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Storywriting - Group 1

The Weight of Diamonds

As Caitlyn finished getting ready to see her friends, she put 

her hand around her neck, and noticed that her necklace 

was gone. Her mind

reached for who had been in her room the night before. 

Vanessa’s friend, Kai, had seen her put the necklace 

down.

“Did you enjoy my party last night?” Caitlyn asked Kai, with 

a tone of suspicion.

Kai responded unsurely, “Yeah.”

“Did you enjoy seeing me in my new dress?”

“Yeah, it was pretty,” Kai said, as he pushed his glasses 

higher onto his nose.

“Was the cake nice?”

“Yeah,” Kai answered curiously.

“I got a lot of compliments on my necklace last night, but 



yours stuck with me the most. Why did you want to know 

what the price range was?”

Kai started to feel uncomfortable. He was looking down at 

his hands. He felt the need to justify why he had asked the 

price.

“It looked like something my sister would wear, and I want-

ed to buy one

for her,” said Kai. His voice began to shake by the last 

word. Caitlyn’s eyebrows furrowed

with suspicion.

“I had it on before you were in my room, and I haven’t seen 

it since.”

The conversation fell into an uncomfortable silence. Kai’s 

body tensed

and his arms folded around his stomach. Caitlyn was 

standing confidently.

“I haven’t seen it. Sorry,” said Kai quickly and suspiciously, 

as his eyes darted around the room, avoiding contact.



“Really? I recall you complimenting me on it last night.” “I 

saw it on you, but I never took it,” said Kai with urgency, as 

his voice took on a defensive tone. “Did you like the neck-

lace? Did you get a good look at it?” Caitlyn’s voice

had a sarcastic edge. Kai began to feel sweat dripping 

down his forehead. “I didn’t take it, but I know who did.”

There was a lot of tension in the room. Kai’s eyes darted to 

a girl standing across the room - Vanessa!



Storywriting - Group 2

On the Dart

It had been a long night at work and Connor was on his 

way home from having completed the night shift at the 

morgue. He was tired and wanted his own personal space 

- he wasn’t in the humour for people. He went straight to 

do his shopping after work and had quite a few bags with 

him. 

Liam had siblings that he needed to take care of. He need-

ed to get them off to school and didn’t have time to finish 

his homework. Liam was always into sports and had prac-

tice after school. Liam had recognised Connor on the train 

before but didn’t know who he was. All of the lights on the 

DART were broken, except the one where Connor was  

sitting. 

“Sorry pal would you mind if I sit down there?” Liam asked. 

“There’s plenty of seats elsewhere on the train,” snapped 

Connor.



Connor just wanted this fella to go away and leave him 

alone. 

“Why can’t I sit here? I need the light to do my homework 

- it’s the only one working on the train. Everywhere else is 

full and you’re just using this for your bags, so would you 

mind?” 

“No, I need personal space,” snapped Connor again,  

turning back to his book.

“Come on, man, I need the light. I haven’t been able to do 

my work. It would really help me out.”

“Well, that sounds like your own problem.” 

“Sometimes it’s easier said than done to do your home-

work,” said Liam spitefully.

The DART rumbled in the background as Liam stared at 

Connor. The train came to a halt. An older lady got onto the 

train and Connor didn’t want to argue in front of her. 

“If you can’t beat them join them,” Liam said. 

Liam moved Connor’s bag without asking him and sat 



down beside him...



Time traveller 

Hellooòoo! I’m Abi with an I and I love chocolate. Now you 

might be wondering ‘what does my infatuation with this 

food have anything to do with anything.

Well, it doesn’t. I just needed to waste your time long 

enough for the sniper to target you. Sorry but the world 

only has so much space. 

I live in a terrace house. It’s small but cozy. My dad shut off 

the water throughout the house on accident one because 

he wanted to install a new shower even though he’s not a 

plumber. I had to use the bathroom outside. But at least 

I’m now one with nature. 

One thing I’d change about the world? Honestly there’s 

lots but if i had to choose one or would have to be creating 

world peace because in turn I believe world hunger racism 

and so many other problems would be solved. 

.... My oh My, well I’ve gotta get going with my shopping. 

Cya 



Wait. (She turns around puzzled but with a smile) what hu-

man are You? 

Me? (Points finger to herself) well I’m a southern one if ya 

couldn’t tell. 

(She laughs and tries to walk away again) 

Story telling 

They sat silently for a few minutes. The shaking of Liam’s 

knee under the table irritated Connor but he didn’t want to 

make a fuss. 

“So,” Liam said with a satisfied smirk on his face “normally 

when I see you on the train you look like you have less of 

an attitude.” 

Connor scoffed. “Says the child who tries to throw a tan-

trum when someone says no.” 

Liam took this as an insult and began to rummage through 

Connors grocery bags “no wonder your always lonely, 

canned milk won’t exactly help you with the ladies.” 

Connor was now angry. Liam had already moved his bags 



over but now he was digging through his things without 

permission too. 

The old lady peaked her head to the side to catch a 

glimpse of what was happening. Connor gave a fake smile 

while kicking Liam under the table. 

