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Welcome to The World You Gave Us – a collaborative writing project brought to you by Chasing Driftwood Writing Group and published by our imprint, Chasing Driftwood Books. This anthology was written by the young people who attend creative writing clubs and workshops with us. With the exception of two short stories, everything in this anthology has been written during one of our creative writing clubs or workshops.

This collection of poetry, flash fiction, short stories and creative non-fiction has been over a year in the making and has been put together by children aged between 7 and 18 years of age. There were no rules really in submitting to the anthology. The theme was ‘the world you gave us’ which really meant they could include anything and everything that reflected their lives and their worlds, whether real or made up!

I am extremely proud of these young people. They have been enthusiastic, dedicated and excited every step of the way and I hope they get a real kick out of seeing their names in print. I am lucky to work with young writers and even luckier to work with such wonderful, sensitive, committed and creative ones. 

Well done to you all!

Parental Warning: Though this anthology was written by children aged between 7 and 18, you may find pieces in here unsuitable for very young readers and therefore, parental discretion is advised.

Previously published by Chasing Driftwood Books

Stay Home - A year Of Writing Through Lockdown

Coming soon from Chasing Driftwood Books:

Something Happened In Lakeside View – a collaborative short story collection
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By Colette Henderson

Chokingly thick air,

Riverbeds dried up and shrivelled,

Great scars on the earth’s surface,

No fresh food,

No fresh water,

Nothing new, 

Across the cracked orange plains,

Tyre tracks,

Hobnailed boots, 

A dried patch of red liquid,

A gigantic red sun low in the yellow sky,

Ugly masks tight around your face, 

Can’t breath

Safe they say,

Better, 

Society so weak a single disease could topple it,

We belong to nothing,

Nothing belongs to us,

They have taken our identity,

Our life,

Our comfort, 

Now all we have is a broken planet,

And even that has turned against us.
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By Lynx Conning

There are hundreds of stories in my head, countless realities, timelines, universes co-existing in one mind. 

There are characters that feel more real, more 3D, more trustworthy than anyone in ‘reality’. 

There are bad worlds, apocalyptic and torn apart by war, monsters figurative and real. 

Yet when comparing these awful worlds to ‘real life’ I begin to realise that in only one of these there is hope. 

In only one of these I have control. 

In only one of these I can see a future. 

Do I trust my head or my eyes? 

It’s hard to explain the stories in my head. 

While I sit on the train my friend runs along the roof. 

When I sit alone I talk about my feelings on a talk show, in an interview with a sympathetic audience. 

When I’m in bed I can argue my points more eloquently than my voice would allow. 

I wear what I want and go where I want. 

I’ve befriended the person that looks cool on the street 10 times over. 

I’ve watched the quiet family in the restaurant fight and fall apart. 

I’ve seen the friends in the park become honest with each other. 

And somewhere out there it’s me and that cat against the world. 

Somewhere there are friends who understand me.

I’m a library with stories about people like me. 

Somewhere I’ve already achieved my dreams.

Somewhere the world isn’t so hateful. 

Somewhere the hate isn’t so hard to bear. 

How long have I ‘wasted’ staring out the window

When during that time I’ve lived days.

Is this world worth more because I know it’s real 

When I could easily live the life of my dreams. 

What if this is another daydream 

Where I’ve lost track of the plot 

I feel like a fanfiction of myself by someone unimaginative and pessimistic. 

And out of all the universes I can live in, 

Out of all the stories I can be... 

This one might be the worst. 

Bad world -  Real world? 
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By Rose Betsy Mcfarlane

Blackbirds splashing in puddles,

Robins pattering through the mud,

Trees rustling in the breeze,

Rivers rushing through the trees.

I’m walking through the woods.

Writing this poem 

sitting on a log

walking through the woods barefoot.

I see a frog on a log

frogs hopping along

I see two dragonflies mating

dragonflies skimming the waters

like a dragon in the skies.

Now I see a man walking a dog

a dog chasing sticks 

I see a cute cat

it's the one that everyone is hunting for in the town

A guinea pig, what next?

I'm going home now. I've had enough of animals, then I’ll go to bed

Aaaargh! Now I’m under my bed

with a chicken chasing after me

chasing after me

chasing after me.

Feathers fluttering 

trying to fly.

Don't they know they can't fly?

Chickens

Robins

Trees

Rivers

Frogs

Logs

Dragonflies

Dragons

Dogs

Cats

Guinea pigs
​
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By Ernie Kiely

We are the blood cells alive in the night of your dying heart

You’re in the country, you’re next to floodlights

I can feel you, I can feel the earth begin to move

I can feel the earth begin to live.

