by the commotion. 

When I turned back to the brothers they were gone. It was as if nothing 

had happened. 

The front door opened and my father greeted us both warmly but I 

shivered as one word finally burned into my brain: Vampire. 
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The Lion, the Witch and the Classroom 
 

An adventure story by 2Da, with help from S6 (Niki, Miles, Katie, Scott, Iona, 

Kayla, Matthew, Emma and Emma). 
 

We thought it was going to be like any other day, trudging up the stairs to Tutor 

Time. It was Book Week and we were working on our Blurbie posters, so Mrs 

Telford asked Leoni to get the felt pens out of the cupboard. 

When Leoni opened the cupboard door, she shouted, “It’s awfully cold 

in here!”  

Every head in the Tutor group swivelled in surprise and Murray said, 

“No way, Leoni, it’s roasting in this class!” 

To our horror, snowflakes were pouring out of the cupboard. Leoni 

yelled, “Come and look at this!”  

We all ran to the cupboard 

door, pushing each other to see what 

was happening. Leoni had 

disappeared! Instead of a boring 

cupboard, full of jotters and pens, all 

we could see was a snow covered 

landscape, a lamppost and a strange 

creature watching us, who looked half 

man, half goat. 

“It’s a faun” Stephanie said. 

“We’re in Narnia!” 

The faun beckoned for us to 

come over and we approached him in 

fear. “Have you seen our friend?” we 

asked him. “She is small and blonde 

and wears glasses.” 

The faun gestured for us to 

enter his log cabin and we were 

astonished to find Leoni curled up on a chair beside the fire, reading a book and 

drinking hot chocolate. 

Before we had time to check that Leoni was okay, we heard a knock at 

the door. A tall woman dressed in a white dress, with a hood obscuring part of 

her face, was standing at the door. 

“I am the Ice Queen,” she said, in a menacing tone. She pulled the hood 

from her face and it was Mrs Telford! “I demand you hand over two girls and 

two boys!”  

We all tried to shrink back to the corner of the cabin, but she grabbed 

Niki, Alastair, Christa and Alison. We watched in horror as they were taken 

away in her ice carriage.  

Christa was screaming, “I demand you let me go now!” but the Ice 

Queen shouted, “NEVER!” 

Ryan said, “Let’s go and save them!” so we ran out of the cabin and 

raced after the carriage.  

Eventually it stopped at the Ice Citadel.   

Harriet said, “We can’t go in the front way, there are Ice Griffins 

guarding the citadel.”  

Callum said, “Let’s go round the back way.” 

In the courtyard at the back, there were rows of frozen bodies, standing 

like statues. We crept past them, terrified that this would happen to our friends. 

Eventually we found a door and entered the castle. 

The Ice Queen was standing with her arms outstretched about to turn 

our friends to ice. 

Ebony, Heather and Rachel distracted the Queen, while Lee, Sam, 

Owen, Matthew and Jordan grabbed our friends and ran from the castle. We all 

followed them as the Ice Queen screamed, “I’LL 

GET YOU SOME DAY. YOU ARE NEVER 

SAFE IN S3!” 

We ran through the icy forest terrified of 

what would happen next. Then we saw a lion 

standing under a tree.  

“Come this way,” he roared, stretching 

his paw towards a shimmering building.  

We ran through the doors and the lights 

dazzled us. As our eyes adjusted, we saw that we 

were back in Tutor group.  

It felt as though hours had passed, but the 

clock showed 11.20 and the Blurbies lay on the 

desks, still uncoloured! 

Mrs Telford stood at the front of the class 

looking completely normal. The question was: 

could we ever trust her again? 
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