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Christmas Tree Competition

This year we have been eco-frendly for Christmas. For example,
we entered a Christmas tree competition. We used home-made
eco-frendly Christmas tree decorations.

Serena made some reindeers on wood. Johnny and Henry made
angels from old music. Frances made Christmas trees out of old
lollipop sticks. Freddie made biscuits and | made a for the top
of the tree, out of old wool.

By Evie Duncan




What is a serial novel?

| A serial novel is a work K w T of fiction
ves | that is published in \KWILK PAPE s
{ installments. G"ARLEvSouR.' g
Some Jamous serial novelists:
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Hmotwt with noiey cnite.

The Btacon pamity were going to nenovate o parmhoue in the beasctipul moone, hoping
it would be the perfect hotiday home. Tlancy covered her tare againet the ninging
sounde that enctowed hert her mother <houting directione to hen pathers her elder
siklinge <quobkling and her younger brother waiting...



“Be- yow need to tunn legt, waity no night, no g, gpeo gty <tuttoed Mo Blacon.
“Onre you wine? acked her hechand varcaticolly, oo he Lowed a:ttfwtwum»?.
((%,,u he neplied ae <he ?m:tw(, hen teeth, “bm cune.”

The can wa/juu# notated teft. Opten another five minutee of d_/u',m',n/jz,., the cloudae
darkened. and heavy droptete of rain plottened onto the roop of thein car. Thancy
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manched mxpemd,%wwmtke middle aé,tfw noad; the can hatted abruptly.

“Come. oM., 7,5& out cré/tk& ura,gf'.u MUJL Mr BWIM, but the d]Lu;f» wowldnt move.,
wowldnt take hie ?Zcuu/n,?, eyt of theina...

Wait, whate that? Taria lthe etdect oihting) acked, acthe back of her <pine nippted
tike the winde howting around her.

“Whate what?" teaced her younger brother Tom., “ﬂnu% abaotictely rwtﬂu',n,?,.u

“7’1/% on ite <ide, hehind ite can. Do yot <L it? bt tooke ned.. <he caid. .t tooke
tike... htood." There wae pear in her voice.

e chuioucly ient hlood, ite markinge, you stupid n'w'n,ébgq)“ he neplied., ae he wlapped
hie sicter on hen check.
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“Thate it, neplied thein annoyed pather, ac he opened the can doon and <tepped out. The
wmwtmawmjwammmkm&wm@mq dumbgounded. The clumpe of rain
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weemed to neploct, ikt the remarkable Ounona, Mwﬁ]@t’u nain Wmmﬁ_ around. them.
The <hespe head apprared to be pacing the bewitdered man, ae it stonmed towarde him,

not aemoving ite tyte from hieo.

St wae woon ctanding only a pew inchee prom him., <titt “taring. Tumu?mw hide
in the <apety of the cloude asthe nain guew thicken. ke the plach of an enengetic
tightning bott, the <heep reared up, wenaped ite hoovee acnoee hie chect, and ccottied
away. T Blason ganed at hie cheet, that wnpricingly ccntamed with agong, buct
appeaned to <hed no blood. Qo he tepped into the can a cdoud of pain <pread through
hiv hody, ae hiv head began to <pin...

v Chagien 7~

The car began to move, wwiptly. Ta Btacon <at., coundtees. The squabbling reewmed
and the caging with it. T Blacon's head <pun tibe a whintpoot of emotions; he wae
prarnful and hie worde wire jumbled in a box. The can wovt in a wcnibble—tike <hape
ae a drop of wwtat nan down hie pace.

“Ow; you a'ka%?u acked hie uri,&e,. “ba' you want me to deUL?K

oy if you coutd just be quiet, that woutd. be juu;az.“ he yetted thnough hic wonky
teeth., Mummmwﬁw%mwwﬁu%wmw. The can pett <itent and it
stayed that way., mzﬁwuquammmwwmmdaw%w
Ongen pouned through the doone and windows ae T Beacon thundered. Taria
strpped out of the can and tipted the bonnet.

“Ovoe, Marnia wante to be a mechanic, taced Tom.
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d‘auﬁ,ﬂm.
Move, he <pat, bitterty. Taria immediately <tepped away.

neat, e broben. Wondergut. EVERYBONY OAT" The pamity ocbeged hie ondere, ac
i he thbwmm%tfwﬂb with a knife in hic hand. They <tood in an ondenty pachion,
ae the rain thundened around them., and listened to hie ondeirne. "We <hatt push oun can
to the parmhover. CHOP., CHOP thenl he yetted. Zu%mw put all of thein enengy into
kuufun,g,tu can a/m%tu road. The parmhower wae in «u;?,’d., but., mouthe widened,

angen roel, but mo<t of all, frar.