An island is my home, an island is my downfall

my downfall is my uprise

I will be the blood cells alive in the night.
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By R Lounds

Hot chocolate and warm hugs.
I choose to write about nice things.
My kind swarms with sorrow and injustice
Even so, I write about nice things.
Of family.
Of perseverance against all odds.
Because I’m scared.
I’m scared I won’t persevere.
Birthday cake and sleepovers.
I try and remember the nice things.
But in my childhood diary I am unhappy.
My mind remembers words of hatred and fear.
Of loss of a living person.
Pretty clothes and promises.
I try and see good in the future.
But all I can hear is injustice and hatred.
No one in the world likes me.
Christmas cards and private walks.
I only talk about nice things.
I choke every time I try to tell someone how I feel.
I’ll never receive a Christmas card if I do.
Love confessions and nothing in return.
I love you. Three times.
I’m sorry. I can’t.
I try and think nice things, but even in the arms of those I love I feel nothing but despair.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Seasons

[image: ]


By Rose Betsy McFarlane

Spring

The spring flowers are blooming

Hundreds of bouquets 

The birds are coming out to play

Spring has finally come today

Summer

The summer songs are singing

The butterflies flutter past

The sun is burning brightly

Lots of summer fun

Autumn

The autumn winds are blowing

The leaves are red and gold

The deer are a skipping

All in the autumn cold

Winter

The cracking ice splinters

Water sprays to and fro

The freezing winds are staying

Snow falls on and on
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By Annie Botha

We share the blood, yet not the past,

Three hearts adrift, yet tied so fast.

My sister — stone, so firm and bright,

She stands her ground; she knows she's right.

My brother — knife, still sharp with pain,

His scars like steel that hides the strain.

And I — the flower, soft and small,

I bloom to mend, yet fear the fall.

We’re halves of one yet worlds apart —

A fragile bond, a tangled heart.

But stones can crack, and knives grow dull —

And flowers bloom when love is full.
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By Arthur Kiely

The dark unknown

A shadow somehow beautiful

The howl from a raven

An unseen storm

Shiver down my dead bony

long cold spine

Darkness

A hidden secret

inside a hidden dark hollow

I feel myself collapsing

Melancholy confusion

Broken inside a deep dark hole
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By Belle Evenden

Sweet chocolate, so dark, so rich, like a king, so cruel, so mean

Prices drop as Easter fills the laughter, the cheer, so happy, so near

Racing through gardens as clues lie near, so near, too near

Ice cold drinks going through throats as the heat grows hotter, too hot to behold

Now things happen, crunching and munching bars of chocolate

Going past easter to summer, a sigh of relief
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By Rose Betsy McFarlane

The owl perched among the trees 

Looking left and right

Hunting for its prey, in the dead of night.

Down a tumbling waterfall, the hunting barn owl flies

Through an archway, up a tree

The prey is now in sight.

The poor mouse is about to get a fright
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By Isabella McFarlane

Standing by the sea

Waves lapping at the shore

Seaweed twirling round my feet

I feel like I’ve been here before. 

Thunder overhead

Clouds filling the sky

Darkness spreads across the sea

Mirroring my cry

Lightning splits the sky

Close my eyes and leap

Raindrops dance across the waves

The cliffs are tall and steep

Reaching for your hand

Trying to survive

I’m lifted out of the dark deeps

I’m glad that I’m alive.
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The Earth Moves
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By Oskar Massey-Ryan

The earth moves and the plants sway
the animals are changing and the world is turning
the water is flowing and the ice is melting
but the end is coming so enjoy

The restart
The sun is growing older
and the planets are adapting
space is endless space is forever
but the restart is coming.

Time is precious
time is everywhere 
time is a thing that you cannot hold 
time is the thing which is inevitable
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By R Lounds

I spill out the contents of my bag
Three pencils
Two green pens
My wallet
My lanyard
A spare pack of earbuds I forgot about
A compass (pencil compass)
Two candy canes
Pencils in every colour
A glue stick
Scissors (if I’m lucky)
A thermos
The weight of my disability
This is how it’s always been
That’s how it is
Or maybe not
Maybe I can fix it
I pick up my phone
I text my mother
Maybe we should talk to the GP about this
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By Elsie Harvey

December is a cold season

But there is a reason

There are trees and bushes called holly

And often people feel jolly

Cold winds push through the trees

And people’s hands and faces freeze

On December 25th they have Christmas dinner

And when we play games I am always the winner!
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By Isabella McFarlane

There once was a kitten called Sand

Who liked to devour people’s hands

She ate and she ate

And she did dominate

The man-eating cats of the land

There once was a lady from Crewe

Who liked to make vegetable stew

She stirred her cooking pot

Then cried “It’s too hot!”

That hungry old lady from Crewe 

There once was a guinea pig who

Decided to nibble some glue.

Her teeth stuck together

And so altogether

She just didn’t know what to do!

There once was a runaway bee

Who had stolen a pie from a flea

Chased by the police

His worries increased

That fugitive runaway bee

There once was a puppy from Sway

Who whines when her dad is away

She likes strokes and pats

And muddies her mats

That fluffy young puppy from Sway.
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School List Poem
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By Nelson Costa

School is...

Art

Maths

Spelling

RE

Computing

History

Playtime

Lunchtime
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Can Music Save Our Souls
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By Alana McDonald

Can music save our own souls

Songs for the future, songs for our own

Deep inside your mortal soul

You have to be alone

Coming near, save us all,

Saving lives, saving all
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Beach Poem
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By Hadi Wilkinson

Looking back

At the tide

At the beach hut

Reading stories

My day at the beach

With a cake to share...

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Pancake Day Haiku
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By Abel Miles

Pancake day is soon

Pancake toppings, what to choose?

Roll it or keep it flat?
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