“Don’t touch my things”

Liam laughed ‘Sorry, I didn’t know I hit a nerve.” “I thought 

you had work to do,” said Connor. “That’s true, i was just 

about to start that now.” 

Liam took out his maths book. The note his little sister 

placed in it fell out. Connor picked it up. 

placed in it fell out. Connor picked it up. 

By Abi Adeyale



Playwriting - GROUP 2

Characters: 

Janete who works at a pet shop.

Terron the alien. 

Location: In a store buying groceries for her employer.

Janete pulls out a shopping trolley from the stack. She 

begins shopping and taking groceries off shelves. She 

takes out her phone, and starts taking a snap of the alien 

(TERRON). Terron, the green alien with turquoise spots on 

his tail and only two large fingers on each hand, wearing 

clothes that don’t fit him, a cowboy hat and librarian chain 

glasses. He is holding a pocket watch that is covered in 

slime and has a gun taped with Duct Tape on his back. 

Terron turns around, his eyes widen hugely when he sees 

Janete. 

JANETE: OH MY GOD. (Janete’s jaw drops). Ain’t y’all 

very tall?

TERRON: (Nervously giggles, blushes yellow,  



constantly looking behind his back, to see if someone is 

there) I’m about 7’5, but that’s short for where I come from.

“Sorry pal would you mind if I sit down there?” Liam asked. 

“There’s plenty of seats elsewhere on the train,” snapped 

Connor.



Playwriting  - GROUP 1

Characters: 

Anastasia Collins: from a rich family who are owed money, 

witnessed her family being murdered and is emotionally 

unavailable.

Mitchel the baby elephant: Is able to talk. He wears a blue 

coat and blue shoes. 

Location: In a cafe, sitting down and drinking tea with a 

stranger.

In a small cafe. (ANASTASIA) has a cup of tea on her ta-

ble. The stranger is trying to start a conversation with An-

astasia, who is ignoring him. The elephant (MITCHEL) flies 

through the window and into the table, spilling the tea.  

ANASTASIA: (screams, looks outraged) Oh my god what 

have you done?

MITCHEL: Sorry I’ll go get tissues now I’ll help you clean it 

up.



ANASTASIA: This is my new dress and I seriously don’t 

feel good when you spilled tea on it. Now I’m going to eat 

you, and I’m emotionally unavailable. 

MITCHEL: Well, I offered to clean it up for you.

ANASTASIA: Will you buy me tea again?

MITCHEL: Yes, if that means I don’t get eaten. 

ANASTASIA: Well I will eat you anyway. 

MITCHEL: Well then, no tea for you.



Poetry - Group 1 and 2  
Love

Love to live your life to fullest

Owe everyone your love,

Very open hearted to accept 

Every person of every kind !

Mother 

Millions she sacrificed for me,

Oh! The way she cares for me,

The way she pours love into me,

Hugs and Kisses that embrace me,

Everlasting is her love for me,

Radiance of light and love is she for me!



Freedom 

Free to live my life for me,

Running from nothing for no one,

Equality for all I wish,

Even on bad days,

Division must come to an end,

Open for everyone should be everything,

May this be our pledge to change the world for good!

By Deksha Shankar



Poverty

In Times of Need, We break

Never fair for the Bottom,

Economic Tidal Wave crashing down,

Quality sacrificed by quantity, price over life

Unethical consumption for the rich

Abhorrent behaviour accepted by buying,

Litigated price for the money monster,

Intentional dictatorship over the people,

Time for change,

Yet never seen, truthfulness hidden from the masses

The Choir’s Forgotten

Divine Embrasure,

Forever sing a song,

Time and Time again.

By Darragh Halpin



Song writing - Group 1 and 2  
Song lyrics for climate change (No title yet)

The world is on fire

It’s turning to dust 

Our waters are rising there’s no one to trust 

Stop leaving those helpless, let’s stretch out a hand You 

know we’re in trouble 

You know we’re in trouble Take care of the land 

Parents permission song 

Mother can I get some help I’m busy starting a  

revolution 

There’s an angry looking man up there

He’s screaming “our mouths should be shut”

“Parent’s Permission”

I would love to change the world 

Put the blue back in the sky



Help the people that I love

By letting the birds fly

I would love to see children all holding hands

Each a different colour

But all playing in the same sand

But to do that

I need my parents permission. 

“Right to Love”

“Love is Freedom”

If love is freedom,

We are shackled.

If its life,

Then we’re long gone.

All because you claim that what we feel is wrong.



“Deserve to Live”

They deserve to live

It’s not your choice to make 

Who gave you the authority

To pick and choose their faith.

“She is power”

She has the fire in her eyes,

Burning through her soul.

The power of her mind, unreachable.

She is not his prize,

She controls her heart,

The power in her touch, can rule the world.

She is power (chorus of singers). 



“Climate Change”

The world is on fire,

It’s turning to dust. 

Our waters are rising,

There’s no one to trust.

Stop leaving those helpless,

Let’s stretch out our hand,

“An Duine Difriúil”

Táim i mo chonaí i mBaile Átha Cliath,

Rugadh mé in Aifric.

Táim ag freastal ar meanscoil,

Ach tá mé an duine difriúil. 