Fon what they all caw wae an ancient, bruiced and botterned, crnetpy nuin. The pamily
topped and stood helpleedy. Without worning, the ground <hook and an echo of <ound
roet prom the desp valleye. O bright, tuminoue plash ectrified the puddle in pront of
them., ae thundern boomed d\wu?k the tand. Without communication., TVlaria and her
mother scooped wup the youngest childnen hunriedly and <hot down the road with the
othere. Lt wae ae if the a?ﬁmmﬁ, woe yncing with them ae it chased them down thein
death noad.

Boon tnough, they were out of breath and thin cheste throbbed, as the magnetic
&;?Kmnﬁ, <ped ugp., oi’m,u,n,?, them. Taria ctumbted., with immence dictreed, dbwwﬁ,lb the
WW’ doon into the <apety of the cobwebbed utrance hatt. The pamily potlowed,
taying breathliecty on the ducty, worn—away loon.

Mr Blason, howtven, wae overpowened with an ungamition «wlf—watiofaction and
dread. #e prarned how he pett, in the most unsettling woy.



Clyde the Bear

Clyde the bear lived in a clearing in the trees.
Clyde the bear took honey from some bees.
One day when Clyde was filling his honey pot,
Clyde the bear got shot.

Clyde was skinned and put on a stand.
Clyde was sold for half a grand.
A rich man bought him and put him in his hall,
and Clyde's only company was the pictures on the wall.

THE END

Harry S-H




Two poems, by Poppy and Connie

The Little Barn

The little barn sits at the end of our garden.
Lonely and derelict, no one goes in and no one comes out.

Dark and dusty, forgotten and abandoned, crooked and spooky.

Calm and still, | love my little barn.

The little barn sits at the end of our garden.

The Old Fella

His beard is big, with a twist of grey.
The curly curls that weave their way.

His bald head that sticks out still; the lips with a great red thrill.

But the funny thing is, the man sits on the hill; waiting, waiting.



llla lived in a small cotiage called Willow Cotiage. The reason
why it waa called ‘Willow Cottage was because there was a
beautiful willow tree in the garden, by the waler.

One night, €lla was doing her normal nighlly routine, polishing her shell, when she heard her
owner, Tilly, talking about a birthday.

She listened closer, and heard that it was, in fact, Tilly's birthday. Ella stopped for a moment to
think. finally, a thought came inlo her head that she should go on an adventure, to-buy Tilly a
present. So, off she crept, down the creaky stairs, through the front door, into the open land.

Oulside it was all dark; the wind was like a roaring fire, howling
in pain. élla sang, comfortingly, to herself down the driveway,
until there was a BASH! A branch of a willow tree had fallen in
her pathway. Ella had a deep thought for a moment, why don’t 1
climb over the branch? {la she was climbing over the branch, the
wind started picking up again; the branch she was on started blowing away, onlo a truck. élla

realised that it wasn’t blowing away; it was being pulled up, by a crane.

Clla wotie up the next morning, still in the truck. She climbed up, over the barky branches and saw
dark, grey clouds and tall black buildings. She knew where she waa: she waa in the B1G B city.



Clla jumped off the truck, and landed on the pavement. Righl in fronl of her was a pigeon. The
pigeon said, “What you doin’ you, tortoise?” /
Tmont” { £
The pigeon aaid, sassily, “1 can’t help, so-bye.” There, the dumb pigeon flew off in g‘é
the click of a finger.

llla lookied up and saw a sign saying, “The Rainbow Flowing River Flowers’. Ella sidled inlo-the
shop. A spiky, creepy animal popped oul al the side of her eye; il was a cactus!

She grabbed the cactus and said, “You are the one for Tilly!”

The owner of the flower shop picked Ella and the cactus up. Ella asked, “Please can 1 have this
cactus?”

“Of course you can.” Ella lookied al the woman’s badge, it said Daisy. Ella recognized thal name.
She waiched Daisy on the phone, wondering what she waa doing.

Daisy carried her to her car, with the cactus. Ella woke up and saw a sign that said, ‘Willow
Cottage. By now she knew where she was: HOME!

Clla was so glad to see Tilly, she handed over Tilly's birthday present. She opened her present and
saw the cactus. Tilly thought, then named the cactus Bella, because it rhymes with Ella. Schappily
ever after, Bella and Ella were always best frienda.
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From the director: Mrs Thew ~ by Tilly
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‘Cinderella’ is your first Mowden play, how have you found
directing this play? Stressful &g . | wrote the play in readiness for
the start of the Autumn Term as | wanted to ensure the children
had sufficient time to learn their lines. Once they had done so, we
focused on the delivery of their lines and their use of gesture and
movement. The most difficult aspect was casting the script; being
new to Mowden, | had no prior knowledge of the children’s
capabilities. That said, | quickly worked out their personalities.

/*';51
When you wrote the play, what themes did you want to

explore? Ultimately, | wanted the children to enjoy being part of a
production, so | went for the comedy genre.

A
What is your favourite pantomime? 'Snow White and the Seven
Dwarves’ - and they make a guest appearance in my pantomime!

/*;gi
From one ugly sister, played by Philip:

Do you think this is the best play you have done at Mowden? One
of the best, yes. But, please, don't judge me by my costume!

!
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